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PREFACE  TO  THE  FIRST  EDITION. 


It  is  somewhere  about  four  years  since  I  appeared 
before  the  pablic  as  the  writer  of  a  fictioD,  which  I  theii 
iDtimated  would  probably  be  my  last ;  bat  bad  habits  are 
stronger  than  good  intentions.  When  Fabricio,  in  his 
nospitaly  resolved  upon  abjuring  the  vocation  of  the  Poet, 
he  was  in  truth  recommencing  his  desperate  career  by  a 
Farewell  to  the  Muses : — I  need  not  apply  the  allusion. 

I  must  own,  however,  that  there  had  long  been  a  desire 
in  my  mind  to  trace,  in  some  work  or  other,  the  strange 
and  secret  ways  through  which  that  Arch-ruler  of  Civiliza- 
tion, jitmiliarly  called  *'  Money,"  insinuates  itself  into  our 
thoughts  and  motives,  our  hearts  and  actions;  affecting 
those  who  undervalue  as  those  who  overestimate  its  im- 
portance; ruining  virtues  in  the  spendthrift  no  less  than 
engendering  vices  in  the  miser.  But  when  I  half  implied 
my  farewell  to  the  character  of  a  novelist,  I  had  Imagined 
that  this  conception  might  be  best  worked  out  upon  the 

stage.    After  some  unpublished  and  imperfect  attempta 
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toward  so  realizing  mj  design,  I  found  either  that  the 
sabject  was  too  wide  for  the  limits  of  the  Drama,  or  that 
I  wanted  that  facoltj  of  concentration  which  alone  enables 
the  dramatist  to  compress  multiform  yarieties  into  a  very 
limited  compass.  With  this  design,  I  desired  to  nnite 
some  exhibition  of  what  seems  to  me  a  principal  vice  in 
the  hot  and  emulous  chase  for  happiness  or  fame,  fortune 
or  knowledge,  which  is  almost  synonymous  with  the  cant 
phrase  of  ''the  March  of  Intellect,"  in  that  crisis  of  so- 
ciety to  which  we  have  arrived.  The  vice  I  allude  to  is 
Impatience.  That  eager  desire  to  press  forward,  not  so 
much  to  conquer  obstacles  as  to  elude  them;  that  gam« 
bling  with  the  solemn  destinies  of  life,  seeking  ever  to  set 
success  upon  the  chance  of  a  die ;  that  hastening  from  the 
wish  conceived  to  the  end  accomplished ;  that  thirst  after 
quick  returns  to  ingenious  toil,  and  breathless  spurrings 
along  short  cuts  to  the  goal,  which  we  see  everywhere 
around  us,  from  the  Mechanics'  Institute  to  the  Stock 
Market, — beginning  in  education  with  the  primers  of  in- 
fancy— deluging  us  with  ''Philosophies  for  the  Million,'' 
and  "Sciences  made  Easy;"  characterizing  the  books  of 
our  writers,  the  speeches  of  our  statesmen,  no  less  than 
the  dealings  of  our  speculators, — seem,  I  confess,  to  me 
to  constitute  a  very  diseased  and  very  general  symptom 
of  the  times.     I  hold  that  the  greatest  friend  to  man  is 
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labor;  that  knowledge  without  toil,  if  possible,  were  worth- 
less; that  toil  in  pursuit  of  knowledge  is  the  best  knowl« 
edge  we  can  attain;  that  the  continuous  efifort  for  fame 
is  nobler  than  fame  itself;  that  it  is  not  wealth  suddenly 
acquired  which  is  deserving  of  homage,  but  the  virtues 
which  a  man  exercises  in  the  slow  pursuit  of  wealth, — ^the 
abilities  so  called  forth,  the  self-denials  so  imposed :  in  a 
word,  that  Labor  and  Patience  are  the  true  schoolmasters 
on  eacth.  While  occupied  with  these  ideas  and  this  belief, 
whether  right  or  wrong,  and  slowly  convinced  that  it  was 
only  in  that  species  of  composition  with  which  I  was  most 
familiar  that  I  could  work  out  some  portion  of  the  plan 
that  I  began  to  contemplate,  I  became  acquainted  with  the 
histories  of  two  criminals,  existing  in  our  own  age; — so 
remarkable,  whether  from  the  extent  and  darkness  of  the 
guilt  committed — whether  from  the  glittering  accomplish- 
ments and  lively  temper  of  the  one,  the  profound  knowl- 
edge and  intellectual  capacities  of  the  other — that  the 
examination  and  analysis  of  characters  so  perverted  became 
a  study  full  of  intense,  if  gloomy  interest. 

In  these  persons  there  appear  to  have  been  as  few 
redeemable  points  as  can  be  found  in  Human  Nature,  so 
far  as  sqch  points  may  be  traced  in  the  kindly  instincts 
and  generous  passions  which  do  sometimes  accompany  the 
perpetration  of  great  crimes,  and,  without  excusing  the 
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individaaly  vindicate  the  species.  Yet,  on  the  other  hand, 
their  sangninary  wickedness  was  not  the  dnll  ferocity  of 
brotes; — it  was  accompanied  with  instruction  and  cal- 
tare: — ^nay,  it  seemed  to  me,  on  studying  their  lives,  and 
pondering  over  their  own  letters,  that  through  their  culti- 
vation itself  we  could  arrive  at  the  secret  of  the  ruthless 
and  atrocious  pre-eminence  in  evil  these  Children  cf  Night 
had  attained — that  here  the  monster  vanished  inUi  the 
mortal,  and  the  phenomena  that  seemed  aberrations  from 
nature  were  explained. 

I  could  not  resist  the  temptation  of  reducing  to  a  tale 
the  materials  which  had  so  engrossed  my  interest  and 
tasked  my  inquiries.  And  in  this  attempt,  various  in- 
cidental opportunities  have  occurred,  if  not  of  completely 
carrying  out,  still  of  incidentally  illustrating,  my  earlier 
design; — of  showing  the  influence  of  Mammon  upon  our 
most  secret  selves,  of  'reproving  the  impatience  which  is 
engendered  by  a  civilization  that  with  much  of  the  good 
brings  all  the  evils  of  competition,  and  of  tracing  through- 
out all  the  influences  of  early  household  HDb  upon  our 
subsequent  conduct  and  career.  In  such  incidental  bear- 
ings the  moral  may  doubtless  be  more  obvious  than  in  the 
delineation  of  the  darker  and  rarer  crime  which  forms 
the  staple  of  my  narrative.  For  in  extraordinary  guilt 
we  are  slow  to  recognize  ordinary  warnings — we  say  to 
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the  peaceful  oonseience,  ''This  coiioenis  thee  not !"•*«« 
whereas,  at  each  instance  of  familiar  faalt  and  eommont 
place  error  we  own  a  direct  and  sensible  admonition.  Yet 
in  the  portraitnre  of  gigantic  erimei  poets  haTe  rightly 
fonnd  their  sphere,  and  folfiUed  their  destiny,  of  teachers. 
Those  terrible  truths,  ifhieh  appall  as  in  the  j^lt  of  Mac* 
beth,  or  the  Yiflainy  of  lago^  hare  their  mortl  ttsea  not 
less  than  the  popular  inficmi^ea  of  Tom  Jones^  or  the 
eyerjday  hypocrisy  of  Blifil 

Incredible  as  it  may  seem|  the  crimes  herein  related 
took  place  within  Uhe  last  seventeen  years.  There  has 
been  no  exaggeration  as  to  their  (Bztent,  no  great  depart- 
ure from  their  details — the  means  employed,  eren  that 
which  seems  most  far-fetched  (the  instrument  of  the  poi- 
soned ring),  have  their  foundation  in  literal  facts.  Nor 
have  I  much  altered  the  social  position  of  the  criminals, 
nor  in  liie  least  overrated  their  attainments  and  intel- 
ligence. In  those  more  salient  essentials,  which  will  most, 
perhaps,  provoke  the  reader's  incredulous  wonder,  I  nar- 
rate a  history,  not  invent  a  fiction. 'i'    All  that  romance 

*  These  oriminals  were  not,  however,  in  aotnal  life,  as  in  the 
novel,  intimates  and  accomplices.  Their  crimes  were  of  similar 
character,-  effected  hj  similar  agencies,  and  committed  at  dates 
which  embrace  their  several  careers  of  gnilt  within  the  same 
period ;  but  I  have  no  authority  to  suppose  that  the  one  was  known 
to  the  other. 
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which  our  own  time  affords  is  not  more  the  romance  than 
the  philosophy  of  the  time.  Tragedy  nerer  qnits  the 
world — it  snrronnds  ns  everywhere.  We  haTe.bnt.to 
look,  wakefiil  and  rigilant,  abroad, — and  from  the  age  of 
Pelops  to  that  of  Borgia,  the  same  crimes,  thongh  nnder 
different  garbs,  will  stalk  on  onr  paths.  Ea6h  age  com- 
prehends in  itself  specimiens  of  eyerj  yirtne  and  every 
Tice  which  has  erer  inspired  onr  love  or  moved  our 
horror. 

LoxDOV,  November  lit,  1846. 


PREFACE  TO  THE  EDITION  OF  1853. 


LXJCBETIA,    OB   THE    CHILDREN   OF   NlOHT,   Was   begac 

simultaneously  with  The  Caxtonb,  a  Family  Pictube. 
The  two  fictions  were  intended  as  pendants;  both  serving, 
among  other  collateral  aims  and  objects,  to  show  the  in- 
fluence of  home  education  —  of  early  circumstance  and 
example — ^upon  after  character  and  conduct  Lugretia 
was  completed  and  published  before  The  Caxtons.  The 
moral  design  of  the  first  was  misunderstood  and  assailed ; 
that  of  the  last  was  generally  acknowledged  and  approved; 
the  moral  design  in  both  was  nevertheless  precisely  the 
sarrse.  But  in  one  it  was  sought  through  the  darker  side 
of  human  nature,  in  the  other,  through  the  more  sunny 
and  cheerful — one  shows  the  evil,  the  other  the  salutary 
influences  of  early  circumstance  and  training!  Necessarily 
therefore  the  first  resorts  to  the  tragic  elements  of  awe 
and  distress — the  second  to  the  comic  elements  of  humor 
and  agreeable  emotion.  These  differences  serve  to  explain 
the  different  reception  that  awaited  the  two,  and  may 
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teach  as  how  little  the  real  conception  of  an  author  is 
known,  and  how  little  it  is  cared  for :  we  jadge — ^not  by 
the  purpose  he  conceires,  but  according  as  the  impressions 
he  effects  are  pleasurable  or  painful.  But  while  I  cannot 
acquiesce  in  much  of  the  hostile  criticism  this  fiction  pro- 
duced at  its  first  appearance,  I  readily  allow  that,  as  a 
mere  question  of  art,  the  story  might  hare  been  improved 
in  itself,  and  rendered  more  acceptable  to  the  reader,  by 
dimii^ishing  the  gloom  of  the  catastrophe.  In  this  edition 
I  have  endes^vored  to  do  so ;  and  the  victim  who&^e  f^te  ip 
the  former  cas^t  of  the  work  most  revolted  the  reader,  as  i^ 
violation  of  the  trite  b^t  imiiable  law  of  Poetical  Justiq^ 
is  saved  from  the  h&uds  of  TpE  Gmi4>^EN  of  Nigqt, 
Perhaps — whatever  the  faults  of  this,  wqrk-r-it  eqpals  mQ^ 
of  its  companions  in  the  sustainment  of  interest,  and 
in  that  coincidence  between  the  gradual  development  of 
motive  or  passion,  and  the  fiequenees  of  externa)  e^enU 
constituting  plot,  which  mainly  distinguish  the  physical 
awe  of  tragedy  from  the  coarse  horrors  of  metodrama, 
I  trust  at  least  that  I  shall  now  find  few  readers  who  will 
not  readily  acknowledge  that  the  delineation  of  crime  ha^ 
only  been  employed  for  the  grave  and  impresdve  purpose 
which  brings  it  within  the  due  province  of  the  poet,  as  an 
element  of  terror  and  a  warning  to  the  heart.  But  should 
any  candid  reader,  after  careful  perusal,  closer  th{ai)Qok 
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with  a  doubt  as  to  its  ethical  object  and  tendency,  or  as  to 
the  sanction  of  its  somber  materials  by  the  example  of 
the  greatest  masters  in  imaginative  compositions, — I  will 
entreat  him  to  cast  his  eye  over  the  Critical  Essay  en- 
titled A  WoBD  TO  THE  PuBUO,  appended  to  this  edition, 
which  contains  all  that  I  can  desire  to  say  in  definition 
of  the  pnrpose  designed  in  Lncretia, — and  in  defense  of 
those  legitimate  sources  of  tragic  interest  from  which  the 
narrative  is  derived. 

London,  December  Ith^  1868. 
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PART  THE  FIRST. 

PROLOGUE   TO    PART   THB   FIRST. 

In  an  apartment  at  Par's,  one  morning,  during  the 
Beign  of  Terror,  a  man,  whose  age  might  be  somewhat 
under  thirty,  sate  before  a  table  covered  with  papers,  arr 
ranged  and  labeled  with  the  methodical  precision  of  a 
mind  fond  of  order  and  habituated^  to  business.  Behind 
him  rose  a  tall  book-case,  surmounted  with  a  bust  of 
Robespierre,  and  the  shelves  were  filled  ohieflj  with  works 
of  a  scientific  character;  among  which  the  greater  number 
were  on  chemistry  and  medicine.  There  were  to  be  seen 
also  many  rare  books  on  alchemy,  the  great  Italian  his- 
torians, some  English  philosophical  treatises,  and  a  few 
)iSS.  in  Arabic.  The  absence,  from  this  collection,  of 
the  ^toripy  literature  of  the  day,  seemed  to  denote  that  the 
<>wner  wa^  a  quiet  student  living  apart  fVom  the  strife  and 

paisioniQ  of  the  Revolution.    This  supposition  was,  how? 
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ever,  disproved  by  certain  papers  on  the  table,  which  were 
formally  and  laconically  labeled  "Reports  on  Lyons,"  and 
by  packets  of  letters  in  the  handwritings  of  Robespierre 
and  Conthon.  At  one  of  the  windows,  a  yonng  boy  was 
earnestly  engaged  in  some  occupation,  which  appeared  to 
excite  the  cnriosity  of  the  person  just  described ;  for  this 
last,  after  examining  the  child's  movements  for  a  few  mo- 
ments with  a  silent  scrutiny,  that  betrayed  but  little  of  the 
half-complacent,  half-melancholy  affection  with  which  busy 
man  is  apt  to  regard  idle  childhood,  rose  noiselessly  from 
his  seat,  approached  the  boy,  and  looked  over  his  shoulder 
unobserved.  In  a  crevice  of  the  wood  by  the  window,  a 
huge  black  spider  had  formed  his  web ;  the  child  had  just 
discovered  another  spider,  and  placed  it  in  the  meshes; 
be  was  watching  the  result  of  his  operations.  The  intru- 
sive spider  stood  motionless  in  the  midst  of  the  web,  as  if 
fascinated.  The  rightful  possessor  was  also  quiescent; 
but  a  very  fine  ear  might  have  caught  a  low  humming 
sound,  which  probably  augured  no  hospitable  intentions  to 
the  invader.  Anon,  the  stranger  insect  seemed  suddenly 
to  awake  from  its  amaze ;  it  evinced  alarm,  and  turned  to 
fly;  the  huge  spider  darted  forward — the  boy  uttered  a 
chuckle  of  delight.  The  man^s  pale  lip  curled  into  a  sin- 
ister sneer,  and  he  glided  back  to  his  seat.  There,  leaning 
his  face  on  his  hand,  he  continued  to  contemplate  the 
child.  That  child  might  have  furnished  to  an  artist  a 
fitting  subject  for  fair  and  blooming  infancy.  His  light 
hair,  tinged  deeply,  it  is  true,  with  red,  hang  in  sleek  and 
glittering  abundance  down  his  neck  and  shoulders.    His 
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features,  seen  in  profile,  were  delicately  and  almost  femi* 
ninely  proportioned ;  health  glowed  on  his  cheek,  and  hia 
form,  slight  thongh  it  was,  gave  promise  of  singalar  ac- 
tivity and  vigor.  His  dress  was  fantastic,  and  betrayed 
the  taste  of  some  fondly  foolish  mother ;  bnt  the  fine  linen, 
trimmed  with  laca,  was  rumpled  and  stained,  the  velvet 
Jacket  nnbrnshed,  the  shoes  soiled  with  dnst ;  —  slight 
tokens  these  of  neglect — bnt  serving  to  show  that  the 
foolish  fondness  which  had  invented  the  dress  had  not 
of  late  presided  over  the  toilet 

*'  Child,"  said  the  man,  first  in  French ;  and  observing 
that  the  boy  heeded  him  not — "^  child,"  he  repeated  in 
English,  which  he  spoke  well,  though  with  a  foreign  accent 
— "  child  1" 

The  boy  turned  quickly. 

**  Has  the  great  spider  devoured  the  small  one  f " 

"  No,  sir,"  said  the  boy,  coloring ;  "  the  small  one  has 
had  the  best  of  it."  The  tone  and  heightened  complexion 
of  the  child  seemed  to  give  meaning  to  his  words — at  least, 
so  the  man  thought, — for  a  slight  frown  passed  over  his 
high,  thoughtful  brow. 

**  Spiders,  then,"  he  said,  after  a  short  pause,  "  are  dif- 
ferent from  men ;  with  us,  the  smalls  do  not  get  the  better 
of  the  great.     Hum !  do  you  still  miss  your  mother?" 

"  Oh,  yes  1"  and  the  boy  advanced  eagerly  to  the  table. 

"Well,  you  will  see  her  once  again." 

"  When  ?" 

The  man  looked  toward  a  clock  on  the  mantle-piece. 
**  Before  that  clock  strikes.     Now  go  back  to  your  Bpi« 
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ders.''  The  child  looked  irresolnte  and  disinehned  to 
obey;  bat  a  stern  and  terrible  expression  gathered  slowly 
over  the  man's  face;  and  the  boy,  growing  pale  as  he 
remarked  it,  crept  back  to  the  window. 

The  father,  for  saoh  was  the  relationilhe  owner  of  the 
room  bore  to  the  child,  drew  paper  and  ink  toward  him, 
and  wrote  for  some  minutes  rapidly.  Then  starting  up,  he 
glanced  at  the  clock,  took  his  hat  and  cloak,  which  lay  on 
a  chair  beside,  drew  up  the  collar,  of  the  mantle  till  it 
almost  concealed  his  coantenance,  and  said — ''  Now,  boy, 
come  with  me ;  I  have  promised  to  show  yon  an  ezecntion. 
I  am  going  to  keep  my  promise.     GomeJ" 

The  boy  clapped  his  hands  with  joy  ]  and  yon  might  aee 
then,  child  as  he  was,  that  those  fair  features  were  capable 
of  a  cruel  and  ferocious  expression.  The  character  of  the 
whole  face  changed.  He  caught  up  his  gay  cap  and  plume, 
and  followed  his  father  into  the  streets. 

Silently  the  two  took  their  way  toward  the  Barridre  di4 
Trone.  At  a  distance,  they  saw  the  crowd  growing  thick 
and  dense,  as  throng  after  throng  hurried  past  them,  and 
the  dreadful  guillotine  rose  high  in  the  light  blue  air.  As 
they  came  into  the  skirts  of  the  mob,  the  father,  for  the 
first  time,  took  his  child's  hand.  "  I  must  get  you  a  good 
place  for  the  show,"  be  said,  with  a  quiet  smile. 

There  was  something  in  the  grave,  staid,  courteous,  yet 
haughty  bearing  of  the  man,  that  made  the  crowd  give 
way  as  he  passed.  They  got  near  the  dismal  scene,  and 
obtained  entrance  into  a  wagon  already  crpwded  with 
iagor  spectators. 
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And  now  thej  heard  at  a  distance  the  hanh  and  lambe^ 
ing  roll  of  the  tambril  that  bore  the  ?ictims,  and  the  tramp 
of  the  horses  which  guarded  the  procession  of  death.  The 
boy's  whole  attention  was  absorbed  in  expectation  of  the 
spectacle,  and  his  ear  was,  perhaps,  less  accastomed  to 
French)  though  bom  and  reared  in  France,  than  to  the 
language  of  his  mother's  lips — and  she  was  English :  thna 
he  did  not  hear  or  heed  certain  obseryationa  of  the  by- 
standers, which  made  his  father's  pale  cheek  grow  paler. 

"What  is  the  batch  to-day f"  qnoth  a  batcher  in  the 
wagon. 

"  Scarce  worth  the  baking — only  two : — but  one,  they 
say,  is  an  aristocrat — a  oi-devant  marqnis,"  answered  a 
carpenter. 

''A.h  1  a  marqnis  I — J9on/ — ^And  the  other?" 

**  Only  a  dancer ;  but  a  pretty  one,  it  is  true :  I  eoold 
pity  her,  bnt  she  is  English."  And  as  he  pronounced  the 
last  word,  with  a  tone  of  inexpressible  contempt,  the 
batcher  spat,  as  if  in  nausea, 

"Mori  diahlet  a  spy  of  Pitt's,  no  doabt  What  did 
they  discover  ?" 

A  man  better  dressed  than  the  rest,  turned  round  with  a 
smile,  and  answered — "  Nothing  worse  than  a  lo?eri  I  be- 
lie?e ;  but  that  lorer  was  a  ^oscrU.  The  ci^vant  mar- 
qnis was  caught  disguised  in  her  apartment.  She  betrayed 
for  him  a  good  easy  friend  of  the  people,  who  had  long 
loTed  her,  and  revenge  is  sweet" 

The  man  whom  we  have  accompanied  nerTously  twitehed 
up  the  collar  of  his  cloak,  and  his  compressed  lips  told 
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that  he  felt  the  angoish  of  the  laagh  that  circled  roand 
him. 

"  They  are  comrog !  There  they  are !"  cried  the  boy  in 
ecstatic  excitement. 

"  That's  the  way  to  bring  up  citizens/*  said  the  butcher, 
pattiug  the  child's  shoulder,  and  opening  a  still  better 
yiew  for  him  at  the  edge  of  the  wagon. 

The  crowd  now  abruptly  gave  way.  The  tumbHl  was 
in  sight.  A  man,  young  and  handsome,  standing  erect  and 
with  folded  arms  in  the  fatal  vehicje^^  looked  along  the 
mob  with  an  eye  of  careless  scorn.  Thoygh  he  wore  the 
dress  of  a  workman,  the  most  nnpracticed  glance  could 
detect,  in  his  mien  and  bearing,  one  of  the  hated  noblesse^ 
whose  characteristics  came  out  even  more  forcibly  at  the 
hour  of  death.  On  the  lip  was  that  smile  of  gay  and 
insolent  levity,  on  the  brow  that  gallant  if  reckless  con- 
tempt of  physical  danger,  which  had  signalized  the  hero- 
coxcombs  of  the  old  regime.  Even  the  rude  dress  was 
worn  with  a  certain  air  of  foppiery,  and  the  bright  hair 
was  carefully  adjusted  as  if  for  the  holiday  of  the  heads- 
man. As  the  eyes  of  the  young  noble  wandered  over  the 
fierce  faces  of  that  horrible  assembly,  while  a  roar  of  hide- 
ous triumph  answered  the  look,  in  which  for  the  last  time 
the  gentiihomme  spoke  his  scorn  of  the  canaille^  the 
child's  father  lowered  the  collar  of  his  cloak,  and  slowly 
raised  his  hat  from  his  brow.  The  eye  of  the  marquis 
rested  upon  the  countenance  thus  abruptly  shown  to  him^ 
and  which  suddenly  became  indiyidualized  among  the 
crowd, — that  eye  instantly  lost  its  calm  contempt.     A 
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anadder  passed  yisibly  over  his  frame,  and  his  cheek  grew 
blanched  with  terror.  The  .mob  saw  the  change,  bat  not 
the  €aase,  and  load  and  loader  rose  their  triamphast  jelL 
The  soand  recalled  the  pride  of  the  yoang  noble; — he 
started — lifted  his  crest  erect,  and  soaght  again  to  meet 
the  look  which  had  appalled  him.  Bat  he  coald  no  longer 
single  it  out  among  the  crowd.  Hat  and  cloak  once  more 
hid  the  face  of  the  foe,  and  crowds  of  eager  heads  inter- 
cepted the  view.  The  joang  marqais's  lips  mattered ;  he 
bent  down,  and  then  the  crowd  caaght  sight  of  his  com« 
panlon,  who  was  being  lifted  up  from  the  bottom  of  the 
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tumbril,  where  she  had  flung  herself  in  horror  and  despair. 
The  crowd  grew  still  in  a  moment,  as  the  pale  face  of  one, 
familiar  to  most  of  them,  turned  wildly  from  place  to  place 
in  the  dreadful  scene,  vainly  and  madly  through  its  silence 
imploring  life  and  pity.  How  often  had  the  sight  of  that 
face,  not  then  pale  and  haggard,  but  wreathed  with  rosy 
smiles,  sufficed  to  draw  down  the  applause  of  the  crowded 
theater-^how,  then,  had  those  breasts,  now  fevered  by  the 
thirst  of  blood,  held  hearts  spell- bound  by  the  airy  move- 
ments of  that  exquisite  form  writhing  now  in  no  stage- 
mime  agony  I  Plaything  of  the  city — minion  to  the  light 
amusement  of  the  hour — frail  child  of  Cytherea  and  the 
Graces,  what  relentless  fate  has  conducted  thee  to  the 
shambles  ?  Butterfly  of  the  summer,  why  should  a  nation 
rise  to  break  thee  upon  the  wheel  ?  A  sense  of  the  mock- 
ery of  such  an  execution,  of  the  horrible  burlesque  that 
would  sacrifice  to  the  necessities  of  a  mighty  people  so 
alight  an  offering,  made  itself  felt  among  the  crowd.   The*<> 
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was  a  low  murmur  of  shame  and  indignation.  The  dan- 
gerous sympathy  of  the  mob  was  perceived  by  the  officer  in 
attendance.  Hastily  he  made  the  sign  to  the  headsman, 
and,  as  he  did  so,  a  child's  cry  was  heard  in  the  English 
tongue — "Mother — mother  I"  The  father's  hand  grasped 
the  child's  arm  with  an  iron  pressure;  the  crowd  swam 
before  the  boy's  eyes ;  the  air  seemed  to  stifle  him,  and 
become  blood-red ;  only  through  the  hum,  and  the  tramp, 
and  the  roll  of  the  drums,  he  heard  a  low  Yoice  hiss  in  his 
ear — "  Learn  how  they  perish  who  betray  me  I" 

As  the  father  said  these  words,  again  his  face  was  barci 
and  the  woman  whose  ear,  amid  the  dull  insanity  of  fear^ 
had  caught  the  cry  of  her  child's  voice,  saw  that  face,  and 
fell  back  insensible  in  the  arms  of  tJie  headsman. 


CHAPTER    I. 


A  FAMILY  QROUP. 


One  Jalj  evening,  at  the  commencement  of  the  presen' 
century,  several  persons  were  somewhat  pictnresqaelj 
grouped  along  an  old-fashioned  terrace,  which  skirted  the 
garden  side  of  a  manor-house  that  had  considerable  preten- 
sions to  baronial  dignity.  The  architecture  was  of  the 
most  enriched  and  elaborate  style  belonging  to  the  reign 
of  James  the  First :  the  porch,  opening  on  the  terrace, 
with  its  mullion  window  above,  was  incased  with  pilasters 
and  reliefs,  at  once  ornamental  and  massive ;  and  the  large 
square  tower  in  which  it  was  placed  was  surmounted  by  a 
stone  falcon,  whose  talons  griped  fiercely  a  scutcheon 
blazoned  with  the  five-pointed  stars  which  heralds  recog- 
nize as  the  arms  of  St.  John.  On  either  side  this  tower 
ei^tended  long  wings,  the  dark  brickwork  of  which  was 
relieved  with  noble  stone  casements  and  carved  pediments ; 
the  high  roof  was  partially  concealed  by  a  balustrade,  per- 
forated not  inelegantly  into  arabesque  designs ;  and  what 
architects  call  *Hhe  sky  Une"  was  broken  with  imposing 
effect  by  tall  chimney  shafts,  of  various  form  and  fashion. 
These  wings  terminated  in  angular  towers,  similar  to  the 
center,  though  kept  duly  subordinate  to  it  both  in  size  ancj 
decoration,  and  crowned  with  stone  cupolas.  A  low  balus- 
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trade,  of  later  date  than  that  which  adorned  the  roof, 
relieved  by  vases  and  statues,  bordered  the  terrace,  from 
which  a  doable  flight  of  steps  descended  to  a  smooth  lawn, 
intersected  by  broad  g'-avel  walks,  shadowed  by  vast  and 
stately  cedars,  and  gently  and  gradually  mingling  with  the 
wilder  scenery  of  the  park,  from  which  it  was  only  divided 
by  a  ha-ha. 

Upon  the  terrace,  and  under  cover  of  a  temporary  awn- 
ing, sate  the  owner.  Sir  Miles  St.  John,  of  Laughton,  a 
comely  old  man,  dressed  with  faithful  precision  to  the  cos- 
tume which  he  had  been  taught  to  consider  appropriate 
to  his  rank  of  gentleman,  and  which  was  not  yet  wholly 
obsolete  and  eccentric.  His  hair,  still  thick  and  luxuriant, 
was  carefully  powdered,  and  collected  into  a  club  behind. 
His  nether  man  attired  in  gray  breeches  and  pearl-col  ore  1 
silk  gtockings;  his  vest  of  silk,  opening  wide  at  the  breast, 
and  showing  a  profusion  of  frill,  slightly  sprinkled  with  the 
pulvilio  of  his  favorite  martinique  ;  his  three-cornered  hat, 
placed  on  a  stool  at  his  side,  with  a  gold-headed  crutch- 
cane, — hat  made  rather  to  be  carried  in  the  hand  than 
worn  on  the  head,  the  diamond  in  his  shirt-breast,  the  dia- 
mond on  his  finger,  the  ruffles  at  his  wrist, — all  bespoke 
the  gallant,  who  had  chatted  with  Lord  Chesterfield,  and 
supped  with  Mrs.  Clive.  On  a  table  before  him  were 
placed  two  or  three  decanters  of  wine,  the  fruits  of  the 
season,  an  enameled  snuff-box,  in  which  was  set  the  por- 
trait of  a  female — perhaps  the  Chloe  or  Phillis  of  his  early 
love-ditties ;  a  lighted  taper,  a  small  china  jar  containing 
tobacco,  and  three  or  four  pipes  of  homely  clay,  for  cherry- 
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sticks  aod  meerschaums  were  not  then  in  fashion ;  and  Sir 
Miles  St.  John,  once  a  gay  and  sparkling  beau,  now  a 
popular  country  gentleman,  great  at  county  meetings  and 
sheep-shearing  festivals,  had  taken  to  smoking,  as  in  har- 
mony with  his  bucolic  transformation.  An  old  setter  lay 
dozing  at  his  feet ;  a  small  spaniel — old,  too — was  saunter- 
ing lazily  in  the  immediate  neighborhood,  looking  gravely 
out  for  sQch  stray  bits  of  biscnit  as  had  been  thrown  forth 
to  provoke  him  to  exercise,  and  which  hitherto  had  escaped 
his  attention.  Half  seated,  half  reclined  on  the  balustrade, 
apart  from  the  Baronet,  but  within  reach  of  his  conversa- 
tion, lolled  a  man  in  the  prime  of  life,  with  an  air  of  un- 
mistakable and  sovereign  elegance  and  distinction.  Mr. 
Yemon  was  a  guest  from  London  :  and  the  London  man, 
the  man  of  clubs,  and  dinners,  and  routs — of  noon  loung- 
ings  through  Bond  Street,  and  nights  spent  with  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  seemed  stamped  not  more  upon  the  care- 
ful carelessness  of  his  dress,  and  upon  the  worn  expres- 
sion of  his  delicate  features,  than  upon  the  listless  ennui, 
which,  characterizing  both  his  face  and  attitude,  appeared 
to  take  pity  on  himself  for  having  been  entrapped  into  the 
country. 

Yet  we  should  convey  an  erroneous  impression  of  Mr. 
Yernon,  if  we  designed,  by  the  words  *'  listless  ennui,"  to 
depict  the  slumberous  insipidity  of  more  modern  affecta- 
tion— ^it  was  not  the  ennui  of  a  man  to  whom  ennui  is 
habitual ;  it  was  rather  the  indolent  prostration  that  fills 
up  the  intervals  of  excitement  At  that  day,  the  word 
*r6Zas^"  was  unknown;  men  had  not  enough  sentiment 
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for  Batietj.  There  was  a  kind  of  Bacchanalian  fary  in  the 
life  led  by  those  leaders  of  fashion  among  whom  Mr.  Yer- 
non  was  not  the  least  distingnished ;  it  was  a  day  of  deep 
drinking,  of  high  play,  of  jovial  reckless  dissipation  —  of 
strong  appetite  for  fun  and  riot — of  fonr-in-hand  coach* 
manship-^f  prize-6ghting..^f  a  strange  sort  of  barbar- 
ous manliness,  that  strained  erery  nerve  of  the  constitution ; 
a  race  of  life,  if*  which  three- fourths  of  the  competitors 
died  half  way  in  the  hippodrome.  What  is  now  the 
Dandy  was  then  the  Bock ;  and  something  of  the  Buck, 
though  subdued  by  a  chaster  taste  than  fell  to  the  ordi- 
nary members  of  his  class,  was  apparent  in  Mr.  Vernon's 
costume  as  well  as  air.  Intricate  folds  of  muslin,  arranged 
in  prodigious  bows  and  ends,  formed  the  cravat,  which 
Brummell  had  not  yet  arisen  to  reform  ;  his  hat  of  a  very 
peculiar  shape,  low  at  the  crown  and  broad  at  the  brim, 
was  worn  with  an  air  of  devil-me-care  defiance ;  his  watc^^- 
chain,  garnished  with  a  profusion  of  rings  and  seals,  hung 
low  from  his  white  waistcoat ;  and  the  adaptation  of  his 
nankin  inexpressibles  to  his  well*shaped  limbs  was  a  mas- 
ter-piece of  art.  His  whole  dress  and  air  was  not  what 
could  |)roperly  be  called  foppish — it  was  rather  what  at 
that  time  was  called  "rakish."  Few  could  so  closely  ap- 
proach vulgarity  without  being  vulgar :  of  that  privileged 
few,  Mr.  Yernon  was  one  of  the  elect.  Further  on,  and 
near  the  steps  descending  into  the  garden,  stood  a  man  in 
an  attitude  of  profound  abstraction ;  his  arms  folded,  his 
eyes  bent  on  the  ground,  his. brows  slightly  contracted; 
his  di^ess  was  a  plain  black  surtout,  and  pantaloons  of  the 
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same  color;  something  both  in  the  fashioa  of  the  dress^ 
and  still  more  in  the  face  of  the  man,  bespoke  the^for- 
eigner 

Sir  Miles  St.  John  was  an  accomplished  person  for  that 
time  of  day ;  he  had  made  the  grand  tonr ;  he  had  bought 
pictures  and  statues ;  he  spoke  and  wrote  well  in  the  mod- 
ern languages ;  and  being  rich,  hospitable,  social,  and  not 
arerse  from  the  reputation  of  a  patron,  he  had  opened 
his  house  freely  to  the  host  of  emigrants  whom  the  French 
Revolution  had  driven  to  our  coasts.  Olivier  Dalibard,  a 
man  of  considerable  learning  and  rare  scientiOc  attain- 
ments,  had  been  tutor  in  the  house  of  the  Marquis  de 
O — 1-.,  a  French  nobleman,  known  many  years  before  to 
the  old  baronet.  The  miirquis  and  his  family  had  Been 
among  the  first  emigrie  at  the  outbreak  of  the  Revolu- 
tion. The  tutor  had  remained  behind ;  for  at  that  time 
po  danger  appeared  to  threaten  those  who  pretended  to 
no  other  aristocracy  than  that  of  letters.  Contrary,  as  he 
said,  with  repentant  modesty,  to  his  own  inclinations,  he 
had  been  compelled,  not  only  for  his  own  safety,  but  for 
that  of  his  friends,  to  take  some  part  in  the  subsequent 
events  of  the  Revolution — a  part  far  from  sincere,  though 
80  well  had  he  simulated  the  patriot,  that  he  had  won  the 
personal  favor  and  protection  of  Robespierre ;  nor  till  the 
fall  of  that  virtuous  exterminator  had  he  withdrawn  from 
the  game  of  politics,  and  effected  in  disguise  his  escape  to 
England.  As,  whether  from  kindly  or  other  motives,  he 
had  employed  the  power  of  his  position  in  the  esteem  of 
Robespierre,  to  save  certain  noble  heads  from  the  guil- 
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'^  lotioe — among  others,  the  two  brothers  of  the  Mfirqais  de 
G-  y  ,  he  was  received  with  grateful  welcome  by  his  for* 
mer  patrons,  who  readily  pardoned  his  career  of  Jacobin- 
ism, from  their  belief  in  his  exenses,  and  their  obligations 
to  the  services  which  that  very  career  had  enabled  him  to 
render  to  their  kindred.  Olivier  Dalibard  had  accom- 
panied the  marquis  and  his  family  in  one  of  the  frequent 
visits  they  paid  to  Laughton;  and  when  the  marquis 
finally  quitted  England,  and  fixed  his  refuge  at  Vienna, 
with  some  connections  of  his  wife's,  he  felt  a  lively  satisfac- 
tion at  the  thought  of  leaving  his  friend  honorably,  if  no- 
ambitiously,  provided  for,  as  secretary  and  librarian  to  Sir 
Miles  St.  John.  In  fact,  the  scholar,  who  possessed  con- 
sid^able  powers  of  fascination,  had  won  no  less  favor  with 
the  English  baronet  than  he  had  with  the  French  dictator.  * 
He  played  well  both  at  chess  and  backgammon;  he  was 
an  extraordinary  accountant ;  he  had  a  variety  of  informa- 
tion upon  all  points,  that  rendered  him  more  convenient 
than  any  cyclopedia  in  Sir  Miles-s  library ;  and  as  he  spoke 
both  English  and  Italian  with  a  correctness  and  fluency 
extremely  rare  in  a  Frenchman,  he  was  of  considerable 
service  in  teaching  languages  to  (as  well  as  directing  the 
general  literary  education  of)  Sir  Miles's  favorite  niece-* 
whom  we  ^all  take  an  early  opportunity  to  describe  at 
length. 

Nevertheless,  there  had  been  one  serious  obstacle  to 
Dalibard 's  acceptance  of  the  appointment  offered  to  him 
by  Sir  Miles.  Dalibard  had  under  his  charge  a  young 
orphan  boy  of  some  ten  or  twelve  years  old — a  boy  whom 
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Sir  Miles  was  not  long  in  saspecting  to  be  the  scnolar'i 
son.  This  child  had  come  from  France  with  Dalibard, 
and  (while  the  marquis's  family  were  in  London)  remained 
onder  the  eje  and  care  of  his  guardian  or  father,  which- 
ever was  the  true  connection  between  the  two.  But  this 
superintendence  became  impossible,  if  Dalibard  settled  in 
Hampshire  with  Sir  Miles  St.  John  and  the  boy  remained 
in  London ;  nor,  though  the  generous  old  gentleman  of- 
fered to  pay  for  the  child's  schooling,  would  Dalibard 
consent  to  part  with  him.  At  last,  the  matter  was  ar- 
ranged :  the  boy  was  invited  to  Laughton  on  a  visit,  and 
was  so  lively,  yet  so  well  mannered,  that  he  became  a 
favorite,  and  was  now  fairly  quartered  in  the  house  with 
his  reputed  father :  and  not  to  make  an  unnecessary  mys- 
tery of  this  connection,  such  was  in  truth  the  relationship 
between  Olivier  Dalibard  and  Honore  Gabriel  Varney — a 
name  signi6cant  of  the  double  and  illegitimate  origin — a 
French  father,  an  English  mother ;  dropping,  however,  the 
purely  French  appellation  of  Honore,  he  went  familiarly 
by  that  of  Gabriel.  Half  way  down  the  steps  stood  the 
lad,  pencil  and  tablet  in  hand,  sketching.  Let  ns  look 
over  his  shoulder.  It  is  his  father's  likeness — a  counte- 
nance in  itself  not  very  remarkable  at  the  first  glance,  for 
the  features  were  small,  but,  when  examined,  it  was  one 
that  most  persons,  women  especially,  would  have  pro- 
nounced handsome,  and  to  which  none  could  deny  th« 
higher  praise  of  thought  and  intellect.  A  native  of  Prov- 
ence, with  some  Italian  blood  in  his  veins — for  his  grand- 
father, a  merchant  of  Marseilles,  had  married  into  a  Flor- 
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«ntiQ«  family  settled  at  Leghorn — the  dark  complexioHi 
common  with  those  in  the  south,  had  been  sobdaed. 
probably  by  the  habits  of  the  stadent,  into  a  bronzed  and 
steadfast  paleness,  which  seemed  almost  fair  by  the  con* 
trast  of  the  dark  hair  which  be  wore  nnpowdered,  aod  the 
still  darker  brows  which  hung  thick  and  prominent  over 
clear  gray  eyes.  Compared  with  the  features,  the  skall 
was  disproportionally  large,  both  behind  and  before ;  and* 
a  physiognomist  would  have  drawn  conclusions  more  favor- 
able io  the  power  than  the  tenderness  of  the  Proyen9aPB 
charac'ter,  from  the  compact  closeness  of  the  lips  and  the 
breadth  and  massireness  of  the  iron  jaw.  But  the  son's 
sketch  exaggerated  every  feature,  and  gave  to  the  expres- 
sion a  malignant  and  terrible  irony,  not  now,  at  least, 
apparent  in  the  quiet  and  meditative  aspect.  Qabriel 
himself,  as  he  stood,  would  have  been  a  more  tempting 
study  to  many  an  artist.  It  is  true  that  he  was  small  for 
his  years ;  but  his  frame  had  a  vigor  in  its  light  propor- 
tions, which  came  from  a  premature  and  almost  adolescent 
symmetry  of  shape  and  muscular  development.  The  coun- 
tenance, however,  had  much  of  effeminate  beauty;  the 
long  hair  reached  the  shoulders,  but  did  not  curl ;  straight. 
One,  and  glossy  as  a  girl's,  and,  in  color,  of  the  pale  au- 
burn, tinged  with  red,  which  rarely  alters  in  hue  as  child- 
hood matures  to  man ;  the  complexion  was  dazzlingly 
clear  and  fair.  Nevertheless,  there  was  something  so  hard 
In  the  lip,  so  bold,  though  not  open,  in  the  brow,  that  the 
girlishness  of  complexion,  and  even  of  outline,  could  not 
leave,  on  the  whole,  an  impression  of  effeminacy.     All  the 
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hereditary  keenness  and  intelligence  were  stamped  apon 
his  face  at  that  moment;  but  the  expression  had  also  a 
large  share  of  the  very  irony  and  malice  which  he  had 
conveyed  to  his  earicatare.  The  drawing  itself  was  won- 
derfally  vigoroas  and  distinct,  showing  great  artistic  prom- 
ise, and  done  with  the  rapidity  and  ease  which  betrayed 
practioe.  Suddenly  bis  father  tomed,  and  with  as  sndden 
a  quickness  the  boy  concealed  his  tablet  in  his  ?est ;  and 
the  sinister  expression  of  his  face  smoothed  into  a  timor- 
oaa  smile,  as  his  eye  encountered  Dalibard's.  The  father 
beckoned  to  the  boy,  who. approached  with  alacrity.  "Q>a- 
brieV  whispered  the  Frenchman,  ia  his  own  tongue, 
**  where  are  they  at  this  moment  7" 

The  boy  pointed  silently  toward  one  of  the  cedars. 
Dalibard  mused  an  instant,  and  then  slowly  descending 
the  steps,  took  his  noiseless  way  over  the  smooth  turf 
toward  the  tree.  Its  boughs  drooped  low  and  spread 
wide ;  and  not  till  he  was  within  a  few  paces  of  the  spot, 
could  his  eye  perceive  two  forms,  seated  on  a  bench  under 
the  dark  green  canopy.  He  then  paused  and  contem- 
plated them.  0tt 

The  one  was  a  young  man,  whose  simple  dress  and  sub- 
dded  air  strongly  contrasted  the  artificial  graces  and  the 
modish  languor  of  Mr.  Yernon ;  but  though  wholly  with- 
out that  nameless  distinction  which'  sometimes  charac- 
terises those  eoDseious  of  pure  race,  and  habitnated  to 
the  atmosphere  of  courts,  he  had  at  least  Nature's  stamp 
of  aristocracy  in  a  form  eminently  noble,  and  features  of 
manly,  but  surpassing  beauty,  which  were  not  rendered 
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less  engaging  by  an  expression  of  modest  timidity.  He 
seemed  to  be  listening  with  thoughtful  respect  to  his  com- 
panion, a  young  female  by  his  side,  who  was  speaking  to 
him  with  an  earnestness  visible  in  her  gestures  and  ^er 
animated  conntenance.  And  though  there  was  much  to 
notice  in  the  Tarions  persons  scattered  over  the  scene,  not 
one,  perhaps — not  the  graceful  Yernon — not  the  thought- 
ful scholar,  nor  his  fair-haired  hard-lipped  son — ^not  even 
the  handsome  listener  she  addressed — no,  not  one  there 
would  so  have  arrested  the  «ye,  whether  of  a  physiogno- 
mist  or  a  casual  observer,  as  that  young  girl — Sir  Miles  St 
John's  favorite  niece  and  presumptive  heiress. 

Bat  as,  at  that  moment,  the  expression  of  her  face  dif- 
fered from  that  habitual  to  it,  we  defer  its  description. 

''Do  nof — such  were  her  words  to  her  companion,— 
"do  not  alarm  yourself  by  exaggerating  the  difficulties ;  do 
not  even  contemplate  them — those  be  my  care.  Mainwaring 
when  I  loved  you,  when,  seeing  that  your  diffidence  or  your 
pride  forbade  you  to  be  the  first  to  speak,  I  overstepped 
the  modesty  or  the  dissimulation  of  my  sex ;  when  I  said, 
— '  Forget  that  I  am  the  reputtl^  heiress  of  Laugh  ton  ;  see 
in  me  but  the  iaults  and  merits  of  the  human  being,  of  the 
wild  unregulated  girl ;  see  in  me  but  Lucretia  Olavering' 
(hete  her  cheeks  blushed,  and  her  voice  sank  into  a  lower 
and  more  tremulous  whisper),  'and  love  her  if  you  can  1' — 
When  I  went  thus  far,  do  not  think  I  had  not  measured 
all  the  difficulties  in  the  way  of  our  union,  and  felt  that  I 
could  surmount  them.'' 

''But/'  answered  Mainwaring,  hesitatingly,  "can  yoa 
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conceive  it  possible  that  your  ancle  ever  will  consent?  Is 
not  pride — the  pride  of  family — almost  the  leading  at- 
tribute of  his  character  ?  Pid  he  not  discard  your  mother 
— his  own  sister — from  his  house  and  heart,  for  no  other 
offense  but  a  second  marriage,  which  he  deemed  beneath 
lier  ?  Has  he  ever  even  consented  to  see,  much  less  to 
receive,  your  half-sister — the  child  of  that  marriage  ?  Is 
not  his  very  affection  for  you  interwoven  with  his  pride  in 
you,  with  his  belief  in  your  ambition  ?  Has  he  not  sun* 
moned  your  cousin,  Mr.  Yernon,  for  the  obvious  purpose 
of  favoring  a  suit  which  he  considers  worthy  of  you,  and 
.which,  if  successful,  will  unite  the  two  branches  of  his 
ancient  bouse  ?  How  is  it  possible  that  he  can  ever  hear 
without  a  scorn  and  indignation  which  would  be  fatal  to 
your  fortunes,  that  yt>ur  heart  has  presumed  to  choose, 
in  William  Mainwaring,  a  man  without  ancestry  or  ca- 
ffeer  V 

"Not  without  career  1'*  interrupted  Lucretia,  proudly 
"  Do  you  think,  if  you  were  master  of  Laughton,  that  your 
career  would  not  be  more  brilliant  than  that  of  yon  in- 
dolent luxurious  coxcomb?  Do  you  think  that  I  could 
have  been  poor-hearted  enough  to  love  you,  if  I  had  not 
recognized  in  you  energies  and  talents  that  correspond 
with  my  own  ambition?  For  I  am  ambitious,  as  you 
know,  and  therefore  my  mind,  as  well  as  my  heart,  went 
with  my  love  for  you." 

"Ah,  Lucretia  I   but  can  Sir  Miles  St.  John  see  my 
future  rise  in  my  present  obscurity  ?" 

-*  I  do  not  say  that  he  can,  or  will  \  but  if  yon  love  me. 
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we  can  wait.  Do  not  fear  the  rivalry  of  Mr.  Vernon.  1 
shall  know  how  to  free  myself  from  so  tame  a  peril.  We 
can  wait — my  ancle  is  old — his  habits  preclnde  the  chance 
of  a  much  longer  life — he  has  already  had  severe  attacks. 
We  are  yonng,  dear  Mainwaring :  what  is  a  year  or  two 
to  those  who  hope  ?" 

Mainwaring's  face  fell,  and  ^a  displeasing  chill  passed 
through  his  veins.  Gould  this  young  creature,  her  uncle's 
jletted  and  trusted  darling,  she  who  should  be  the  soother 
of  his  infirmities,  the  prop  of  his  age,  the  sincerest  mourner 
at  his  grave,  weigh  coldly  thus  the  chances  of  his  death, 
and  point  at  once  to  the  altar  and  the  tomb  f 

He  was  saved  from  the  embarrassment  of  reply  by  Dali- 
bard's  approach. 

**  More  than  half  an  hour  absent,''  said  the  scholar  in 
his  own  language,  with  a  smile,  and  drawing  out  his  watch, 
he  placed  it  before  their  eyes ;  "  do  you  not  think  that  all 
will  noiss  yon?  Do  you  suppose,  Miss  Clavering,  that 
your  uncle  has  not,  ere  this,  asked  for  his  fair  niece? 
Come,  and  forestall  him."  He  offered  his  arm  to  Lucretia 
as  he  spoke.  She  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then,  turning 
to  Mainwaring,  held  out  her  hand :  he  pressed  it,  though 
scarcely  with  a  lover's  warmth ;  and  as  she  walked  back 
to  the  terrace  with  Dalibard,  the  young  man  struck  slowly 
into  the  opposite  direction,  and  passing  by  a  gate,  over  a 
foot-bridge,  that  led  from  the  ha-ha  into  the  park,  bent  his 
way  toward  a  lake  which  gleamed  below  at  some  distance, 
half  concealed  by  groves  of  venerable  trees,  rich  with  the 
prodigal  boughs  of  summer.     Meanwhile,  as  they  passed 
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toward  the  house,  Dftlibard,  still  using  his  oatiTe  tongae, 
thus  accosted  his  pupil : 

'*  Tou  must  pardon  me  if  I  thick  more  of  your  interests 
than  you  do;  and  pardon  me  no  less  if  I  encroach  on 
your  secrets  and  alarm  your  pride.  This  young  man — can 
you  he  guilty  of  the  folly  of  more  than  a  passing  caprice 
(or  his  society?  of  more  than  the  amosement  of  playing 
with  his  vanity  f  Even  if  that  be  all,  beware  of  entangling 
yourself  in  your  own  meshes." 

*'  You  do,  in  truth,  offend  me,"  said  Lncretia,  with  calm 
haughtiness,  "and  you  have  not  the  right  thus  to  speak 
to  me." 

"Not  the  right,"  repeated  the  Proven9al,  moamfnlly; 
"not  the  right  I-^then,  indeed,  I  am  mistaken  in  my  pupil. 
Do  you  conceive  that  I  would  have  lowered  my  pride  to 
iremain  here  as  a  dependent,  that  conscious  of  attainments, 
and  perhaps  of  abilities,  that  should  win  their  way,  even  in 
exile,  to  distinction,  I  would  have  frittered  away  my  life  in 
these  rustic  shades,  if  I  had  not  formed  in  you  a  deep  and 
absorbing  interest ;  in  that  interest  I  ground  my  right  to 
warn  and  counsel  you.     I  saw,  or  fancied  I  saw,  in  you  a 
mind  congenial  to  my  own — a  mind  above  the  frivolities  of 
your  sex — a  mind,  in  short,  with  the  grasp  and  energy  of  a 
man's.    You  were  then  but  >i  child ;  you  are  scarcely  yet  a 
woman  ;  yet  have  I  not  given  to  your  intellect  the  strong 
food  on  which  the  statesmen  of  Florence  fed  their  pupil 
princes;  or  the  noble  Jesuits,  the  noble  men  who  were 
destined  to  extend  the  secret  empire  of  the  imperishable 
Loyola  f " 

VOL.  I. — 4 
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''Yon  gave  me  the  taste  for  a  knowledge  rare  in  my 
sex,  I  owD,"  answered  Lucretia,  with  a  slight  tone  of  re- 
gret in  her  voice ;  ''  and  in  the  knowledge  yon  have  com- 
municated I  felt  a  charm  that,  at  times,  seems  to  me  to  be 
only  fatal.  Yon  have  confounded  in  my  mind  evil  and 
good,  or,  rather,  you  have  left  both  good  and  evil  as  dead 
ashes,  as  the  dust  and  cinder  of  a  crucible.  Yon  have 
made  intellect  the  only  conscience.  Of  late,  I  wish  that 
my  tutor  had  been  a  village  priest  I" 

"  Of  late  I  since  you  have  listened  to  the  pastorals  of 
that  meek  Corydon  ?'' 

**  Dare  yon  despise  him — and  for  what  ?  that  he  is  good 
and  honest?'' 

''  I  despise  him  not  because  he  is  good  and  honest,  but 
because  he  is  of  the  common  herd  of  men,  without  aim  or 
character.  And  it  is  for  this  youth  that  you  will  sacrifice 
your  fortunes,  your  ambition,  the  station  you  were  born  to 
fill  and  have  been  reared  to  improve — this  youth  in  whom 
there  is  nothing  but  the  lap-dog's  merit — sleekness  and 
beauty.  Ay,  frown, —  the  frown  betrays  you — you  love 
hiia  I" 

''And  if  I  do  ?"  said  Lucretia,  raising  her  tall  form  to  its 
utmost  height,  and  haughtily  facing  her  inquisitor.  ''And 
if  I  do,  what  then  ?  Is  he  unworthy  of  me  ?  Converse 
with  him,  and  you  will  find  that  the  noble  form  conceals  as 
high  a  spirit.  He  wants  but  wealth  ;  I  can  give  it  to  him. 
If  his  temper  is  gentle,  I  can  prompt  and  guide  it  to  fame 
and  power.  He,  at  least,  has  education,  and  eloquence, 
and  mind.     What  has  Mr.  Yernon  ?" 


LUORETIA.  89 

*  Mr.  Vernon  I  I  did  not  speak  of  him  I" 

Lucretia  gazed  hard  npon  the  ProyeD9aP8  coantenance 
*-*gazed  with  that  nnpit^ing  air  of  triamph  with  which  * 
woman  who  detects  a  power  over  the  heart  she  does  not 
desire  to  conqaer,  exalts  in  defeating  the  reasons  that 
heart  appears  to  her  to  prompt.  ''No,"  she  said,  in  a 
ealm  yoice,  to  which  the  venom  of  secret  irony  gave  sting- 
ing significance — **  no,  jon  spoke  not  of  Mr.  Yemon ;  yoa 
thought  that  if  I  looked  ronnd — if  I  looked  nearer — I 
might  have  a  fairer  choice." 

**  You  are  cruel — jon  are  nqjost,"  said  Dalibard,  falter- 
ingly.  "If  I  once  presumed  for  a  moment,  have  I  re- 
peated  my  offense  ?  Bat,"  he  added,  harriedly,  "  in  me — 
much  as  you  appeiur  to  despise  me — in  me,  at  least,  yoa 
would  have  risked  none  of  the  dangers  that  beset  yoa  if 
yoa  serioosly  set  your  heart  on  Main  waring." 

**  You  think  my  uncle  would  be  proud  to  give  my  hand 
to  Monsieur  Olivier  Dalibard  ?" 

''  I  think  and  I  know/'  answered  the  Proveu9al,  gravely, 
aud  disregarding  the  taunt,  ''that  if  you  had  deigned  to 
render  me — poor  exile  that  I  am  I — the  most  enviable  of 
men,  you  had  still  been  the  heiress  of  Laugh  ton." 

"  So  you  have  said  and  urged,"  said  Lucretia,  with 
evident  curiosity  in  her  voice ;  "  yet  how,  and  by  what  art 
—wise  and  subtle  as  you  are — could  you  have  won  my 
uncle's  consent  ?" 

" That  is  my  secret,"  returned  Dalibard  gloomily :  "and 
smce  the  madness  I  indulged  is  forever  over — since  I  have 
■o  schooled  my  heart  that  nothing,  despite  your  sarcasm. 
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save  an  affectionate  interest  which  I  may  call  paterna', 
rests  there — let  ns  pass  from  this  painfal  subject  Oh, 
my  dear  pnpil,  be  warned  in  time  1  know  love  for  what  It 
really  is,  in  th«  dark  and  complicated  history  of  actual  life, 
a  brief  enchantment,  not  to  be  disdained,  bat  not  to  be  con- 
sidered the  all  in  all.  Look  ronod  the  world,  contemplate 
all  those  who  have  married  from  passion — ten  years  after- 
ward, whither  has  the  passion  flown  ?  With  a  few,  indeed, 
where  there  is  cotnmnnity  of  object  and  character,  new 
excitements,  new  aims,  and  hopes,  spring  op ;  and,  haying 
first  taken  root  in  passion,  the  passion  continues  to  shoot 
out  in  their  fresh  stems  and  fibers.  Bat  deceive  yourself 
not ;  there  is  no  such  community  between  you  and  Main- 
waring.  What  you  call  his  goodness,  you  will  learn  here- 
after to  despise  as  feeble;  and  what  in  reality  is  yoar 
mental  power,  he  soon,  too  soon,  will  shudder  at  as  un- 
womanly and  hateful." 

''  Hold  1"  cried  Lacretia,  tremulously.  "  Hold  1  and  if 
he  does,  I  shall  owe  his  hate  to  you-— to  your  lessons — to 
your  deadly  influence  1" 

"  Lucretia,  no  I — the  seeds  were  in  you  I  Can  cultiva- 
tion force  from  tho  soil  that  which  it  is  against  the  nature 
of  the  soil  to  bear?" 

''  I  will  pluck  out  the  weeds  1  I  will  transform  my- 
self 1" 

"  Child,  I  defy  you  1"  said  the  scholar,  with  a  smile  that 
gave  to  his  face  the  expression  his  son  had  conveyed  to  it. 
''I  have  warned  you,  and  my  task  is  done.''  With  that  he 
bowed  and  leaving  her,  was  soon  by  the  side  of  Sir  Miles 
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St.  John,  and  the  baronet  and  his  librarian  a  few  moments 
after  entered  the  house  and  sat  down  to  cheeB.  *  t 

Bat  daring  the  dialogues  we  have  sketched,  we  mast 
not  suppose  that  Sir  Miles  himself  had  been  so  wholly  ab-    ^ 
sorbed  in  the  sensaal  gratification  bestowed  npon  Europe 
by  the  immortal  Raleigh,  as  to  neglect  his  guest  and 
kinsman. 

v^And  so,  Charley  Yernon,  it  is  not  the  fiashion  to  smoke 
in  Lunnon"  (thus  Sir  Miles  pronounced  the  word,  accord- 
ing to  the  euphuism  of  his  youth,  and  which,  even  at  that 
day,  still  lingered  in  courtly  jargon). 

"  No,  sir.  However,  to  console  us,  we  hare  most  other 
vices  in  Mi  force." 

''  I  don't  doubt  it ;  they  say  the  Prince's  set  exhaust 
life  pretty  quickly." 

''It  certainly  requires  the  fortune  of  an  earl  and  the 
constitution  of  a  prize-fighter,  to  live  with  him." 

''Yet  methinks,  Master  Charley,  you  have  neither  one 
nor  the  other." 

'^And  therefore  I  see  before  me,  and  at  no  very  great 
distance,  the  Bench — and  a  consumption  I"  answered  Yer* 
non,  suppressing  a  slight  yawn. 

"  'Tis  a  pity ;  for  yon  had  a  fine  estate  properly  man- 
aged ;  and,  in  spite  of  your  faults,  you  have  the  heart  of  a 
true  gentleman.  Qome,  come  I"^-and  the  old  man  spoke 
with  tenderness— "you  are  young  enough  yet  to  reform. 
A  prudent  marriage,  and  a  good  wife,  will  save  both  your 
health  and  your  acres." 

"  If  you  think  so  highly  of  marriage,  my  dear  Sir  Miles, 
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it  is  a  wonder  yon  did  not  add  to  your  precepts  the  valae 
of  your  example." 

"Jackanapes  I  I  had  not  yoar  infirmities  I  I  never 
was  a  spendthrift,  and  I  have  a  constitution  of  ironl" 
There  was  a  pause.  "  Charles,"  continued  Sir  Miles, 
musingly,  "  there  is  many  an  earl  with  a  less  fortune  than 
the  conjoined  estates  of  Yernon  Grange  and  Laughton 
Hall.  You  must  already  have  understood  me — it  i^my 
intention  to  leave  my  estates  to  Lucretia — ^it  is  my  wish, 
nevertheless,  to  think  you  will  not  be  the  worse  for  my 
will.  Frankly,  if  you  can  like  my  niece,  win  her ;  settle 
here  while  I  live,  put  th«  Grange  to  nurse,  and  recruit 
yourself  by  fresh  air  and  field-sports.  Zounds,  Charles,  I 
love  you,  and  that's  the  truth ! — Give  me  your  hand  1" 

''And  a  grateful  heart  with  it,  sir,"  said  Vernon,  warmly, 
evidently  affected,  as  he  started  from  his  indolent  position 
and  took  the  hand  extended  to  him.     "  Believe  me,  I  do 
not  covet  your  wealth,  nor  do  I  envy  my  cousin  anything  ' 
so  much  as  the  first  place  in  your  regard." 

"Prettily  said,  my  boy;  and  I  don't  suspect  you  of 
insincerity.     What  think  you,  then,  of  my  plan  ?" 

Mr.  Yernon  seemed  embarrassed ;  but,  recovering  him- 
self with  his  usual  ease,  he  replied  archly,  ''  Perhaps,  sir, 
it  will  be  of  little  use  to  know  what  I  think  of  your  plan ; 
my  fair  cousin  may  have  upset  it  already." 

"  Ha,  sir^  let  me  look  at  you — so — so  I — you  are  not 
jesting.  What  the  deuce  do  you  mean?  Gad,  man, 
speak  out  I" 

"  Do  you  not  think  that  Mr.  Monderling — Mandolin— 
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what's  his  name — eh  ? — do  yoo  not  think  that  he  is  a  yerj 
handsome  young  fellow  ?"  said  Mr.  Yernon,  drawing  oat 

« 

his  snuff- box  and  offering  it  to  his  kinsman. 

"Damn' your  snuff  I"  quoth  Sir  Miles,  in  great  choler,  as 
he  rejected  the  proffered  courtesy  with  a  vehemence  that 
sent  half  the  contents  of  the  box  upon  the  joint  eyes  and 
noses  of  the  two  canine  favorites  dozing  at  his  feet.  The 
setter  started  up  in  an  agony — the  spaniel  wheezed  and 
snifded,  and  ran  off,  stopping  every  moment  to  take  his 
head  between  his  paws.  The  old  gentleman  continued, 
without  heeding  the  sufferings  of  his  dumb  friends — a 
symptom  of  rare  discomposure  «n  his  part : 

''  Do  you  mean  to  insinuate,  Mr.  Yemon,  that  my  niece 
—  my  elder  niece,  Lucretia  Glavering — condescends  to 
notice  the  looks,  good  or  bad,  of  Mr.  Mainwaringf 
'Sdeath,  sir,  he  is  the  son  of  a  land-agent  1  Sir,  he  is  in- 
tended for  trade  I  Sir,  his  highest  ambition  is  to  be  part- 
ner in  some  fif|h-rate  mercantile  house  1" 

"  My  dear  Sir  Miles,"  replied  Mr.  Yemen,  as  he  con- 
tinued to  brush  away,  with  his  scented  handkerchief,  such 
portions  of  the  prince's  mixture  as  his  nankin  inexpress- 
ibles had  diverted  from  the  sensual  organs  of  Dash  and 
Ponto — "  my  dear  Sir  Miles,  ga  rCempeche  pas  le  senli* 
fiienti" 

''  Empiche  the  ^dlestick  I  Yon  don't  know  Lucretia. 
There  are  many  girls,  indeed,  who'  might  not  be  trusted 
near  any  handsome  flute- playing  spark,  with  black  eyes 
and  white  teeth ;  but  Lucretia  is  not  one  of  those ;  she 
has  spirit  and  ambition  that  would  never  stoop  to  a 
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mesalliance ;  she  has  the  mind  and  will  of  a  queen — old 
Oueen  Bess,  I  belie ?e." 

*'  That  is  saying  much  for  her  talents,  sir ;  but  if  so, 
Heayen  help  her  intended  I  I  am  duly  gratefhl  for  the 
blessings  you  propose  me  I" 

Despite  his  anger,  the  old  gentleman  could  not  help 
smiling. 

''  Why,  to  confess  the  troth,  she  is  hard  to  manage ; 
bat  we,  men  of  the  world,  know  how  to  goyem  women,  I 
hope — much  more  how  to  break  in  a  girl  scarce  out  of  her 
teens.  As  for  this  fancy  of  yours,  it  is  sheer  folly — Lu- 
cretia  knows  my  mind.  She  has  seen  her .  mother's  fate ; 
she  has  seen  her  sister  an  exile  from  my  house — why  ?  for 
no  fault  of  hers,  poor  thing  I  but  because  she  Is  the  child 
of  disgrace,  and  the  mother's  sin  is  visited  on  the  daugh- 
ter's head.  I  am  a  good-natured  man,  I  fancy,  as  men 
go ;  but  I  am  old-fashioned  enough  to  care  for  my  race. 
If  Lucretia  demeaned  herself  to  love,  to  encourage,  that 
lad — why,  I  would  strike  her  from  my  will,  and  put  your 
name  where  I  have  placed  hers." 

"Sir,"  said  Vernon,  gravely,  and  throwing  aside  all 
affectation  of  manner,  ''  this  becomes  serious ;  and  I  have 
no  right  even  to  whisper  a  doubt  by  which  it  now  seems 
I  might  benefit.  I  think  it  imprudent,  if  you  wish  Miss 
Clavering  to  regard  ine  impartially  as  a  suitor  to  her 
band,  to  throw  her,  at  her  age,  in  the  way  of  a  man  far 
superior  to  tiayself,  and  to  most  men,  in  personal  advant- 
ages— a  man  more  of  her  own  years,  well  educated,  well 
mannered,  with  nj  evidence  of  his  inferior  birth  in  his 
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appearance  or  his  breeding.  I  have  not  the  least  ground 
for  supposing  that  he  has  made  the  slightest  impression 
on  Miss  Clave  ring,  and  if  he  has,  it  would  be,  perhaps, 
but  a  girl's  innocent  and  thoughtless  fancy,  easily  shaken 
off  by  time  and  worldly  reflectioB :  but  pardon  me,  if  I 
say  bluntly,  that  should  that  be  so,  you  would  be  wholly 
unjustified  in  punishing,  even  in  blaming  her — it  is  your- 
self  you  must  blame  for  your  own  carelessness,  and  that 
forgetful  blindness  to  human  nature  and  youthful  emotions, 
which,  I  must  say,  is  the  less  pardonable  in  one  who  has 
known  the  world  so  intimately." 

'^Charles  Yernon,"  said  the  old  barotxet,  "give  me  your 
hand,  again  1  I  was  right,  at  least,  when  I  said  you  had 
the  heart  of  a  true  gentleman.  Drop  this  subject  for  the 
present.     Who  has  just  left  Lucretia  yonder  ?" 

"Yonr  protege — ^the  Frenchman." 

'^Ah,  he,  at  least,  is  not  blind>-*go  and  join  Lucretia  I" 

Yernon  bowed,  emptied  the  remains  of  the  Madeira 
into  a  tumbler,  drank  the  contents  at  a  draught,  and  saun- 
tered toward  Lucretia;  but  she,  perceiving  his  approach, 
crossed  abruptly  into  one  of  the  alleys  that  led  to  the 
other  side  of  the  house  ;  and  be  was*  either  too  indifferent, 
or  too  well-bred,  to  force  upon  her  the  companionship 
which  she  so  evidently  shunned.  He  threw  himself  at 
length  upon  one  of  the  benches  in  the  lawn,  and,  leaning 
his  head  upon  his  hand,  fell  into  reflections  which,  bad  he 
spoken,  would  have  shaped  themselves  somewhat  thus  into 
words : 

''  If  I  must  take  ihat  girl  as  th^  price  of  this  fair  bent- 


46  LUOSETIA. 

age,  shall  I  gain  or  lose  ?  I  grant  that  she  has  the  finest 
neck  and  shoulders  I  ever  saw  out  of  marble ;  bnt  far  from 
being  in  love  with  her,  she  gives  me  a  feeling  like  fear  and 
aversion.  Add  to  this,  that  she  has  evidently  no  kinder 
sentiment  for  me  than  I  for  her ;  and  if  she  once  had  a 
heart,  that  jonng  gentleman  has  long  since  coaxed  it  away. 
Pleasant  auspices,  these,  for  matrimony,  to  a  poor  invalid, 
who  wishes  at  least  to  decline  and  to  die  in  peace  !  More- 
over, if  I  were  rich  enough  to  marry  as  I  pleased — if  I 
were  what,  perhaps,  I  ought  to  be,  heir  to  Laughton — 
why,  there  is  a  certain  sweet  Mary  in  the  world,  whose 
eyes  are  softer  than  Lncretia  Olavering's :  but  that  is  a 
dream  1  On  the  other  hand,  if  I  do  not  win  this  girl,  and 
my  poor  kinsman  give  her  all  or  nearly  all  his  possessions, 
Yernon  Orange  goes  to  the  usurers,  and  the  King  will 
find  a  lodging  for  myself.  What  does  it  matter  ?  I  can- 
not live  above  two  or  three  years  at  the  most,  and  can 
only  hope,  therefore,  that  dear  stout  old"  Sir  Miles  may 
outlive  me.  At  thirty-three  I  have  worn  out  fortune  and 
life  ;  little  pleasure  could  Laughton  give  me ;  brief  pain 
the  Bench.  Fore  Gad,  the  philosophy  of  the  thing  is  oa 
the  whole  against  sour  looks  and  the  noose  !"  Thus  de- 
ciding in  the  progress  of  his  reverie,  he  smiled,  and  changed 
his  position.  The  sun  had  set — the  twilight  was  over — 
the  moon  rose  in  splendor  from  amid  a  thick  copse  of 
mingled  beech  and  oak ;  the  beams  fell  full  on  the  face  of 
the  muser,  and  the  face  seemed  yet  paler,  and  the  exhaus- 
tion of  premature  decay  yet  more  evident  by  that  still  and 
melancholy  light — all  ruins  gain  dignity  by  the  mooc. 
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This  was  a  ruin  nobler  than  that  which  painters  place  on 
their  canyas  —  the  rain,  not  of  stone  and  brick,  but  of 
homanitj  and  spirit ;  the  wreck  of  man,  prematurely  old, 
not  stricken  by  great  sorrow,  not  bowed  by  great  toil,  htlt 
fretted  and  mined  away  by  small  pleasures  and  poor  ex- 
citements— small  and  poor,  but  daily,  hourly,  momently  at 
their  gnome-like  work.  Something  of  the  gravity  and  the 
true  lesson  of  the  hour  and  scene,  perhaps,  forced  itself 
upon  a  mind  little  given  to  sentiment,,  for  Yemon  rose 
languidly,  and  muttered  : 

"  My  poor  mother  hoped  better  things  from  me.     Ijb  is 
well,  after  all,  that  it  is  broken  off  with  Mary  I    Why* 
should' there  be  any  one  to  weep  for  me  f    I  can  the  better 
die  smiling,  as  I  have  lived." 

Meanwhile,  as  it  is  necessary  we  should  follow  each  of 
the  principal  characters  we  have  introduced  through  the 
course  of  an  evening  more  or  less  eventful  in  the  destiny 
of  all,  we  return  to  Mainwaring,  and  accompany  him  to 
the  lake  at  the  bottom  of  the  park,  which  he  reached  as 
its  smooth  surface  glistened  jn  the  last  beams  of  the  sun. 
He  saw,  as  he  neared  the  water,  the  fish  sporting  in  the 
pellucid  tide ;  the  dragon-fly  darted  and  hovered  in  the 
air;  the  tedded  grass  beneath  his  feet  gave  forth  the 
fragrance  of  crushed  thyme  and  clover;  the  swan  paused, 
as  if  slumbering  on.  the  wave ;  the  linnet  and  finch  sang 
still  from  the  neighboring  copses ;  and  the  heavy  bees  were 
winging  their  way  home  with  a  drowsy  murmur, — all 
around  were  images  of  that  unspeakable  peace  which  Na- 
ture whispers  to  those  attuned  to  her  music ;  all  fitted  to 
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lull,  bat  not  to  deject  the  spirit — images  dear  to  the  ho)i<» 
day  of  the  world-worn  man,  to  the  contemplation  of  serene 
and  retired  age ;  to  the  boyhood  of  poets ;  to  the  youth 
of  lovers.  But  Mainwaring's  step  was  heavy,  and  his 
brow  clonded ;  and  Nature  that  evening  was  dumb  to 
him.  At  the  margin  of  the  lake  stood  a  solitary  angler^ 
who  now  (hi^  evening's  task  done)  was  employed  in  leis- 
urely disjointing  his  rod,  and  whistling  with  much  sweet- 
ness an  air  from  one  of  Isaak  Walton^s  songs.  Mainwaring 
reached  the  angler,  and  laid  his  hand  on  his  shoulder: 

"  What  sport,  Ardworth  ?" 

'^A  few  large  roach  with  the  fly,  and  one  pike  with  a 
gudgeon — a  noble  fellow  I — look  at  him  I  He  was  lying 
under  the  reeds  yonder ;  I  saw  his  green  back,  and  teased 
him  into  biting.  *  A  heavenly  evening  I  I  wonder  you  did 
not  follow  my  example,  and  escape  from  a  set,  where  neither 
you  nor  I  can  feel  very  much  at  home,  to  this  green  ban- 
quet of  Nature,  in  which  at  least  no  man  sits  below  the 
salt-cellar.  The  birds  are  an  older  family  than  the  St. 
Johns' ;  but  they  don't  throw  their  pedigree  in  our  teeth, 

0 

Mainwaring." 

"  Nay,  nay,  my  good  friend,  you  wrong  old  Sir  Miles ; 
proud  he  is,  no  doubt,  but  neither  you  nor  I  have  had  to 
complain  of  his  insolence." 

''  Of  his  insolence  1  certainly  not — of  his  condescension, 
yes  1    Hang  it,  William,  it  is  his  very  politeness  that  galls 

me.   Don't  yon  observe  that,  with  Yernon,  or  Lord  A ^ 

or  Lord  B ,  or  Mr.  C ,  he  is  easy  and  off-hand, 

calls  them  by  their  names^  pats  them  on  the  shoulder, 
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rates  them,  and  swears  at  them  if  thej  vex  him  1  Bat  with 
yoa  and  me  and  his  French  parasite,  it  is  all  stately  de- 
coram  and  punctilions  coartesj : — '  Mr.  Main  waring,  I  am 
delighted  to  see  you ;'  '  Mr.  Ard worth,  as  you  are  so  near, 
dare  I  ask  you  to  ring  the  bell  ?'  *  Mons.  Dalibard,  with 
the  utmost  deference,  I  ventare  to  disagree  with  yon.' 
However,  don't  let  my  foolish  susceptibility  ruffle  your 
pride.  And  you,  too,  have  a  worthy  object  in  view,  which 
might  well  detain  you  from  roach  and  jack-fish.  Have 
you  stolen  your  interview  with  the  superb  Lucretia  f " 

"  Yes,  stolen,  as  you  say :  and,  like  all  thieves  not  thor* 
oughly  hardened,  I  am  ashamed  of  my  gains.l' 

"  Sit  down,  my  boy,  this  is  a  bank  in  ten  thousand ; 
there — that  old  root  to  lean  your  elbow  on,  this  soft  moss 
for  your  cushion ;  sit  down  and  confess.  You  have  some- 
thing on  your  mind  that  preys  on  you :  we  are  old  college 
friends — out  with  it  1" 

"  There  is  no  resisting  you,  Ardworth,"  said  Mainwar- 
ing,  smiling,  and  drawn  from  his  reserve  and  his  gloom  by 
the  frank  good  humor  of  his  compsuiion  :  **  I  should  like,  I 
own,  to  make  a  clean  breast  of  it ;  and  perhaps  I  may 
profit  by  your  advice.  You  know,  in  the  first  place,  that 
after  I  left  college,  my  father,  seeing  me  indisposed  for  the 
church,  to  which  he  had  always  destined  me  in  his  own 
heart,  and  for  which,  indeed,  he  had  gone  out  of  his  way 
to  maintain  me  at  the  University,  gave  me  the  choice  of 
his  own  business  as  a  surveyor  and  land-agent,  or  of  enter- 
ing into  the  mercantile  profession.  I  chose  the  latter,  and 
went  to  Southampton,  where  we  have  a  relation  in  bosi* 
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ness,  to  be  initiated  into  the  elementary  mysteries.  There 
I  became  acquainted  with  a  good  clergyman  and  his  wife, 
and  in  that  honse  I  passed  a  great  part  of  my  time.'' 

''With  the  hope,  I  trust,  on  better  consideration,  of 
gratifying  your  father's  ambition,  and  learning  how  to 
etarve  with  gentility  on  a  cure." 

"  Not  much  of  that,  I  fear." 

"  Then  the  clergyman  had  a  daughter  ?" 

"You  are  nearer  the  mark  now,"  said  Mainwaring, 
coloring,  "  though  it  was  not  his  daughter ;  a  young  lady 
liTed  in  his  family,  not  even  related  to  him  ;  she  was  placed 
there  with  a  certain  allowance  by  a  rich  relation.  In  a 
word,  I  admired,  perhaps  I  loved  this  young  person ;  but 
she  was  without  an  independence,  and  I  not  yet  provided 
even  with  the  substitute  of  money,  a  profession.  I  fancied 
(do  not  laugh  at  my  yanitj)  that  my  feelings  might  be 
returned.  I  was  in  alarm  for  her  as  well  as  myself;  I 
sounded  the  clergyman  as  to  the  chance  of  obtaining  the 
consent  of  her  rich  relation,  and  was  informed  that  he 
thought  it  hopeless.  I  felt  I  had  no  right  to  invite  her 
to  poverty  and  ruin,  and  still  less  to  entangle  further  (if  I 
had  chanced  to  touch  at  all^  her  affection.  I  made  an 
excuse  to  my  father  to  leave  the  town,  and  returned  home." 

**  Prudent  and  honorable  enough,  so  far ;  unlike  me,  I 
should  have  run  off  with  the  girl,  if  she  loved  me,  and  old 
Plutus,  the  rascal,  might  have  done  his  worst  against 
Cupid.     But  I  interrupt  you." 

**  I  came  back  when  the  county  was  greatly  agitated ; 
pablic  meetings,  speeches,  mobs — a  sharp  election  going 


LUOBETIA.  61 

on.  My  father  had  always  taken  keen  interest  in  politics ; 
he  was  of  the  same  party  as  Sir  Miles,  who,  yon  know,  is 
red-hot  npon  politics.  I  was  easily  led — partly  by  ambi- 
tion, partly  by  the  effect  of  example,  partly  by  the  hope 
to  give  a  new  tnrn  to  my  thoughts — to  make  an  appear- 
ance in  public." 

"And  a  devilish  creditable  one,  too.  Why,  man,  yonr 
speeches  havjs  been  quoted  with  rapture  by  the  London 
papers.  Horridly  aristocratic  and  Pittish,  it  is  true ; — I 
think  differently ;  but  every  man  to  his  taste.     Well ** 

"My  attempts,  such  as  they  were,  procured  me  the 
favor  of  Sir  Miles.  He  had  long  been  acquainted  with 
my  father,  who  had  helped  him  in  his  own  elections  years 
ago.  He  seemed  cordially  delighted  to  patronize  the  son : 
he  invited  me  to  visit  him  at  Langhton,  and  hinted  to  my 
father  that  I  was  formed  for  something  better  than  a  countr 
ing-house :  my  poor  father  was  intoxicated.  In  a  word, 
here  I  am — here,  often  for  days,  almost  weeks  together, 
have  I  been, — a  gnest,  always  welcomed." 

"  You  pause.  This  is  the  primordium — now  comes  the 
confession,  eh  ?" 

"  Why,  one-half  the  confession  is  over.  It  was  mymost 
unmerited  fortune  to  attract  the  notice  of  Miss  Clavering. 
Do  not  fancy  me  so  self-conceited  as  to  imagine  that  I 
should  ever  have  presumed  so  high,  but  for " 

"  But  for  encouragement — I  understand  !  Well,  she  is 
a  magnificent  creature  in  her  way ;  and  I  do  not  wonder 
that  she  drove  the  poor  little  girl  at  Southampton  out  of 
your  thoughts." 
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''Ah  I  bDt  there  is  the  sore — I  am  not  sare  that  she  has 
done  80.     Ardworth,  I  may  trast  you  ?" 

''With  eyerything  bat  half  a  guinea.  I  woald  not 
proDlise  to  be  rock  against  so  great  a  temptation ;"  and 
Ard worth  turned  his  empty  pockets  inside  out 

"  Tush — be  serious  I — or  I  go." 

"  Serious  1  With  pockets  like  these,  the  deviPs  in  it  if  I 
am  not  serious.     Perge  precorJ^ 

"Ardworth,  then,"  said  Mainwaring,  with  great  emo* 
tion,  "  I  confide  to  yon  the  secret  trouble  of  my  heart. 
This  girl  at  Southampton  is  Lucretia's  sister — her  half- 
sister:  the  rich  relation  on  whose  allowance  she  lives  la 
Sir  Miles  St.  John." 

'^Whewl-^my  own  poor  dear  little  cousin,  by  the 
father's  side  I  Mainwaring,  I  trust  you  have  not  deceived 
me ;  yon  have  not  amused  yourself  with  breaking  Susan's 
lieart — for  a  heart,  and  an  honest,  simple,  English  girPs 
heart,  she  has." 

"  Heaven  forbid  I — I  tell  you  I  have  never  even  declared 
my  love — and  if  love  k  were,  I  trust  it  is  over.  But  when 
Sir  Miles  was  first  kind  to  me,  first  invited  me,  I  own  I 
had  the  hope  to  win  his  esteem ;  and  since  he  had  always 
made  so  strong  and  cruel  a  distinction. between  Lucretia 
and  Susan,  I  thought  it  not  impossible  that  he  might  con^ 
gent  at  last  to  my  anion  with  the  niece  he  had  refused  to 
receive  and  acknowledge.  But  even  while  the  hope  was 
in  me,  I  was  drawn  on — I  was  entangled — I  was  spell- 
bound— I  know  not  how  or  why;  but,  to  close  my  con* 
fidence,  while  still  doubtful  whether  my  own  heart  is  free 
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from  the  remembrance  of  the  one  sister^  I  am  pledged  to 
the  other." 

A  rd worth  looked  down  gravely  and  remained  silent. 
He  was  a  joyous,  careless,  reckless  yoath,  with  unsteady 
character  and  pnrsaits — and  with  something  of  vague 
poetry,  much  of  unaccommodating  pride  about  his  nature 
— one^of  those  youths  little  likely  to  do  what  is  called  well 
in  the  world — ^not  persevering  enough  for  an  independent 
career — ^too  blnnt  and  honest  for  a  servile  one.  But  it  was 
in  the  very  disposition,  of  such  a  person  to  judge  somewhat 
harshly  of  Mainwaring's  disclosure,  and  not  easily  to  com* 
prehend  what,  after  all,  was  very  natural — bow  a  young 
man,  new  to  life,  timid  by  character,  and  of  an  extreme 
susceptibility  to  the  fear  of  giving  pain,  had,  in  the  8ur« 
prise,  the  gratitude,  the  emotion,  of  an  avowed  attachment 
from  a  girl'  far  above  him  in  worldly  position,  been  forced 
by  receiving,  to  seem,  at  least,  to  return  her  affection.  And 
indeed  though  not  wholly  insensible  to  the  brilliant  pros* 
pects  opened  to  him  in  such  a  connection,  yet,  to  do  him 
justice,  Mainwaring  would  have  been  equally  entangled 
by  a  similar  avowal  from  a  girl  more  his  equal  in  the 
world.  It  was  rather  from  an  amiability  bordering  upon 
weakness,  than  from  any  more  degrading  moral  imperfeC'* 
tions,  that  he  had  been  betrayed  into  a  position  which 
neither  contented  his  heart  nor  satisfied  his  conscience. 

With  far  less  ability  than  his  friend,  Ardworth  had 

more  force  and  steadiness  in  bis  nature,  and  was  wholly 

free  from  that  morbid  delicacy  of  temperament  to  which 

susceptible  and  shy  persons  owe  much  of  their  errors  and 
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misfortaoes. '  He  said,  therefore,  after  a  long  pause,  "  Mj 
good  fellow,  to  be  plain  with  yon,  I  cannot  say  that  your 
confession  has  improved  yon  in  my  estimation ;  bat  that  is 
perhaps  because  of  the  blnntness  of  my  understanding.  I 
could  quite  comprehend  your  forgetting  Susan  (and,  after 
all,  I  am  left  in  doubt  as  to  the  extent  of  her  conquest 
over  you)  for  the  very  different  charms  of  her  sister.  On 
the  other  hand,  I  could  still  better  understand  that,  baring 
once  fancied  Susan,  you  could  not  be  commanded  into  loye 
for  Lucretia.  But  I  do  not  comprehend  your  feeling  love 
for  one,  and  making  love  to  the  other — which  is  the  long 
and  short  of  the  business.'' 

**  That  is  not  exactly  the  true  statement,"  answered 
Mainwaring,  with  a  powerful  effort  at  composure.  **  There 
are  moments  when,  listening  to  Lucretia,  when  charmed  by 
that  softness  which,  contrasting  the  rest  of  her  character, 
she  exhibits  to  none  but  me,  struck  by  her  great  mental 
powers,  proud  of  an  unsought  triumph  over  such  a  being, 
I  feel  as  if  I  could  love  none  but  her ;  then,  suddenly,  her 
mood  changes — she  utters  sentiments  that  chill  and  revolt 
me — the  very  beauty  seems  vanished  from  her  face.  I  re- 
call, with  a  sigh,  the  simple  sweetness  of  Susan,  and  I  feel 
as  if  I  deceived  both  my  mistress  and  myself.  Perhaps, 
however,  all  the  circumstances  of  this  connection  tend  tc 
increase  my  doubts.  It  is  humiliating  to  me  t9  know  that 
I  woo  clandestinely  and  upon  sufferance,  that  I  am  stealing, 
as  it  were,  into  a  fortune,  that  I  am  eating  Sir  Miles's 
bread,  and  yet  counting  upon  his  death ;  and  this  shame 
in  myself  may  make  me  unconsciously  unjust  to  Lucretia 
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Bat  it  is  useless  to  reprove  me  for  what  is  past ;  and  though 
I  at  first  imagined  yon  could  advise  me  for  the  future,  I 
now  see,  too  clearly,  that  no  advice  could  avail/' 

"  I  grant  that,  too ;  for  all  you  require,  is  to  make  up 
your  mind  to  be  fairly  oflF  with  the  old  love,  or  fairly  on 
with  the  new.  However,  now  you  have  stated  your  case 
thus  frankly,  if  you  permit  me,  I  will  take  advantage  of  the 
strange  chance  of  finding  myself  here,  and  watch,  ponder,  and 
counsel,  if  I  can.  This  Lucretia,  I  own  it,  puzzles  and 
perplexes  me ;  but,  though  no  (Edipus,  I  will  not  take 
fright  at  the  Sphinx.  I  suppose  now  it  is  time  to  re- 
turn. They  expect  some  of  the  neighbors  to  drink  tea, 
and  I  must  doff  my  fishing-jacket.     Come  V* 

As  they  strolled  toward  the  house,  Ardworth  broke  a 
silence  which  had  lasted  for  some  moments : 

''And  how  is  that  dear  good  Fielden  ?  I  ought  to  have 
guessed  him  at  once,  when  you  spoke  of  your  clergyman 
and  his  young  charge :  but  I  did  not  know  he  was  at 
Southampton." 

"  He  has  exchanged  his  living  for  a  year,  on  account  of 

his  wife's  health,  and  rather,  I  think  also,  with  the  wish  to 

bring  poor  Susan  nearer  to  Laughton,  in  the  chance  of  her 

uncle  seeing  her.     But  you  are,  then,  acquainted  with 

•  Fielden  ?" 

''Acquainted  1 — my  best  friend.  He  was  my  tutor,  and 
prepared  me  for  Cains  College.  I  owe  him  not  only  the 
little  learning  I  have,  but  the  little  good  that  is  left  in  me. 
I  owe  to  him  apparently,  also,  whatever  chance  of  better- 
ing my  prospects  may  arise  from  my  visit  at  Laughton." 
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''Notwithstanding  oar  intimacy,  we  have,  like  most 
yoang  men  not  related,  spoken  so  little  of  oar  family  mat- 
ters, that  I  do  not  now  understand  how  yoa  are  coasin  to 
Susan ;  nor  what,  to  my  surprise  and  delight,  brought  yon 
hither  three  days  ago.'' 

"Faith,  my  story  is  easier  to  explain  than  your  own, 
William  I    Here  goes  I" 

But  as  Ardworth's  recital  partially  involres  references 
to  family  matters  not  yet  sufficiently  known  to  the  reader, 
we  must  be  pardoned  if  we  assume  to  ourselves  his  task  of 
narrator,  and  necessarily  enlarge  on  his  details. 

The  branch  of  the  illustrious  family  of  St.  John,  repre- 
sented by  Sir  Miles,  diverged  from  the  parent  stem  of  the 
Lords  of  Bletshoe.  With  them  it  placed  at  the  summit  of 
its  pedigree  the  name  of  William  de  St.  John,  the  Con- 
queror's favorite  and  trusted  warrior,  and  Oliva  de  Filgiers. 
With  them  it  blazoned  the  latter  alliance,  which  gave  to 
Sir  Oliver  St.  John  the  lands  of  Bletshoe  by  the  hand  of 
Margaret  Beauchamp  (by  her  second  marriage  with  the 
Duke  of  Somerset,  grandmother  to  Henry  YII.).  In  the 
following  generation,  the  younger  son  of  a  younger  son 
had  founded,  partly  by  offices  of  state,  partly  by  mar- 
riage with  a  wealthy  heiress,  a  house  of  his  own ;  and 
in  the  reign  of  James  1.,  the  St.  Johns  of  Laughton 
ranked  among  the  chief  gentleven  of  Hampshire.  From 
that  time  till  the  accession  of  George  III.,  the  family, 
though  it  remained  untitled,  had  added  to  its  coosequcnee 
by  intermarriages  of  considerable  dignity,  chosen,  indeed, 
with  a  disregard  for  money  uncommon  among  the  Englisk 
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aristocracy,  so  that  the  estate  was  bat  little  enlarged  slno^ 
the  reign  of  James,  though  profiting,  of  course,  by  im* 
proved  cultivation  and  the  different  value  of  money.  On 
the  other  hand,  perhaps  there  were  scarcely  ten  families  in 
the  country  who  could  boast  of  a  similar  directness  of  de- 
scent on  all  sides,  from  the  proudest  and  noblest  aristocracy 
of  the  soil :  and  Sir  Miles  St.  John,  by  blood,  was,  almost 
at  the  distance  of  eight  centuries,  as  pure  a  Norman  as  his 
ancestral  William.  His  grandfather,  nevertheless,  had  devi" 
ated  from  the  usual  disinterested  practice  of  the  family^ 
and  had  married  an  heiress,  who  brought  the  quarterings 
of  Yeroon  to  the  crowded  escutcheon,  and  with  these 
quarterings  an  estate  of  some  £4000  a  year,  popularly 
known  by  the  name  of  Yernon  Grange.  This  rare  occur* 
rence  did  not  add  to  the  domestic  happiness  of  the  con* 
tracting  parties,  nor  did  it  lead  to  the  ultimate  increase  of 
the  Laughton  possessions.  Two  sons  were  born.  To  the 
elder  was  destined  the  father's  inheritance-.*to  the  youngef 
the  maternal  property.  One  house  is  not  large  enough 
for  two  heirs.  Nothing  could  exceed  the  pride  of  the 
father  as  a  St.  John,  except  the  pride  of  the  mother  as  a 
Yernon.  «fealottsies  between  the  two  sons  began  early^ 
and  rankled  deep ;  nor  was  there  peace  at  Laughton  till 
the  younger  had  carded  away  from  its  rental  the  lands  of 
Yernon  Orange ;  and  the  elder  remained  just  where  his 
predecessors  stood  in  point  of  possessions — sole  lord  of 
Laughton.  sole.  The  elder  son,  Sir  Miles's  father,  had 
been,  indeed,  so  chafed  by  the  rivalry  with  his  brother, 
tiiat  in  disgust  he  had  run  away,  and  thrown  himself,  at 

6* 


* 

68  LvcasTiA. 

the  age  of  fonrteen,  into  the  navy.  By  accident  or  by 
merit  he  rose  high  in  that  profession,  acquired  name  and 
fame,  and  lost  an  eye  and  an  arm, — for  which  he  was 
gazetted,  at  the  same  time,  an  admiral  and  a  baronet. 

Thas  mutilated  and  dignified.  Sir  George  St  John  re- 
tired from  the  profession ;  and  finding  himself  unmarried, 
and  haunted  by  the  apprehension  that  if  he  died  childless 
Laughton  would  pass  to  his  brother's  heirs,  he  resolved 
upon  consigning  his  remains  to  the  nuptial  couch,  previous 
to  the  surer  peace  of  the  family  vault.  At  the  age  of 
fifty-nine,  the  grim  veteran  succeeded  in  finding  a  young 
lady  of  unblemished  descent,  and  much  marked  with  the 
small-pox,  who  consented  to  accept  the  only  hand  which 
Sir  George  had  to  offer.  From  this  marriage  sprang  a 
numerous  family ;  but  all  died  in  early  childhood,  fright- 
ened  to  death,  said  the  neighbors,  by  their  tender  parents 
(considered  the  ugliest  couple  in  the  county),  except  one 
boy  (the  present  Sir  Miles)  and  one  daughter,  many  years 
younger,  destined  to  become  Lucretia's  mother.  Sir  Miles 
came  early  into  his  property ;  and  although  the  softening 
advance  of  civilization,  with  the  liberal  effects  of  travel, 
and  a  long  residence  in  cities,  took  from  hiia  that  pro- 
vincial austerity  of  pride,  which  is  only  seen  in  stanch  per- 
fection among  the  lords  of  a  village,  he  was  yet  little  less 
susceptible  to  the  duties  of  maintaining  his  lineage  pure  as 
its  representation  had  descended  to  him,  than  the  most 
superb  of  his  predecessors.  But  owing,  it  was  said,  to  an 
early  disappointment,  he  led,  during  youth  and  manhood, 
a  roving  and  desultory  life,  and  so  put  off  from  y^ar  to 
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year  the  grand  experiment  matrimonial,  until  he  arrived 
at  old  age,  with  the  philosophical  determination  to  select 
from  the  other  branches  of  his  •house  the  successor  to  the 
heritage  of  St.  John.    In  thus  arrogating  to  himself  a  right 
to  neglect  his  proper  duties  as  head  of  a  family,  he  found 
his  excuse  in  adopting  his  niece  Lucretia.     His  sister  had 
chosen  for  her  first  husband  a  friend  and  neighbor  of  his 
own,  a  younger  son,  of  unexceptionable  birth,  and  of  very 
^agreeable  manners  in  society.     But  this  gentleman  con* 
tri?ed  to  render  her  life  so  miserable,  that,  though  he  died 
fifteen  months  after  their  marriage,  his  widow  could  scarcely 
be  expected  to  mourn  long  for  him.     A  year  after  Mr. 
Olavering's  death,  Mrs.  Clavering  married  again,  under 
.the  mistaken  notion  that  she  had  the  right  to  choose  for 
herself.     She  married  Dr.  Mivers,  the  provincial  physician 
who  had  attended  her  husband  in  his  last  illness — a  gentle- 
man by  education,  manners,  and  profession,  but  unhappily 
the  son  of  a  silk-mercer.      Sir  Miles  never  forgave  this 
connection.     By  her  first  marriage,  Sir  Miles's  sister  had 
one  daughter,  Lucretia ;  by  her  second  marriage,  another 
daughter,  named  Snsan.     She  survived  somewhat  more 
than  a  year  the  birth  of  the  latter :  on  her  death,  Sir  Miles 
formally  (through  his  agent)  applied  to  Dr.  Mivers  for  his 
eldest  niece,  Lucretia  Clavering,  and  the  physician  did  not 
think  himself  justified  in  withholding  from  her  the  proba- 
ble advantages  of  a  transfer  from  his  own  roof  to  that  of 
her  uncle.     He  himself  had  been  no  worldly  gainer  by  his 
#*onnectio^  his  practice  had  suffered  materially,  from  the 
sympathy  which  was  felt  by  the  county  families  for  the 
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supposed  wrongs  of  Sir  Miles  St.  John,  who  was  per- 
sonally not  only  popular,  but  esteemed,  nor  less  so  on  ac- 
count of  his  pride :  too  dignified  to  refer  eren  to  his 
domestic  annoyances,  except  to  his  most  familiar  associates 
—to  them,  indeed,  Sir  Miles  bad  said  briefly,  that  he  con- 
sidered a  physician  who  abused  his  entrance  into  a  noble 
family  by  stealing  into. its  alliance,  was  a  character  in 
w|iose  punishment  all  society  had  an  interest.  The  words 
were  repeated ;  they  were  thought  just.  Those  who  yen-* 
tured  to  suggest  that  Mrs.  Olavering,  as  a  widow,  was  a 
free  agent,  were  regarded  with  suspicion.  It  was  the  time 
when  French  principles  were  just  beginning  to  be  held  in 
horror,  especially  in  the  provinces,  and  when  ererything 
that  encroached  upon  the  rights  and  prejudices  of  the 
high-born  was  called  "a  French  principle."  Dr.  Mivers 
was  as  much  scouted  as  if  he  had  been  a  sans-culottt 
Obliged  to  quit  the  county,  he  settled  at  a  distance ;  but 
he  had  a  career  to  commence  again ;  his  wife's  death  en- 
feebled his  spirits  and  damped  his  exertions.  He  did 
little  more  than  earn  a  bare  subsistence,  and  died  at  last, 
when  his  only  daughter  was  fourteen,  poor  and  embar- 
rassed. On  his  death-bed  he  wrote  a  letter  to  Sir  Miles, 
reminding  him  that,  after  all,  Susan  was  bis  sister's  child, 
gently  vindicating  himself  from  the  unmerited  charge  of 
treachery,  which  had  blasted  his  fortunes  and  left  his 
orphan  penniless ;  and  closing  with  a  touching,  yet  a  manly 
appeal  to  the  sole  relative  left  to  befriend  her.  The  clergy- 
man who  had  attended  him  in  his  dying  moments  took 
charge  of  this  letter ;  he  brought  it  in  person  to  Laugh  ton, 
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and  delivered  it  to  Sir  Miles.  Whatever  bis  errors,  the 
ol<i  baroDet  was  no  common  man.  He  was  not  vindictive, 
though  he  could  not  be  called  forgiving.  He  bad  eon« 
sidered  his  conduct  to  bis  sister  a  dntj  owed  to  his  name 
and  ancestors ;  she  had  placed  herself  and  ber  youngest 
child  out  of  the  pale  of  bis  fhmWj.  He  would  not  receive 
as  bis  niece  the  graaddaugbter  of  a  silk-mercer.  The  rela- 
tionship was  extinct,  as,  in  certain  countries,  nobility  is 
forfeited  by  a  union  with  an  inferior  class.  But,  niece  or 
not,  here  was  a  claim  to  humanity  and  benevolence ;  and 
never  yet  bad  appeal  been  made  by  suffering  to  his  heart 
and  purse  in  vain. 

He  bowed  his  head  over  the  letter  as  bis  eye  came  to 
the  last  line,  and  remained  silent  so  long,  that  the  clergy- 
man, at  last,  moved  and  hopeful,  approached  and  took  his 
hand.  It  was  the  impulse  Of  a  good  man  and  a  good 
priest.  Sir  Miles  looked  up  in  surprise;  but  the  calm 
pitying  face  bent  on  him  repelled  all  return  of  pride. 

"  Sir,"  be  said,  tremulously,  and  be  pressed  the  hand 
that  grasped  his  own,  ^'  I  thank  you.  I  am  not  fit  at  this 
moment  to  decide  what  to  do :  to-morrow,  you  shall  know. 
And  the  man  died  poor  ?    not  in  want,  not  in  want  ?*' 

"  Comfort  yourself,  worthy  sir ;  he  had,  at  the  last,  all 
that  sickness  and  death  require,  except  one  assurance, 
which  I  ventured  to  whisper  to  him  — I  trust  not  too 
rashly— that  his  daughter  would  not  be  left  unprotected. 

And  I  pray  you  to  reflect,  ray  dear  sir,  that " 

Sir  MilCT  did  not  wait  for  the  conclusion  of  the  sen- 
tence ;  be  rose  abruptly,  and  left  the  room.     Mr.  Eielden 
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(so  the  good  priest  was  named)  felt  confident  of  the  suc- 
cess of  his  mission ;  but,  to  win  it  the  more  support,  he 
sought  Lucretia.  She  was  then  seventeen :  it  is  an  age 
when  the  heart  is  peculiarly  open  to  the  household  ties— 
to  the  memory  of  a  mother — to  the  sweet  name  of  sister. 
^ie  sought  this  girl,  he  told  his  tale,  and  pleaded  the  sis- 
ter's cause.  Lucretia  heard  in  silence ;  neither  eye  nor  lip 
betrayed  emotion ;  but  her  color  went  and  came.  This 
was  the  only  sign  that  she  was  moved :  moved,  but  how  1 
Fielden's  experience  in  the  human  heart  could  not  guess. 
When  he  had  done,  she  went  quietly  to  her  desk  (it  was 
in  her  own  room  that  the  conference  took  place)-7-she  un- 
locked it  with  a  deliberate  hand — she  took  from  it  a  pock- 
et-book and  a  case  of  jewels,  which  Sir  Miles  had  given 
her  on  her  last  birthday  **  Let  my  sister  have  theses- 
while  I  live  she  shall  not  want  I" 

"  My  dear  young  lady,  it  is  not  these  things  that  she 
asks  from  you ;  it  is  your  affection,  your  sisterly  heart, 
your  intercession  with  her  natural  protector  ;  these,  in  her 
name,  I  ask  for — non  gemmis  neque  purpura  venalSj  nee 
auro /" 

Lucretia  then,  still  without  apparent  emotion,  raised  to 
the  good  man's  face,  deep,  penetrating,  but  unrevealing 
eyes,  and  said  slowly  : 

''  Is  my  sister  like  my  mother,  who,  they  say,  was  hand- 
some ?" 

*  Much  startled  by  this  question,  Fielden  answered:  "I 
never  saw  your  mother,  my  dear ;  but  your^ister  gives 
promise  of  more  than  common  comeliness." 
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Lncretia's  brows  grew  slightly  compressed.  ''And  her 
education  has  been,  of  coarse,  neglected  V^ 

**  Certainly,  in  some  points — mathematics,  for  instance, 
and  theology.  Bat  she  knows  what  ladies  generally  know 
— French  and  Italian,  and  sach  like.  Dr.  Mivera  was  not 
unlearned  in  the  polite  letters.  Oh,  trast  me,  my  dear 
yoang  lady,  she  will  not  disgrace  your  family ;  she  will 
jastify  y oar  ancle's  favor.  Plead  for  her  1" — and  the  good 
man  clasped  his  hands. 

Lacretia's  eyes  fell  mosingly  on  the  gronnd ;  bat  she 
resumed,  after  a  short  pause. 

**  What  does  my  uncle  himself  say  T' 

''Only  that  he  will  decide  to-morrow.'' 

''I  will  see  him;"  and  Lucretia  left  the  room  as  for 
that  object.  But  when  she  had  gained  the  stairs,  she 
paused  at  the  large  embayed  casement,  which  formed  a 
niche  in  the  landing-place,  and  gazed  over  the  broad 
domains  beyond;  a  stern  smile  settled,  then,  upon  her 
lips;  the  smile  seemed  to  say-~''In  this  inheritance  I 
will  have  no  rival." 

Lncretia's  influence  with  Sir  Miles  was  great ;  but  here 
it  was  not  needed.  Before  she  saw  him  he  had  decided 
on  his  course.  Her  precocious,  and  apparently  intuitive 
knowledge  of  character,  detected,  at  a  glance,  the  safety 
with  which  she  might  intercede.  She  did  so,  and  was 
chid  into  silence. 

The  next  morning,  Sir  Miles  took  the  priest's  arm,  and 
walked  with  him  into  the  gardens. 

**  Mr.  Fielden,"  he  said,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  has 
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chosen  his  coarse,  and  deprecates  all  attempt  to  make  him 
swerve  from  it,  *'if  I  followed  my  own  selfish  wishes,  I 
shoald  take  home  this  poor  child.  Stay,  sir,  and  hear  me 
*— I  am  no  hypocrite,  and  I  speak  honestly — I  like  yoong 
facesr— I  have  no  family  of  my  own ; — I  love  Lacretia,  and 
I  am  proud  of  her;  bat  a  girl  bronght  np  in  adversity 
might  be  a  better  nnrse,  and  a  more  docile  companion-^- 
let  that  pass.  I  have  reflected,  and  I  feel  that  I  cannot 
set  to  Lacretia — set  tp  children  nabom — the  example  of 
indifference  to  a  name  degraded  and  a  race  adulterated : 
yon  may  call  this  pride,  or  prejadtce^-^I  view  it  differently. 
There  are  duties  due  from  an  individual,  duties  due  from  a 
nation,  duties  due  from  a  family ;  as  my  ancestors  thought, 
80  think  I*  They  left  me  the  charge  of  their  name,  as  the 
fief-rent'by  which  I  hold  their  lands.  'Sdeath,  sir  I  pardon 
me  the  expletive  l-^-I  was  about  to  say,  that  if  I  am  now 
a  childless  old  man,  it  is  because  I  have  myself  known 
temptation,  and  resisted.  I  loved,  and  denied  myself  what 
I  believed  my  best  chance  of  happiness,  because  the  object 
of  my  attachment  was  not  my  equal — ^that  was  a  bitter 
struggle  1  I  triumphed,  and  I  rejoice  at  it,  though  the 
result  was  to  leave  all  thoughts  of  wedlock  elsewhere 
odious  and  repugnant.  These  principles  of  action  have 
made  a  ^oxt  of  my  creed  as  gentleman,  if  not  as  Christian 
-^now,  to  the  point  I  beseech  you  to  find  a  fitting  and 
reputable  home  for  Miss — Miss  Mi  vers"  (the  lip  slightly 
curled  as  the  name  was  said) — ''I  shall  provide  suitably 
for  her  maintenance.  When  she  marries,  I  will  dower  her, 
provided  only,  and  always,  that  her  choice  fall  upon  one 
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who  will  not  still  further  degrade  her  lineage  on  her 
mother's  side, — in  a  word,  if  she  select  a  yentleman,  Mr. 
Fielden,  on  this  sabject  I  have  no  more  to  say." 

In  Tain  the  good  clergyman,  whose  Tery  conscience,  as 
well  as  reason,  was  shocked  by  the  deliberate  and  arga- 
meDtati?e  manner  with  whieh  th«  baronet  had  treated  the 
abandonment  of  his  sister's  child  as  an  absolutely  moral, 
almost  religious  dnty, — ^in  rain  he  exerted  himself  to  repel 
such  sophisms,  and  pat  the  matter  in  its  true  light.  It  was 
easy  for  him  to  move  Sir  Miles'^  heart — that  was  ever 
geuiU-^^at  was  moved  already ;  but  the  crotchet  in  his 
head  was  impregnable.  The  more  touchingly  he  painted 
poor  Susan's  unfriended  youth,  her  sweet  character,  and 
promising  virtues,  the  more  Sir  Miles  St.  John  considered 
himself  a  martyr  to  his  principles,  uid  the  more  obstinate 
in  the  martyrdom  he  became.  "  Poor  thing  !  poor  child  I'' 
he  said  often,  and  brushed  a  tear  from  bis  eyes ;  **  a  thou- 
sand pities  1  Well,  well,  I  hope  she  will  be  happy  !  Mind, 
money  diall  never  stand  in  the  way  if  she  have  a  suitable 
offer!"  This  was  all  the  worthy  clergyman,  after  an 
hour's  eloquence,  could  extract  from  him.  Out  of  breath, 
and  out  of  patience,  he  gave  in  at  last }  and  the  baronet, 
sUll  holding  his  reluctant  arm,  led  him  back  toward  the 
house.  After  a  prolonged  pause,  Sir  Miles  said  abru[>tly : 
*'  I  have  been  thinking  that  I  may  have  unwittingly  injured- 
this  man~^thia  Mivers — while  I  deemed  only  that  he  in- 
jured me.  As  to  reparation  to  his  daughter,  that  is  set- 
tled ;  and,  after  all,  though  I  do  not  publicly  acknowledge 
her^  she  is  half  my  own  niece." 

6*  E 


6B  LUCRETIA 

"Hairr 

"  Half — the  father's  side  don't  coant,  of  coarse ,  aod, 
rigidly  speakiog,  the  relationship  is,  perhaps,  forfeited  on 
the  other.  However,  that  half  of  it  I  grant.  Zooks,  sir, 
I  say  I  grant  it  I — I  beg  you  ten  thousand  pardons  for 
my  vehemence.  To  return,  perhaps  I  can  show  at  least 
that  I  bear  no  malice  to  this  poor  doctor.  He  has  rela- 
tions of  his  own — silk-mercers — ^trade  has  reverses.  How 
are  they  off?" 

Perfectly  perplexed  by  this  very  contradictory  and  pa« 
radoxical,  yet,  to  one  better  acquainted  with  Sir  Miles, 
very  characteristic  benevolence,  Fielden  was  some  time 
before  he  answered.  "  Those  members  of '  Dr.  Mivers's 
family  who  are  in  trade  are  sufficiently  prosperous ;  they 
have  paid  his  debts ;  ^Aey,  Sir  Miles,  will  receive  his 
daughter." 

**  By  no  means  I"  cried  Sir  Miles,  quickly ;  then  re- 
covering himself,  he  added,  *'  or,  if  you  thiok  that  advis- 
able, of  course  all  interference  on  my  part  is  withdrawn." 

*'Fe8tina  lentel — not  so  quick.  Sir  Miles.  I  do  not  yet 
say  that  it  is  advisable — not  because  they  are  silk-mercers, 
the  which,  I  humbly  conceive,  is  no  sin  to  exclude  them 
from  gratitude  for  their  proffered  kindness,  but  because 
Susan,  poor  child  I  having  been  brought  up  in  different 
habits,  may  feel  a  little  strange,  at  least  at  first,  with " 

**  Strange,  yes ;  I  should  hope  so  I"  interrupted  Sir 
Miles,  taking  snuff  with  much  energy ;  **  and,  by-the-way, 
I  am  thinking  that  it  would  be  well  if  you  and  Mrs. fielden 
—  you  are  married,  sir?  —  that  is  right— clergymen  all 
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marry  I — ^if  joa  and  Mrs.  Fielden  woald  take  cbaige  of  her 
yoarselres,  it  would  be  a  great  comfort  to  me  to  think  hor 
so  well  placed.  We  difer,  sir — bat  I  respect  yoa.  Think 
of  this.  Well,  then,  the  doctor  has  left  no  relations  that 
I  can  aid  in  any  way." 

"  Strange  man  !''  muttered  Fielden.  ''  Yes ;  I  most  not 
let  one  poor  youth  lose  the  opportunity  offered  by  your-^ 
your " 

''Never  mind  what — proceed-*-one  poor  youth;  in  the 
shop,  of  course  ?'' 

''No;  and  by  his  father's  side  (since  you  so  esteem 
such  vanities)  of  an  ancient  family — a  sister  of  Dr.  Mivers 
married  Captain  Ardworth.'^  ' 

"Ard worth  —  a  goodish  name — A  rd worth  of  York- 
shire ?" 

''  Yes,  of  that  family.  It  was,  of  course,  an  imprudent 
marriage,  contracted  while  he  was  only  an  ensign.  His 
family  did  not  reject  him,  Sir  Miles." 
-  "  Sir,  Ardworth  is  a  good  squire's  fanSily,  but  the  name 
is  Saxon ;  there  is  no  difference  in  race  between  the  head 
of  the  Ard  worths,  if  he  were  a  duke,  and  my  gardener, 
John  Hodge — Saxon  and  Saxon,  both.  His  family  did 
riot  reject  him — go  on.'^  « 

"  But  he  was  a  younger  son  in  a  large  family — ^both  him- 
self and  his  wife  have  known  all  the  distresses  common, 
they  tell  me,  to  the  poverty  of  a  soldier  who  has  no  re- 
source but  his  pay.  They  have  a  son  ;  Dr.  Mivers — though 
BO  poor  himself — took  this  boy,  for  he  loved  his  sister 
dearly,  and  meant  to  bring  him  up  to  his  own  profession. 
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Death  frastrated  this  intention.    The  boy  18  high-spirited 
and  deserving." 

"  Let  his  education  be  completed-— send  him  to  the  nni- 
rersity;  and  I  will  see  that  he  is  pnt  into  some  career,  of 
which  his  father's  family  would  approre.  Yon  need  not 
mention  to  any  one  my  intentions  in  this  respect,  not  even 
to  the  lad.  And  now,  Mr.  Fielden,  I  hare  done  my  duty 
— at  least,  I  think  so.  The  longer  yon  honor  my  honse, 
the  more  I  shall  be  pleased  and  gratefal ;  but  this  topic, 
allow  me  most  respectfully  to  say,  needs  and  bears  no 
further  comment  Hare  yon  seen  the  last  news  from  the 
army  ?" 

''  The  army  I — oh,  fie.  Sir  Miles,  I  mast  speak  one  word 
more— may  not  my  poor  Susan  have,  at  least,  the  comfbrt 
to  embrace  her  sister  ?" 

Sir  Miles  mused  a  moment,  and  stnick  his  crutch-stick 
thrice  firmly  on  the  ground. 

**^  I  see  no  great  objection  to  that ;  hot,  by  the  address 
of  this  letter,  the*  poor  girl  is  too  far  from  Laoghton  to 
send  Locretia  to  her." 

<<  I  can  obviate  that  objection,  Sir  Miles.  It  is  my  wish 
to  continue  to  Susan  her  present  home  among  my  own 
children — my  wife  loves  her  dentriy;  and  had  yon  con* 
sented  U>  give  her  the  shelter  of  your  own  roof,  I  am  sure 
I  should  not  have  seen  a  smile  in  the  house  for  a  month 
after.  If  you  permit  l^is  plan,  as  indeed  you  honored 
me  by  suggesting  it,  I  can  pass  through  Southampton, 
on  my  way  to  my  own  living  in  Devonshire,  and  Miss 
Clavering  can  visit  her  sister  there." 
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"Let  it  be  so/'  said  Sir  Miles,  briefly  \  and  so  the  con- 
rersation  closed. 

Some  weeks  afterward,  Lncretia  went  in  her  ancle's 
carriage,  with  four  post-horses,  with  her  maid  and  her 
footman — went  in  the  state  and  pomp  of  heiress  to  Langh- 
ton — ^to  the  small  lodging-house  in  which  the  kind  pastor 
crowded  his  children  and  his  jonng  gnest.  She  stajed 
there  some  dajs.  She  did  not  weep  when  she  embraced 
Susan — she  did  not  weep  when  she  took  leave'  of  her ; 
bat  she  showed  no  want  of  actual  kindness,  though  the 
kindness  was  formal  and  statelj.  On  her  return.  Sir 
Miles  forebore  to  question ;  but  he  looked  as  if  he  ex- 
pected, and  would  willingly  permit,  her  to  speak  on  what 
might  naturally  be  uppermost  at  her  heart  Lncretia, 
boweyer,  remained  silent,  till  at  last  the  baronet^  coloring 
as  if  ashamed  of  his  curiosity,  said  : 

''Is 'your  sister  like  your  mother  ?" 

''You  forget,  sir,  I  can  ha?e  no  recollection  of  iiy 
mother." 

"  Your  mother  had  a  strong  family  likeness  to  myself." 

*'  She  is  not  like  you — they  say  she  is  like  Dr.  Mivers." 

"  Oh  1"  said  the  baronet,  and  he  asked  no  more.  The 
sisters  did  not  meet  aga^n :  a  few  letters  passed  between 
them,  but  the  correspondence  gradually  ceased. 

YouQg  Ardworth  went  to  college,  prepared  by  Mr. 
Eielden,  who  was  no  ordinary  scholar,  and  an  accurate 
»nd  profound  mathematician — a  more  important  requisite 
than  classical  learning  in  a  tutor  for  Cambridge.  But 
Ardworth  was  idle,  and  perhaps  even  dissipated.     He 
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took  a  common  degree,  and  made  some  debts,  which  were 
paid  by  Sir  Miles  without  a  marmar.  A  few  letters  then 
passed  between  the  baronet  and  the  clergyman  as  to  Ard- 
worth's  fatnre  destiny ;  the  latter  owned  that  his  pnpil 
was  not  persevering  enough  for  the  bar,  nor  steady  enough 
for  the  church.  These  were  no  great  faults  in  Sir  Miles's 
eyes.  He  resolved,  after  an  effort,  to  judge  himself  of  the 
capacities  of  the  young  man,  and  so  came  the  invitation 
to  Laugh  ton.  Ardworth  was  greatly  surprised  when 
Fielden  communicated  to  him  this  invitation,  for  hitherto 
he  had  not  conceived  the  slightest  suspicion  of  his  bene- 
factor— he  had  rather,  and  naturally,  supposed  that  some 
relation  of  his  father's  had  paid  for  his  maintenance  at  the 
university ;  and  he  knew  enough  of  the  family  history  to 
look  upon  Sir  Miles  as  the  proudest  of  men.  How  was 
it,  then,  that  he  who  would  not  receive  the  daughter  of 
Dr.  lilivers,  his  own  niece,  would  invite  the  nephew  of  Dr. 
lilivers,  who  was  no  relation  to  him  ?  However,  his  cu- 
riosity was  excited,  and  Fielden  was  urgent  that  he  should 
go  ; — to  Laaghton,  therefore,  had  he  gone. 

We  have  now  brought  down,  to  the  opening  of  our  nar- 
rative, the  general  records  of  the  family  it  concerns;  we 
have  reserved  our  account  of  th»  fearing  and  the  character 
of  the  personage  most  important,  perhaps,  in  the  develop- 
ment of  its  events — Lncretia  Clavering ;  in  order  to  place 
singly  before  the  reader,  the  portrait  of  her  dark,  mi& 
guided,  and  ill-boding  youth. 
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LUGBETIA. 

When  Lacretia  first  came  to  the  house  of  Sir  Miles  St 
John,  she  was  an  infant  abont  fonr  years  old.  The  baronet 
then  lived  principally  in  London,  with  occasional  yisitfl 
rather  to  the  Continent  or  a  watering-place,  than  to  hia 
own  family  niansion.  He  did  not  pay  any  minnte  atten-  ' 
tion  to  his  little  ward — satisfied  that  her  nurse  was  sedn- 
lous,  and  her  nursery  airy  and  commodious.  When  at  the 
age  of  seven,  she  began  to  interest  him,  and  he  himself, 
approaching  old  age,  began  seriously  to  consider  whether 
he  should  select  her  as  his  heiress,  for  hitherto  he  had  not  ffL 

formed  any  decided  or  definite  notions  on  the  matter — he 
was  startled  by  a  temper  so  vehement,  so  self-willed  and  * 
sternly  imperious,  so  obstinately  bent  upon  attaiuing  its 
object,  so  indiflferently  contemptuous  of  warning,  reproof, 
coaxing,  or  punishment,  that  her  governess  honestly  came 
to  him  in  .despair. 

The  management  of  this  unmanageable  child  interested 
Sir  Miles.  It  caused  him  to  think  of  Lucretia  seriously ; 
it  caused  him  to  have  her  much  hi  kh  society,  and  always 
in  his  thoughts ;  the  result  was^that  by  amusing,  and  oc- 
cupying him,  she  forced  a  stronger  hold  on  his  aflections 
than  she  might  hare  done  had  sh;B  been  more  like  the 
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ordinary  ran  of  commonplace  children.  Of  all  dogs,  there 
is  no  dog  that  so  attaches  a  master  as  a  dog  that  snarls  at 
everybody  else, —  that  no  other  hand  can  ventare  to  pat 
with  impunity ;  of  all  horses,  there  is  none  which  so  flatters 
the  rider,  from  Alexander  downward,  as  a  horse  that  no- 
body else  can  ride.  Extend  this  principle  to  the  human 
species,  and  you  may  understand  why  Lncretia  became  so 
dear  to  Sir  Miles  St.  John — she  got  at  his  heart  through 
his  vanity.  For  though,  at  times,  her  brow  darkened,  and 
her  eye  flashed  even  at  his  remonstrance,  she  waa  yet  no 
sooner  in  bis  society  than  she  made  a  marked  di&tinctioA 
between  him  and  the  subordinates,  who  had  hitherto  sought 
to  control  her.  Was  this  affection  ?-^he  thought  so.  Alas, 
what  parent  can  trace  the  workings  of  a  child's  mind—* 
springs  moved  by  an  idle  word  from  a  oarse — a  whispered 
conference  between  hirelings  I  Was  it  possible  that  La- 
cretia  had  not  often  been  menaced,  as. the  direst^ evil  that 
could  befall  her,  with  her  uncle's  displeasure;  that  long 
before  she  could  be  sensible  of  mere  worldly  loss  or  profit, 
she  was  not  impressed  with  a  vague  sense  of  Sir  Miles's 
power  over  her  fate ;  nay,  when  trampling,  in  childish 
wrath  and  scorn,  upon  some  menial's  irritable  feelings,  was 
it  possible  that  she  had  not  been  told  that,  but  for  Sir 
Miles,  she  would  be  little  better  than  a  servant  ^rself  ? 
Be  this  as  it  may,  all  weakness  is  prone  to  dissimulate  ;^ 
and  rare  and  happy  is  the  child  whose  feelings  are  as  pure 
and  transparent  as  the  fond  parent  deems  them.  There  is 
something  in  children,  too,  which  seems  like  an  instinctive 
deference  to  the  aristocratic  appearances  which  sway  the 
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world.  Sir  Miles's  stately  person — his  imposing  dress,  tiae 
respect  with  which  he  was  surrounded — all  tended  to  beget 
notions  of  saperiority  and  power,  to  which  it  was  no  shame 
to  succamb,  as  it  was  to  Miss  Black,  the  governess,  whom 
the  maids  answered  pertly,  or  Martha,  the  nurse,  whom 
Miss  Black  snubbed  if  Lucretia  tore  her  frock. 

Sir  Miles's  affection  once  won — his  penetration  not  per« 
haps  blinded  to  her  more  evident  faults,  but  his  self-love 
soothed  toward  regarding  them  leniently — there  was  much 
in  Lucre tia's  external  gifts  which  justified  the  predilectiou 
of  the  haughty  man.  As  a  child,  she  was  beautiful,  and, 
perhaps,  from  her  very  imperfections  of  temper,  her  beauty 
had  that  air  of  distinction  which  the  love  of  command  is 
apt  to  confer.  If  Sir  Miles  was  with  his  friends  when  Lu- 
cretia swept  into  the  room,  he  was  pleased  to  hear  them 
call  her  their  little  **  princess,"  and  pleased  yet  more  at  a 
certain  dignified  tranquillity  with  which  she  received  their 
caresses  or  their  toys,  and  which  he  regarded  as  the  sign 
of  a  superior  mind :  nor  was  it  long,  indeed,  before  what 
we  call  a  superior  mind  developed  itself  in  the  young  Lu« 
cretia.  All  children  are  quick  till  they  are  set  methodically 
to  study ;  but  Lucretia's  quickness  defied  even  that  numb- 
ing ordeal,  by  which  half  of  us  are  rendered  dunces.  Ra- 
pidity arid  precision  in  all  the  tasks  set  to  her, — in  the 
comprehension  of  all  the  explanations  given  to  her  ques- 
tions, evinced  singular  powers  of  readiness  and  reasoning. 

As  she  grew  older,  she  became  more  reserved  and 
thoughtful.     Seeing  but  few  children  of  her  own  age,  and 
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mixing  intimately  with  none,  her  mind  was  debarred  from 
the  usual  objects  which  distract  the  vivacity,  the  restless 
and  wondrous  observation,  of  childhood.  She  came  in 
and  out  of  Sir  Miles'a  library  of  a  morning,  or  his  drawing- 
room  of  an  evening  till  her  hour  for  rest,  with  unquestioned 
and  sometimes  unnoticed  freedom ;  she  listened  to  the  con- 
versation around  her,  and  formed  her  own  conclusions  un- 
checked. It  has  a  great  influence  upon  a  child,  whether 
for  good  or  for  evil,  to  mix  early  and  habitually  with  those 
grown  up — for  good  to  the  mere  intellect  always — the  evil 
depends  upon  the  character  and  discretion  of  those  the 
child  sees  and  hears — "  Reverence  the  greatest  is  due  to 
children,"  exclaims  the  wisest  of  the  Romans;*  that  is  to 
say,  that  we  must  revere  the  candor  and  inexperience  and 
innocence  of  their  minds. 

Now  Sir  Miles's  habitual  associates  were  persons  of  the 
world ;  well-bred  and  decorous,  indeed,  before  children,  as 
the  best  of  the  old  school  were — avoiding  all  anecdotes, 
all  allusions,  for  which  the  prudent  matron  would  send  her 
girls  out  of  the  room  ;  but,  with  that  reserve,  speaking  of 
the  world  as  the  world  goes  ;  if  talking  of  young  A—,  cal- 
culating carelessly  what  he  would  have  when  old  A — ,  his 
father,  died — naturally  giving  to  wealth,  and  station,  and 
ability,  their  fixed  importance  in  life — not  over-apt  to 
single  out  for  eulogium  some  quiet  goodness,  rather  in- 
clined to  speak  with  irony  of  pretensions  to  virtue — ^rarely 
speaking  but  with  respect  of  the  worldly  seemings  which 

*  Cioero.     The  sentiment  is  borrowed  by  Juvenal. 


C 


I 


I 


LUOBETIA.  )5 

rale  mankind; — all  these  had  their  inevitable  effect  npon 
that  keen,  qaick,  yet  moody  and  reflective  intellect. 

Sir  Miles  removed  at  last  to  Laughton.  He  gave  np 
London — why,  he  acknowledged  not  to  himself;  but  it 
was  becanse  he  had  outlived  his  age — most  of  his  old  set 
were  gone — new  hours,  new  habits  had  stolen  in.  He  had 
ceased  to  be  of  importance  as  a  marrying  man,  as  a  per- 
sonage of  fashion ;  his  health  was  impaired ;  he  shrank 
from  the  &tigues  of  a  contested  election  ;  he  resigned  his 
seat  in  Parliament  for  his  native  county,  and,  once  settled 
at  Langhton,  the  life  there  soothed  and  flattered  him — 
there,  all  his  former  claims  to  distinction  were  still  fresh. 
He  amused  himself  by  collecting,  in  his  old  halls  and 
chambers,  his  stataes  and  pictores,  and  felt  that,  without 
fatigue  or  trouble,  he  was  a  greater  man  at  Langhton 
in  his  old  age,  than  he  had  been  in  London  daring  his 
youth. 

Lucretia  was  then  thirteen.  Three  years  afterward, 
Olivier  Dalibard  was  established  in  the  house,  and  from 
that  time  a  great  change  became  noticeable  in  her.  The 
irregular  vehemence  of  her  temper  gradually  subsided,  and 
was  replaced  by  an  habitual  self-command,  which  rendered 
the  rare  deviations  from  it  more  efi'ective  and  imposing. 
Her  pride  changed  its  character  wholly  and  permanently ; 
no  word,  no  look  of  scorn  to  the  low-born  and  the  poor 
escaped  her.  The  mascnline  studies  which  her  erndite 
tutor  opened  to  a  grasping  and  inquisitive  mind,  elevated 
her  very  errors  above  the  petty  distinctions  of  class.  She 
indbibed  earnestly  what  Palibard  assumed  or  felt,—- the 
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more  dangerous  pridd  of  the  fallen  angel, — and  sec  up  the 
intellect  as  a  deity.  All  belonging  to  the  mere  study  of 
mind  charmed  and  enchained  her ;  bat  actlTe  and  practical 
in  her  very  reveries,  if  she  brooded,  it  was  to  scheme,  td 
plot,  to  weave  web  and  mesh,  and  to  smile  in  haughty  trl* 
nmph  at  her  own  ingenuity  and  daring.  The  first  lesson 
of  mere  worldly  wisdom  teaches  as  to  command  temper; 
it  vae  worldly  wisdom  that  made  the  once  impetnons  girl 
calm,  tranqail,  and  serene.  Sir  Miles  was  pleased  by  a 
change  that  removed  from  Lacretia^s  outward  character 
its  chief  blot ;  perhaps,  as  his  frame  declined,  he  si^ed 
3ometimes  to  think  that  with  so  mach  majesty  there  ap- 
peared bat  little  tenderness;  he  took,  however,  the  merits 
with  the  faults,  and  was  content  apon  the  whole. 

If  the  Provett9al  had  taken  more  than  common  pains 
with  his  yonng  pupil,  the  pains  were  not  solely  disinterested. 
In  plunging  her  mind  amid  that  profound  corruption  which 
belongs  only  to  intellect  cultivated  in  scorn  of  good,  and 
in  suppression  of  heart,  he  had  his  own  views  to  serve. 
He  watched  the  age  when  the  passions  ripen;  and  he 
grasped  at  the  fruit  which  his  training  sought  to  mature. 
In  the  human  heart  ill  regulated  there  is  a  dark  desire  for 
the  forbidden.  This  Lueretia  flelt — this  her  stndiea  cher- 
ished, and  her  thoughts  brooded  over.  She  detected,  with 
the  quickness  of  her  sex,  the  preceptor's  stealthy  aim.  She 
started  not  at  the  danger.  Proud  of  her  mastery  over  her- 
self, she  rather  triumphed  in  luring  on  into  weakness  this 
master-intelligence  which  had  lighted  np  her  own, — to  see 
her  slave  in  her  teacher — ^to  despise  or  to  pity  him  whom 
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At  had  first  eontemplated  witfalkw«.  And  with  this  mere 
pride  of  the  anderstanding  might  be  coDDected  that  of  the 
eex ;  she  had  attained  the  years  whea  woman  is  cnrions  to 
know  and  to  sound  her  power.  To  inflame  Dalibard's 
cupidity  or  ambition  was  easy ;  but  to  touch  his  hetbrt — 
that  marble  heart] — this  had  its  dignity  and  its  charm. 
Strange  to  say,  she  succeeded  The  passion,  as  well  as 
interest,  of  this  dangerous  and  able  man  became  enlisted 
in  his  hopes ;  and  now  the  game  played  between  them  had 
a  terror  in  its  suspense;  for  if  Dalibard  penetrated  not 
into  the  recesses  of  his  pupil's  complicated  natnre,  she  was 
far  from  having  yet  sooDded'  the  hell  that  lay  black  and 
devoQring  beneath  his  own.  Not  through  her  affections— « 
those  he  fcarce  hoped  for^^but  through  her  inexperience, 
her  vanity,  her  passions,  he  contemplated  the  path  to  his 

W  victory  over  her  soul  and  her  fate.  And  so  resolute,  so 
wily,  so  unscrupulous  was  this  person  who  had  played 
upon  all  the  subtlest  keys  and  chords  in  the  scale  of  turbu* 
lent  life,  that,  despite  the  lofty  smile  with  which  Lucretia 
at  length  heard  and  repelled  his  suit,  he  had  no  fear  of  the 
ultimate  issue, — when  all  his  projects  were  traversed,  all 
his  mines  and  stratagems  abruptly  brought  to  a  close,  by 
an  ^nt  which  he  had  wholly  unforeseen — the  appearance 
i  of  a  rival;  the  ardent  and  almost  purifying  love,  which, 
escaping  awhile  from  all  the  demons  he  had  evoked,  she  had, 
with  a  girl's  frank  heart  and  impulse,  conceived  for  Main- 
waring.  And  here,  indeed,  was  the  great  crisis  in  Lu- 
cretia's  life  and  destiny.  So  interwoven  with  her  nature 
had  become  the  bard  calculations  of  the  understanding; 
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80  habitual  to  her  now  was  the  zest  for  scheming^  which 
revels  in  the  play  and  vivacity  Of  iotrigae  and  plot,  and 
which  Shakspeare  has,  perhaps,  intended  chiefly  to  depict 
in  the  villainy  of  lago,  that  it  is  probable  Lncretia  could 
never  become  a  character  thoroughly  amiable  and  honest. 
But  with  a  happy  and  well-placed  love,  her  ambition  might 
have  had  legitimate  vents;  her  restless  energies,  the  wo- 
man's natural  field  in  sympathies  for  another.  The  heart 
once  opened  softens  by  use :  gradually  and  unconsciously 
the  interchange  of  affection,  the  companionship  with  an 
upright  and  ingenuous  mind  (for  virtue  is  not  only  beauti- 
ful— it  is  contagious)  might  have  had  their  redeeming  and 
hallowing  influence.  Happier,  indeed,  had  it  been,  if  her 
choice  had  fallen  upon  a  more  commanding  and  lofty  na- 
ture. But  perhaps  it  was  the  very  meekness  and  suscepti- 
bility of  Mainwaring's  temper,  relieved  from  feebleness  by 
his  talents,  which,  once  in  play,  were  undeniably  great, 
that  pleased  her  by  contrast  with  her  own  hardness  of 
spirit  and  despotism  of  will. 

That  Sir  Miles  should  have  been  blind  to  the  position  of 
the  lovers,  is  less  disparaging  to  his  penetration  than  it 
may  appear ;  for  the  very  imprudence  with  which  Lncretia 
abandoned  herself  to  the  society  of  Main  waring  during  his 
visits  at  Laugh  ton,  took  a  resemblance  to  candor.  Sir 
Miles  knew  his  niece  to  be  more  than  commonly  clever 
and  well  informed  ;  that  she,  like  him,  should  feel  that  the 
conversation  of  a  superior  young  man  was  a  relief  to  the 
ordinary  babble  of  their  country  neighbors,  was  natural 
enough ;  and  if  now  and  then  a  doubt,  a  fear,  had  crossed 
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his  mind,  and  rendered  him  more  toacbed  than  he  liked  to 
own  by  Yemen's  remarks,.it  had  vanished  upon  perceiving 
that  Lucretia  never  seemed  a  sliade  more  pensive  in  Main- 
waring's  absence.  The  listlessoess  and  the  melancholy 
which  are  apt  to  accompany  love,  especially  where  unpro- 
pitiously placed,  were  not  visible  on  the  surface  of  this 
strong  nature.  In  truth,  once  assured  that  Mainwaring 
returned  her  affection,  Lucretia  reposed  on  the  future  with 
a  calm  and  resolute  confidence;  and  her  customary  dis- 
simulation closed  like  an  unruffled  sea  over  all  the  under- 
currents that  met  and  played  below.  Still  Sir  Miles's 
attention  once,  however  slightly,  aroused  to  the  recollec- 
tion that  Lucretia  was  at  the  age  when  woman  naturally 
meditates  upon  love  and  marriage,  had  suggested,  afresh 
and  more  vividly,  a  project  which  had  before  been  indis- 
tinctly conceived,  viz.,  the  union  of  the  divided  branches  of 
his  house  by  the  marriage  of  the  last  male  of  the  Yernons 
with  the  heiress  of  the  St.  Johns.  Sir  Miles  had  seen 
much  of  Yernon  himself,  at  various  intervals :  he  had  been 
present  at  his  christening,  though  he  had  refused  to  be  his 
godfather,  fpr  fear  of  raising  undue  expectations ;  he  had 
visited  and  munificently  "  tipped  "  him  at  Eton ;  he  had 
accompanied  him  to  his  quarters  when  he  joined  the 
Prinee's  regiment ;  he  had  come  often  in  contact  with 
him,  when,  at  the  death  of  his  father,  Yernon  retired  from 
the  army  and  blazed  in  the  front  ranks  of  metropolitan 
fashion ;  he  had  given  him  counsel,  and  had  even  lent  him 
money.  Yernon's  spendthrift  habits,  and  dissipated  if  not 
dissolute  life,  had  certainly  confirmed  the  old  baronet  in 
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his  Intentions  to  trust  the  lands  of  Langhton  to  the  lesser 
risk  which  property  incors  in  .the  hands  of  a  female,  if 
tightly  settled  on  her,  than  in  the  more  colossal  and  multi- 
form luxuries  of  an  expensive  man  ;  and  to  do  him  justice, 
during  the  flush  of  Vernon's  riotous  career,  be  had  shrunk 
from  the  thought  of  confiding  the  happiness  of  his  niece  to 
so  unstable  a  partner.  But  of  late,  whether  from  his  im- 
paired health,  or  his  broken  fortunes,  Vernon's  follies  had 
been  less  glaring.  He  had  now  arrived  at  the  mature  age 
of  thirty-three,  when  wild  oats  may  reasonably  be  sown. 
The  composed  and  steadfast  character  of  Lucretia  might 
serve  to  guide  and  direct  him:  and  Sir  Miles  was  one  of  those 
who  hold  the  doctrine  that  a  reformed  rake  makes  the  best 
husband ;  add  to  this,  there  was  nothing  in  Vernon's  repu- 
tation (once  allowing  that  his  thirst  for  pleasure  was  slaked) 
which  could  excite  serious  apprehensions.  Through  all  his 
difficulties,  he  had  maintained  his  honor  unblemished ;  a 
thousand  traits  of  amiability  and  kindness  of  heart  n\ade 
him  popular  and  beloved.  He  was  nobody's  enemy  but 
his  own.  His  very  distresses — the  prospect  of  his  ruin,  if 
left  unassisted  by  Sir  Miles's  jbestamentary  dispositions — 
were  arguments  in  his  favor.  And,  after  all,  though  Lu- 
cretia was  a  nearer  relation,  Vernon  was  in  truth  the  direct 
male  heir,  and,  according  to  the  usual  prejudices  of  family, 
therefore,  the  fitter  representative  of  the  ancient  line.  With 
these  feelings  and  views,  be  had  invited  Vernon  to  his 
house,  and  we  have  seen  already  that  his  favorable  im- 
pressions had  been  confirmed  by  the  visit. 
And  here,  we  must  say,  that  Vernon  himself  had  been 
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brought  ap  in  boyhood  and  joath  to  regard  himself  the 
presamptiFe  Inheritor  of-  Langhton.  It  had  been,  fgom 
time  immemorial,  the  custom  of  the  St.  Johns  to  pass  bj 
^  the  claims  of  females  in  the  settlement  of  the  entails :  ffiom 
male  to  male  the  estate  bad  gone — famishing  warriors  to 
the  army  and  senators  to  the  state.  And  if  when  Ln- 
cretia  first  came  to  Sir  Miles^s  hoase  the  bright  prospect 
s^med  somewhat  obscured,  still  the  misalliance  of  the 
mother,  and  Sir  Miles's  obstinate  resentment  thereat, 
seemed  to  warrant  the  supposition  that  he  would  prob- 
ably  only  lea^e  to  the  orphan  the  usual  portion  of  a 
daughter  of  the  house,  and  that  the  lands  would  go  in 
their  ordinary  destination.  This  belief,  adopted  passively, 
and  as  a  thing  of  course,  had  had  a  Tery  prejudicial  effect 
upon  Vernon's  career.  What  mattered  that  he  overen- 
joyed  his  jouth,  that  the  subordinate  property  of  the  Yer- 
nons,  a  paltry  four  or  five  thousand  pounds  a  year,  went 
a  little  too  fast — ^tbe  splendid  estates  of  Laughton  would 
recover  all.  From  this  dream  he  had  only  been  awakened 
two  or  three  years  before,  by  an  attachment  he  had  formed 
to  the  portionless  daughter  of  an  earl ;  and  the  Grange 
being  too  far  encumbered  to  allow  him  the  proper  settle- 
ments which  the  lady's  family  required,  it  became  a  matter 
of  importance  to  ascertain  Sir  Miles's  intentions.  Too 
delicate  himself  to  sound  them,  he  had  prevailed  upon  the 
earl,  who  was  well  acquainted  with  Sir  Miles,  to  take 
Langhton  in  his  way  to  his  own  seat  in  Dorsetshire,  and, 
without  betraying  the  grounds  of  his  interest  in  the  ques- 
tion, learn  carelessly,  as  it  were,  the  views  of  -the  wealthy 
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man.  The  resnlt  had  been  a  severe  and  terrible  disap- 
pointment Sir  Miles  had  then  fall}!;  determined  npon 
constituting  Lncretia  his  heiress,  and,  with  the  nsnal  open- 
ness of  his  character,  he  had  plainly  said  so,  npon  the  very 
first  covert  and  polished  allusion  to  the  subject,  which  the 
earl  slily  made.  This  discovery,  in  breaking  off  all  hopes 
of  an  nnion  .with  Lady  Mary  Stanville,  had  crushed  more 
than  mercenary  expectations.  It  affected,  through  his 
heart,  Yernon's  health  and  spirits ;  it  rankled  deep,  and 
was  resented  at  first  as  a  fatal  injury.  But  Yemon's 
native  nobility  of  disposition  gradually  softened  an  indig- 
nation which  his  reason  convinced  him  was  groundless  and 
unjust.  Sir  Miles  had  never  encouraged  the  expectations, 
which  Yernon's  family  and  himself  had  unthinkingly  formed. 
The  baronet  was  master  of  his  own  fortune,  and,  after  all, 
was  it  not  more  natural  that  he  should  prefer  the  child  he 
had  brought  up  and  reared,  to  a  distant  relation,  little  more 
than  an  acquaintance,  simply  because  man  succeeded  to 
man  in  the  mouldy  pedigree  of  the  St.  Johns  ?   ^^nd,  Mary 

fairly  lost  to  him,  his  copstitutional  indifference  to  money, 

• 

a  certain  French  levity  of  temper,  a  persuasion  that  his 
life  was  nearing  its  wasted  close,  had  left  him  without  re- 
gret, as  without  resentment,  at  his  kinsman's  decision. 
His  boyish  affection  for  the  hearty,  generous  old  gentle- 
man returned,  and  though  he  abhorred  the  country,  he  had, 
without  a  |ingle  interested  thought  or  calculation,  cor* 
dially  accepted  the  baronet^s  hospitable  overtures,  and 
deserted,  for  the  wilds  of  Hampshire,  'Hhe  sweet  shady 
sideofPalLMall." 
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We  may  now  enter  the  drawing-room  at  Laaghton,  in 
which  were  already  assembled  several  of  the  families  re- 
aiding  in  the  more  immediate  neighborhood,  and  who 
sociably  dropped  in  to  chat  around  the  national  tea-table, 
play  a  rubber  at  whi^t  or  make  up,  by  the  help  of  two  or 
three' children  and  two  or  three  grandpapas,  a  merry  coun- 
try dance.  For,  in  that  happy  day,  people  were  much 
more  sociable  than  they  are  now,  in  the  houses  of  our 
rural  Thanes.  Our  country  seats  became  bustling  «aud 
animated  after  the  Birthday ;  many  even  of  the  more  im- 
portant families  resided,  indeed,  all  the  year  round  on 
their  estates..  The  Continent  was  closed  to  us ;  the  fas- 
tidious exclusiveness  which  comes  from  habitual  residence 
in  cities,  had  not  made  that  demarkation  in  castes  and  in 
talk,  between  neighbor  and  neighbor,  which  exists  now. 
Our  squjjres  were  less  educated,  less  refined,  but  more  hos- 
pitable and  unassuming.  In  a  word;  ther^  was  what  does 
not  eirist  now,  except  in  some  districts  remote  from  Lon- 
don,— a  rural  society  for  those  who  sought  it. 

The  party,  as  we  enter,  is  grouped  somewhat  thus — but 
first,  we  must  cast  a  glance  at  the  room  itself,  which  rarely 
failed  to  be  the  first  object  to  attract  a  stranger's  notice. 
It  was  a  long,  and  not  particularly  well-proportioned  apart- 
ment, according,  at  least,  to  mpdern  notions,  for  it  had 
rather  the  appearance  of  two  rooms  thrown  into  one.  At 
the  distance  of  about  thirty-five  feet,  the  walls,  before 
somewhat  narrow,  were  met  by  an  arch,  supported  by 
caryed  pilasters,  which  opened  into  a  space  nearly  double 
tne  width  of  tne  previous  part  of  the  room,  wim  a  domed 
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ceiliog,  and  an  embayed  window  of  sooh  depth  that  the 

recesa  almost  formed  a  chamber  in  itself.  Bat  both  these 
divisions  of  the  apartment  corresponded  exactly  in  point 
of  decoration ;  they  had  the  same  small  paneling,  painted 
a  very  light  green,  which  seemed  almost  whit€  by  candle- 
light)  each  compartment  wrought  with  an  arabesque,  the 
same  enriched  frieze  and  cornice ;  they  had  the  same  high 
mantle-pieces,  ascending  to  the  ceiling,  with  the  arms  of 
St.*  John  in  bold  relief.  They  had,  too,  the  same  old- 
fashioned  and  venerable  fnmitare,  draperies  of  thick  figured 
velvet,  with  immense  chairs  and  sofas  to  correspond,  inter- 
spersed, it  is  true,  with  more  modem  and  commodious 
inventions  of  the  upholsterer^s  art,  in  grave  stuffed  leather, 
or  iively  chintz.  Two  windows,  nearly  as  deep  as  that  in 
the  farther  division,  broke  the  outline  of  the  former  one, 
and  helped  to  give  that  irregular  and  nooky  a];^)earance 
to  the  apartm^t,  which  took  all  discomfort  from  its  ex- 
tent, and  furnished  all  convenience  for  solitary  study  or 
detached  flirtation.  With  little  respect  for  the  carved 
work  of  the  panels,  the  walls  Were  covered  with  pictures 
brought  by  Sir  Miles  from*  Italy ;  here  and  there  marble 
busts  and  statues  gave  lightness  to  the  character  of  the 
room,  and  harmonized  well  with  that  half-Italian  mode  of 
decoration  which  belongs  to  the  period  of  James  I.  The 
shape  of  the  chamber,  in  its  divisions,  lent  itself  admi- 
rably to  that  friendly  and  sociable  intermixture  of  amuse- 
ments which  reconciles  the  tastes  of  young  and  old.  In 
the  first  division,  near  the  fire-place,  Sir  Miles,  seated  in 
his  easy-cnair,  and  sheltered  from  the  opening  door  oy  a 
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seTeofold  tapestry  screen,  was  still  at  chess  with  his  li- 
brarian. At  a  little  distance,  a  middle*aged  gentleman » 
and  three  tarbaned  matrons,  were  catting  in  at  whisU* 
shilling  points — with  a  half-crown  bet,  optional,  and  not 
much  Tentnred  on.  On  tables,  drawn  into  the  recesses  of 
the  windows,  were  the  daj's  newspapers,  Gilray's  carica- 
tures, the  last  new  publications,  and  sneh  other  iagenions 
suggestions  to  diit>chat  And  round  these  tables  grouped 
those  who  had  not  yet  found  elsewhere  their  erening'^ 
amusement ;  two  or  three  shy  young  clergymen,  the  parish 
doctor,  four  or  five  squires,  who  felt  great  interest  in  poli- 
tics, but  nerer  dreamt  of  the  extravagance  of  taking  in  a 
daily  paper,  and  who  now,  monopolising  all  the  journals 
they  could  find,  began  fairly  with  the  heroic  resoiation  to 
skip  nothing,  from  the  first  advertisement  to  the  printer's 
name.  Amid  one  of  these  groups,  Jdain waring  had  bash- 
fully ensconced  himself.  In  the  farther  division,  the  chan 
delie/,  suspended  from  the  domed  ceiling,  Uirew  its  cheerful 
light  over  a  large  circular  table  below,  on  which  gleamed 
the  ponderous  tea^orn,  of  massive  silver,  with  its  usual 
accompaniments.  Nor  were  wanting  there,  in  addition  to 
those  airy  nothings  sliced  infinitesimally  from  a  French 
roll  the  more  substantial,  and  now  exiled  cheer,  of  cakes 

plum  and  seed,  Yorkshire  and  saffron — attesting  the 

light  hand  of  the  housekeeper,  and  the  strong  digestion  of 
the  guests.  Bound  this  table  were  seated,  in  full  gossip, 
t^e  maids  and  the  matrons,  with  a  slight  sprinkling  of  the 
bolder  young  gentlemen  who  had  be*en  taught  to  please 
the  fair.     The  warmth  of  the  evening  allowed  the  upper 

VOL.  I. — 8^ 
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casement  to  be  opened  and  the  cartains  drawn  aside,  and 
the  July  moonlight  feebly  straggled  against  the  blaze  of 
the  lights  within.  At  this  table  it  was  Miss  Clarering's 
obvious  daty  to  preside ;  bat  that  was  a  complaisance  to 
which  she  rarely  condescended.  Nevertheless,  she  had  her 
own  way  of  doing  the  honor  of  her  ancle's  -house,  which 
was  not  without  courtesy  and  grace ;  to  glide  from  one  to 
the  other,  exchange  a  few  friendly  words,  see  that  each 
set  had  its  well-known  amusements,  and,  finally,  sit  quietly 
down  to  converse  with  some  who,  from  gravity  or  age, 
appeared  most  to  neglect,  or  be  neglected  by  the  rest,  was 
her  ordinary,  and  not  unpopular  mode  of  welcoming  the 
guests  at  Laughton — not  unpopular,  for  she  thus  avoided 
all  interference  with  the  flirtations  and  conqaests  of  hum- 
bler damsels,  whom  her  station  and  her  endowments  might 
otherwise  have  crossed  or  humbled,  while  she  insured  the 
good  word  of  the  old,  to  whom  the  young  are  seldom 
80  attentive.  But  if  a  stranger  of  more  than  provincial 
repute  chanced  to  be  present,  if  some  stray  member 
of  parliament,  or  barrister  on  the  circuit,  or  wandering 
artist,  accompanied  any  of  the  neighbors,  to  him  Lucretia 
gave  more  earnest  and  undivided  attention.  Him  she 
sought  to  draw  into  a  conversation  deeper  than  the  usual 
babble,  and  with  her  calm,  searching  eyes,  bent  on  him 
while  he  spoke,  seemed  to  fathom  the  intellect  she  set  in 
play.  But  as  yet,  this  evening,  she  had  not  made  her  ap* 
pearance  —  a  sin  against  etiquette  very  unusual  in  her. 
Perhaps  her  recent  conversation  with  Dalibard  had  ab- 
sorbed her  thoughts  to  forgetfulness  of  the  less  important 
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demands  on  her  attention.  Her  absence  had  not  inter- 
fered with  the  gayetj  at  the  tea-table,  which  wad  frank 
even  to  noisiness ;  as  it  centered  round  the  laughing  face 
of  Ardworth,  who,  though  unknown  to  niQSt  or  all  of  the 
ladies  present,  beyond  a  brief  introduction  to  one  or  two 
of  the  first  comers  from  Sir  Miles  (as  the  host  had  risen 
from  his  chess  to  bid  them  welcome),  had  already  con- 
trived to  make  himself  perfectly  at  home  and  outrageously 
popular.  Niched  between  two  bouncing  lasses,  he  had 
commenced  acquaintance  with  them  in  a  strain  of  familiar 
drollery  and  fun,  which  had  soon  broadened  its  circle,  and 
now  embraced  the  whole  group  in  the  happy  contagion  of 
good  humor  and  young  animal  spirits,  Gabriel,  allowed 
to  sit  up  later  than  his  usual. hour,  had  not,  as  might  have 
been  expected,  attached  himself  to  this  circle,  nor  indeed 
to  any;  he  might  be  seen  moving  quietly  about  —  now 
contemplating  the  pictures  on  the  wall  with  a  curious  eye 
— now  pausing  at  the  whist-table,  and  noting  the  game 
with  the  interest  of  an  embryo  gamester — now  throwing 
himself  on  an  ottoman,  and  trying  to  coax  toward  him 
Dash  or  Ponto — trying  in  vain,  (or  both  the  dogs  abhorred 
him ;  yet  still,  through  all  this  general  movement,  had  any 
one  taken  the  pains  to  observe  him  closely,  it  might  have 
been  sufficiently  apparent  that  his  keen,  bright,  restless  eye, 
from  the  corner  of  its  long  sly  lids,  roved  chiefly  toward 
the  three  persons  whom  he  approached  the  least -^  his 
father,  Mainwaring,  and  Mr.  Vernon.  This  last  had  en- 
sconced himself  apart  from  all,  in  the  angle  formed  by  one 
of  the  pilasters  of  the  arch  that  divided  the  room,  so  that 
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he  was  in  commaiid)  as  it  were,  of  both  sections.  Re- 
clined, with  the  careless  grace  that  seemed  inseparable 
from  every  attitude  and  motion  of  his  person,  in  one  of 
the  great  velvet  chairs,  with  a  book  in  his  hand,  which,  to 
say  truth,  was  turned  upside  down,  but  in  the  lecture  of 
which  he  seemed  absorbed — he  heard  at  one  hand  the 
mirthful  laughter  that  circled  round  young  Ardworth,  or, 
in  its  pauses,  caught,  on  the  other  side,  muttered  exclama- 
tions from  the  grave  whist-players  —  ''If  you  had  but 
trumped  that  diamond,  ma'am  I''-^*'  Bless  me,  sir,  it  was 
the  best  heart  I"  And  somehow  or  other,  both  the  laugh- 
ter and  exclamations  affected  him  alike,  with  what  then 
was  called  "  the  spleen  " — for  the  one  reminded  him  of  his 
own  young  days  of  joyous,  careless  mirth,  of  which  his 
mechanical  gayety  now  was  but  a  mocking  ghost,  and  the 
other  seemed  a  satire,  a  parody,  on  the  fierce  but  noiseless 
rapture  of  gaming,  through  which  his  passions  had  passed 
— when  thousands  had  slipped  away  with  a  bland  smile, 
provoking  not  one  of  those  natural  ebullitions  of  emotion 
which  there  accompanied  the  loss  of  a  shilling  point*  And 
besides  this,  Yernon  had  been  so  accustomed  to  the  success 
of  the  drawing-room,  to  be  a  somebody  and  a  something 
in  the  company  of  wits  and  princes,  that  he  felt,  for  the 
first  time,  a  sense  of  insignificance  in  this  provincial  circle. 
Those  fat  squires  had  heard  nothing  of  Mr.  Vernon,  ex- 
cept that  he  would  not  have  Laughton — he  had  no  acres, 
no  vote  in  their  county — he  was  a  nobody  to  them.  Those 
ruddy  maidens,  though  now  and  then,  indeed,  one  or  two 
might  steal  an  admiring  glance  at  a  figure  of  elegance  jo 
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a&asual,  regarded  him  not  with  the  female  interest  he  had 
been  accustomed  to  inspire.  Thej  felt  instinctiyelj  that 
he  coald  be  nothing  to  them,  nor  thej  to  him — a  mere 
London  fop,  and  not  half  so  handsome  as  Sqaires  Bluff 
and  Chnff. 

Rousing  himself  from  this  little  vexation  to  his  vanity, 
with  a  conscious  smile  at  his  own  weakness,  Yemon  turned 
his  looks  toward  the  door,  waiting  for  Lucretia's  entrance, 
and,  since  her  uncle's  address  to  him,  feeling  that  new  and 
indescribable  interest  in  her  appearance,  which  is  apt  to 
steal  into  every  breast,  when  what  was  before  but  an  indif- 
ferent acquaintance  is  suddenly  enhaloed  with  the  light  of 
a  possible  wife.  At  length,  the  door,  opened,  and  Lucretia 
entered.  Mr.  Yernon  lowered  his  book,  and  gazed  with 
an  earnestness  that  partook  both  of  doubt  and  admiration. 

Lucretia  Clavering  was  tall — tall  beyond  what  is  ad- 
mitted to  be  tall  in  woman ;  but  in  her  height  there  was 
nothing  either  awkward  or  masculine — a  figure  more  per- 
fect never  served  for  model  to  a  sculptor.  The  dress  at 
that* day,  unbecoming  as  we  now  deem  it,  was  not  to  her — 
at  least,  on  the  whole — disadvantageous.  The  short  waist 
gave  greater  sweep  to  her  majestic  length  of  limb,  while 
the  classic  thinness  of  the  drapery  betrayed  the  exact  pro- 
portion  and  the  exquisite  contour.  Tlie  arms  then  were 
worn  bare  almost  to  the  shoulder,  and  Lucretia's  arms  were 
not  more  faultless  in  shape  than  dazzling  in  their  snowy 
<*olor — the  stately  neck,  the  falling  shoulders,  the  firm, 
slight,  yet  rounded  bust — all  would  have  charmed  equally 
the  artist  and  the  sensualist.     Fortunately,  the  sole  defect 
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of  her  form  was  not  apparent  at  a  distance :  that  defect 
was  in  the  hand ;  it  had  not  the  usual  faults  of  female 
jouthfqlness — the  superfluity  of  flesh,  the  too  rosy  health- 
fulness  of  color;  on  the  contrary,  it  was  small  and  thin, 
but  it  was,  nevertheless,  more  the  hand  of  a  man  than  a 
woman ;  the  shape  had  a  man's  nervoas  distinctness,  the 
veins  swelled  like  sinews,  the  joints  of  the  fingers  were 
marked  and  prominent.    In  that  hand,  it  almost  seemed  as 
if  the  iron  force  of  the  character  betrayed  itself.     But  as 
we  have  said,  this  slight  defect,  which  few,  if  seen,  would 
hypercritically  notice,  could  not  of  course  be  perceptible  as 
she  moved  slowly  up  the  room ;. and  Yernon's  eye,  glancing 
over  the  noble  figure,  rested  upon  Ihe  face.     Was  it  hand- 
some ? — was  it  repelling  ?     Strange  that  in  feature  it  had 
pretensions  to  the  highest  order  of  beauty,  and  yet,  even 
that  experienced  connoisseur  in  female  charms  was  almost 
puzzled  what  sentence  to  pronounce.    The  hair,  as  was  the 
fashion  of  the  day,  clustered  in  profuse  curls  over  the  fore- 
head, but  could  not  conceal  a  slight  line  or  wrinkle  between 
the  brows ;  and  this  line,  rare  in  women  at  any  age,  rare 
evBu  in  men  at  hers,  gave  an  expression  at  once  of  thought 
and  sternness  to  the  whole  face.    The  eyebrows  themselves 
were  straight,  and  not  strongly  marked  —  a  shade  or  two 
perhaps  too  light,  a  fault  still  more  apparent  in  the  lashes; 
the  eyes  were  large,  full,  and,  though  bright,  astonishingly 
calm  and  deep,  at  least  in  ordinary  moments ;  yet  withal 
they  wanted  the  charm  of  that  steadfast  and  open  look, 
which  goes  at  once  to  the  heart  and  invites  its  trust;  their 
expression  was  rather  vague  and  abstracted.     She  usually 
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looked  aslant  while  she  spoke,  and  this,  which  with  some 
appears  bat  shyness,  in  one  so  self-collected  had  an  air  of 
falsehood,  ^ut  when,  at  times,  if  earnest,  and  bent  rather 
on  examining  those  she  addressed  than  guarding  herself 
from  penetration,  she  fiiced  those  eyes  npon  yon  with  sad- 
den and  direct  scrutiny,  the  gaze  impressed  you  powerfully, 
and  haunted  you  with  a  strange  spell.  The  eye  itself  was 
of  a  peculiar  and  displeasing  color — not  blue,  nor  gray, 
nor  black,  nor  hazel,  but  rather  of  that  cat-like  green, 
which  is  drowsy  in  the  light  and  vivid  in  the  shade.  The 
profile  was  purely  Greek,  and  so  seen,  Lncretia's  beauty 
seemed  incontestable ;.  but  in  front  face,  and  still  more 
when  inclined  between  the  two,  all  the  features  took  a 
Bharpness,  that,  however  regular,  had  something  chilling 
and  severe ;  the  mouth  was  small,  but  the  lips  were  thin 
and' pale,  and  had  an  expression  of  effort  and  contraction, 
which  added  to  the  distrust  that  her  sidelong  glance  was 
calculated  to  inspire.  The  teeth  were  dazzlingly  white, 
but  sharp  and  thin,  and  the  eye-teeth  were  much  longer 
than  the  rest.  The  complexion  was  pale,  but  without 
much  delicacy ;  the  paleness  seemed  not  natural  to  it,  but 
rather  that  hue  which  study  and  late  vigils  give  to  men ; 
80  that  she  wanted  the  freshness  and  bloom  of  youth,  and 
looked  older  than  she  was — an  effect  confirmed  by  an  ab- 
sence of  roundness  in  the  cheek,  not  noticeable  in  the 
profile,  but  rendering  the  front  face  somewhat  harsh  as 
well  as  sharp.  In  a  word,  the  face  and  the  figure  were 
not  in  harmony ;  the  figure  prevented  you  from  pronounc- 
ing her  to  be  masculine — the  face  took  from  the  figure  the 
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charm  of  femisacj.  It  was  the  head  of  the  yoang  Augastoa 
upon  the  form  of  Agrlppina.  One  touch  more,  and  we 
close  a  description,  which  already  perhaps  the  reader  may 
consider  frirolonsly  minote.  If  yon  had  placed  before  the 
mouth  and  lower  part  of  the  face  a  mask  or  bandage,  the 
whole  character  of  the  upper  face  would  have  changed  at 
once;  the  eye  lost  its  glittering  falseness,  the  brow  its 
sinister  contraction ;  yon  would  faav^  pronounced  the  £aee 
not  only  beautiful,  but  sweet  and  womanly.  Take  that 
bandage  suddenly  away,  and  the  change  would  have  startled 
you,  and  startled  you  the  more,  because  you  could  detect 
no  sufiScient  defect  or  disproportion  in  the  lower  part  of 
the  countenance  to  explain  it.  It  was  as  if  the  month  was 
the  key  to  the  whole :  th^  key  nothing  without  the  text, 
the  text  uncomprehended  without  the  'key. 

Such,  then,  was  Lucretia  Clarering  in  ontward  appear- 
ance, at  Uie  age  of  twenty — striking  to  the  most  careless 
eye— interesting  and  perplexing  the  student  in  that  dark 
language,  never  yet  deciphered, — the  human  countenance. 
The  reader  must  have  observed,  that  the  effect  every  face 
that  he  remarks  for  the  first  time  produces,  is  different 
from  the  impression  it  leaves  upon  him  when  habitually 
seen.  Perhaps,  no  two  persons  differ  more  from  each 
other,  than  does  the  same  countenance  in  our  earliest 
recollection  of  it,  from  the  countenance  regarded  in  the 
familiarity  of  repeated  intercourse.  And  this  was  especially 
the  case  with  Lucretia  Olavering's;  the  first  impulse  of 
nearly  all  who  beheld  it  was  distrust  that  partook  of  fear : 
it  almost  inspired  you  with  a  sense  of  danger*     The  jadg- 
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ment  rose  up  against  it ;  the  heart  set  itself  on  its' guard. 
Bat  this  uoeasj  sentiment  soon  died  away  with  most  ob- 
serTers,  in  admiration  at  the  chiseled  ontline,  which,  like 
the  Grecian  scalptare,  gained  the  more  the  more  it  was 
examined;  in  respect  for  the  intellectual  power  of  the 
expression ;  and  iu  fascinated  pleasure  at  the  charm  of  a 
smile,  rarely  employed,  it  is  true,  but  the  more  attractive, 
both  for  that  reason  and  for  its  sudden  effect  in  giving 
brightness  and  persuasion  to  an  aspect  that  needed  them 
BO  much.  It  was  literally  like  the  abrupt  breaking  out  of 
a  sunbeam ;  and  the  repellent  impression  of  the  face,  thus 
familiarised  away,  *the  matchless  form  took  its  natural  in- 
fluence; so  that,  while  one  who  bat  saw  Lucretia  for  a 
moment,  might  have  pronounced  her  almost  plain,  and 
certainly  not  prepossessing  in  appearance,  those  with  whom 
^e  lived,  those  whom  she  sought  to  please,  those  who  saw 
her  daily,  united  in  acknowledgment  of  her  beauty ;  and  if 
they  still  felt  awe,  attributed  it  only  to  the  force  of  her 
understanding. 

As  she  now  came  midway  up  the  room,  Gabriel  started 
from  his  seat  and  ran  to  her  caressingly.  Lucretia  bent 
down,  and  placed  her  hand  upon  his  fair  locks.  As  she 
did  so,  he  whispered : 

''  Mr.  Yernon  has  been  watcbing  for  you." 
"  Hush  I    Where  is  your  father  ?" 
''Behind  the  screen,  at  chess  with  Sir  Miles." 
''With  Sir  Miles  I"  and  Lucret||i's  eye  fell,  with  the 
direct  gaze  we  have  before  referred  to,  upon  the  boy's 
face. 
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"I  have  been  looking  over  them  pretty  often,"  said  he, 
meaningly :  "they  have  talked  of  nothing  but  the  game.*' 

Lacretia  lifted  her  head,  and  glanced  round  with  her 
furtive  eye ;  the  boy  divined  the  search,  and  with  a  scarce 
perceptible  gesture  pointed  her  attention  to  Mainwaring's 
retreat.  Her  vivid  smile  passed  over  her  lips,  as  she 
bowed  slightly  to  her  lover,  and  then  withdrawing  the 
hand  which  Gabriel  had  taken  in  his  own,  she  moved  on, 
passed  Yernon  with  a  commonplace  word  or  two,  and  was 
soon  exchanging  greetings  with  the  gay  merry-makers  in 
the  farther  part  of  the  room.  A  few  minutes  afterward, 
the  servants  entered,  the  tea-table  was  removed,  chairs 
thrust  back — ^a  single  lady  of  a  certain  age  volunteered 
her  services  at  the  piano,  and  dancing  began  within  the 
ample  space  which  the  arch  fenced  off  from  the  whist- 
players.  Vernon  had  watched  his  opportunity,  and  at 
the  first  sound  of  the  piano  had  gained  Lucretia's  side, 
and  with  grave  politeness  pre-engaged  her  hand  for  the 
opening  dance. 

At  that  day,  though  it  is  not  so  very  long  ago,  gentle- 
men were  not  ashamed  to  dance,  and  to  dance  well;  it 
was  no  languid  saunter  through  a  quadrille ;  it  was  fair, 
deliberate,  skillful  dancing,  among  the -courtly;  free,  bound- 
ing  movement,  among  the  gay. 

Yernon,  as  might  be  expected,  was  the  most  admired 
performer  of  the  evening ;  but  he  was  thinking  very  little 
of  the  notice  he  at  lafit  excited ;  he  was  employing  such 
ingenuity  as  his  experience  of  life  supplied  to  the  defi- 
ciencies of  a  very  imperfect  education,  limited  to  the  little 
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flogged  into  him  at  Eton,  in  deciphering  the  character  and 
getting  at  the  heart  of  his  fair  partner. 

"I  wonder  you  do  not  make  Sir  Miles  take  you  to 
London,  my  cousin,  if  you  will  allow  me  to  call  you  so. 
You  ought  to  have  been  presented." 

"  I  have  no  wish  to  go  to  London  yef 

"Yet!"  said  Mr.  Vernon,  with  the  somewhat /ad(?  gal- 
lantry of  his  day ;  "  beauty  even  like  yours  has  little  time 
to  spare." 

"  Hands  across,  hands  across  I"  cried  Mr.  Ardworth. 

"  And,"  continued  Mr.  Yernon,  as   soon  as   a  pause 

was  permitted  to  him,  "there  is  a  song  which  the  prince 

sings,  written  by  some  sensible  old-fashioned  fellow,  which 

says: 

"*  Gather  your  rosebuds  while  you  may, 
For  Time  is  still  a-flying.» " 

"You  have  obeyed  the  moral  of  the  song  yourself,  I 
believe,  Mr.  Yernon." 

"Call  me  cousin,  or  Charles — Charley,  if  you  Jike — as 
most  of  my  friends  do  ;  nobody  ever  calls  me  Mr.  Yernon ; 
I  don't  know  myself  by  that  name." 

"  Down  the  middle,  we  are  all  waiting  for  you,"  shouted 
Ardworth. 

And  down  the  middle  with  wondrous  grace  glided  the 
exquisite  nankins  of  Charley  Yernon. 

The  dance  now,  thanks  to  Ardworth,  became  too  ani- 
mated and  riotous  to  allow  more  than  a  few  broken  mono- 
syllables till  Yernon  and  his  partner  gained  the  end  of  the 
set,  and  then,  flirting  his  partner's  fan,  he  recommenced : 
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''Seriously,  my  cousin,  you  must  sometimes  feel  very 
much  moped  here." 

"Never I"  answered  Lucretia.  Not  once  yet  had  her 
eye  rested  on  Mr.  Yernon.    She  felt  that  she  was  sounded. 

**  Yet  I  am  sure  you  have  a  taste  for  the  pomps  and 
vanities.  Aha!  there  is  ambition  under  those  careless 
curls/'  said  Mr.  Yernon,  with  his  easy  adorable  imperti- 
nence. 

Lucretia  winced. 

"  But  if  I  were  ambitions,  what  field  for  ambition  could 
I  find  in  London?" 

"  The  same  as  Alexander — empire,  my  cousin." 

"  You  forget  that  I  am  not  a  man.  Man,  indeed,  may 
hope  for  an  empire.  It  is  something  to  be  a  Pitt,  or  even 
a  Warren  Hastings." 

Mr.  Yernon  stared.     Was  this  stupidity,  or  what? 

''A  woman  has  an  empire  more  undisputed  than  Mr. 
Pitt's,  and  more  pitiless  than  that  of  Governor  Hastings." 

"  Oh,  .pardon  me,  Mr.  Yernon " 

"Charles,  if  you  please." 

Lucretia's  brow  darkened. 

''Pardon  me,"  she  repeated;  "but  these  compliments, 
if  such  they  are  meant  to  be,  meet  a  very  ungrateful  re- 
turn. A  woman's  empire  over  gauzes  and  ribbons,  over 
tea-tables  and  drums,  over  fops  and  coquettes,  is  not 
worth  a  journey  from  Laughton  to  London." 

"You  think  you  can  despise  admiration  ?" 

"  What  you  mean  by  admiration — ^yes." 

"And  love,  too  ?"  said  Yernon,  in  a  whisper. 
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Now  Lucretia  at  once  and  abruptly  raised  her  eyes  to 
her  partner.  Was  he  aiming  at  her  secret  ? — was  he  hint* 
ing  at  intentions  of  his  own  ?  The  look  chilled  Yernon, 
and  he  turned  away  his  head. 

Suddenly,  then,  in  pursuance  of  a  new  train  of  ideas, 
Lucretia  altered  her  manner  to  him.  She  had  detected 
what  before  she  had  surmised.  This  sudden  familiarity  on 
his  part  arose  from  notions  her  uncle  had  instilled — the 
visitor  had  been  incited  to  become  the  suitor.  Her  pene- 
tration into  character, ^which  from  childhood  had  been  her 
passionate  study,  told  her  that  on  that  light,  polished,  fear- 
less nature,  scorn  would  have  slight  efiTect;  to  meet  the 
familiarity  would  be  the  best  means  to  secure  a  friend,  to 
disarm  a  wooer.  ^  She  changed  then  her  manner:  she 
summoned  up  her  extraordinary  craft :  she  accepted  the 
intimacy  held  out  to  her,  not  to  unguard  herself,  but  to 
lay  open  her  opponent.  It  became  necessary  to  her  to 
know  this  man,  to  have  such  power  as  the  knowledge 
might  give  her.  Insensibly  and  gradually  she  led  her 
companion  away  from  his  design  of  approaching  her  own 
secrets  or  character,  into  frank  talk  about  himself.  All 
unconsciously  he  began  to  lay  bare  to  his  listener  the  in- 
firmities.of  his  erring,  open  heart.  Silently  she  looked 
down,  and  plumbed  them  all :  the  frivolity,  the  reckless- 
ness, the  half  gay,  half  mournful  sense  of  waste  and  ruin. 
There,  blooming  among  the  wrecks,  she  saw  the  fairest 
flowers  of  noble  manhood,  profuse  and  fragrant  still — 
generosity  and  courage,  and  disregard  for  self.  Spend- 
thrift and  gambler  on  one  side  the  medal ;  gentleman  and 
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soldier  on  the  other.  Bebide  this  maimed  and  imptrfect 
nature  she  measured  her  own  prepared  and  profound  in- 
tellect, and  as  she  listened;  her  smile  became  more  blaud 
and  frequent.  She  could  afiford  to  be  gracious ;  she  felt 
superiority,  scorn,  and  safety. 

As  this  seeming  intimacy  had  matured,  Yernon  and  his 
partner  had  quitted  the  dance,  and  were  conversing  apart 
in  the  recess  of  one  of  the  windows,  which  the  newspaper 
readers  had  deserted,  in  the  part  of  the, room  where  Sir 
Miles  and  Dalibard,  still  seated,  were  about  to  commence 
their  third  game  at  chess.  The  baronet's  hand  ceased 
from  the  task  of  arranging  his  pawns,  his  eye  was  upon 
the  pair,  and  then,  after  a  long  and  complacent  gaze,  it 
looked  round  without  discovering  the  object  it  sought. 

"  I  am  about  to  task  your  kindness  most  improperly, 
Monsieur  Dalibard,"  "^id  Sir  Miles,  with  that  politeness 
so  displeasing  to  Ardworth,  "  but  will  you  do  me  the  favor 
to  move  aside  that  fold  of  the  screen  ?  I  Wish  for  a  better 
view  of  our  young  people.     Thank  you  very  much." 

Sir  Miles  now  discovered  Maiuwaring,  and  observed 
that  far  from  regarding  with  self-betraying  jealousy  the 
apparent  flirtation  going  on  between  Lucretia  and  her 
kinsman,  he  was  engaged  in  animated  conversation  with 
the  chairman  of  the  quarter  sessions.  Sir  Miles  was  satis- 
fied, and  ranged  his  pawns.  All  this  time,  and  indeed 
ever  since  they  had  sat  down  to  play,  the  Proven9al  had 
been  waiting,  with  the  patience  that  belonged  to  his  char- 
acter, for  some  observation  from  Sir  Miles  on  the  subject, 
which  his  sagacity  perceived  was  engrossing  his  thoughts. 
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There  had  been  aboat  the  old  gentlemaD  a  fidgety  restless 
nesSy  which  showed  that  something  was  on  his  mind.  His 
eyes  had  been  frequently  turned  toward  his  niece  since  her 
entrance ;  once  or  twice  he  had  cleared  his  throat  and 
hemmed, — his  usual  prelude  to  some  more  important  com- 
munication ;  and  Dalibard  had  heard  him  muttering  lo 
himself,  and  fancied  he  caught  the  name  of  "  Main  waring.'' 
And  indeed  the  baronet  had  been  repeatedly  on  the  verge 
of  sounding  his  secretary,  and  as  often  had  been  checked 
both  by  pride  in  himself  and  pride  for  Lucretia.  It  seemed 
to  him  beneath  his  own  dignity  aud  hers  even  to  hint  to  an 
inferior  a  fear,  a  doubt  of  the  heiress  of  Laaghton.  Olivier 
Dalibard  could  easily  have  led  on  his  patron — he  could 
easily,  if  he  pleased  it,  have  dropped  words  to  instill  sus- 
picion and  prompt  question,  but  that  was  not  his  object; 
he  rather  shunned  than  courted  an/re{brence  to  himself 
upon  the  matter ;  for  he  knew  that  Lucretia,  if  she  could 
suppose  that  he,  however  indirectly,  had  betrayed  her  to 
her  uncle,  would  at  once  declare  his  own  suit  to  her,  and 
so  procure  his  immediate  dismissal ;  while  aware  of  her 
powers  of  dissimulation,  and  her  influence  over  her  uncle, 
he  feared  that  a  single  word  from  her  would  suffice  to 
remove  all  suspicion  in  Sir  Miles,  however  ingeniously 
implanted  and  however  truthfully  grounded.  But  all  the 
while,  under  his  apparent  calm,  his  mind  was  busy  and  bis 
passion  burning. 

"Pshaw,  your  old  play — the  bishop  again  I"  said  Sir 
Miles,  laughing,  as  he  moved  a  knight  to  frustrate  his 
adversary's  supposed  plan;   and  then  turning  back,  he 
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once  more  contemplated  the  growing  familiarity  betveen 
Yernon  and  his  niece.  This  time  he  conld  not  contain  his 
pleasnre  ;  **  Dalibard^  mj  dear  sir/'  he  said,  rubbing  his 
hands,  '4ook  yonder ;  they  wonld  make  a  handsome  couple  I'* 

''Who,  sir?''  said  the  Proven9al,  looking  another  way^ 
vith  dogged  stupidity. 

**  Who  ?  damn  it,  man !  nay,  pray  forgive  my  ill  manners 
—  but  I  felt  glad,  sir,  and  proud,  sir.  Who?  Charley 
Vernon  and  Lncretia  Clavering." 

''Assuredly,  yes.  Do  you  think  that  there  is  a  chance 
of  so  happy  an  event  ?" 

"Why,  it  depends  only  on  Lncretia;  I  shall  never  force 
her."  Here  Sir  Miles  stopped,  for  Gabriel,  unperceived 
before,  picked  up  his  patron's  pocket-handkerchief. 

Olivier  Dalibard's  gray  eyes  rested  coldly  on  his  son. 
**  You  are  not  dancing  to  night,  my  boy.  Go ;  I  like  to 
see  you  amused." 

The  boy  obeyed  at  once,  as  he  always  did,  the  paternal 
commands. — He  found  a  partner,  and  joined  a  dance  just 
began;  and  in  the  midst  of  the  dance,  Honore  Gabriel 
Yarney  seemed  a  new  being :  not  Ardworth  himself  so 
thoroughly  entered  into  the  enjoyment  of  the  exercise,  the 
lights,  the  music.  With  brilliant  eyes  and  dilated  nostrils, 
he  seemed  prematurely  to  feel  all  that  is  exciting  and 
voluptuous  in  that  exhilaration,  which  to  childhood  is 
usually  so  innocent.  His  glances  followed  the  fairest 
form ;  his  clasp  lingered  in  the  softest  hand ;  his  voice 
trembled  as  the  warm  breath  of  his  partner  came  on  his 
cheeks. 
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Meanwhile,  the  cooversation  between  the  chess-plajen 
eontinned. 

'*Yes,"  said  the  baronet,  "it  depends  only  on  Lncretia^ 
-~«Dd  she  seems  pleased  with  Yernon;  who  would  not 
be?" 

"  Your  penetration  rarely  deceives  you,  sir.  I  own  I 
think  with  yon.  Does  Mr.  Yernon  know  that  you  would 
permit  the  alliance  f " 

"  Yes ;  but — — "  the  baronet  stopped  short. 

*'  You  were  saying,  but — but  what,  Sir  Miles  ?" 

^  Why^  the  dog  affected  diffidence ;  he  had  some  fear 
lest  he  should  not  win  .her  affections — but  luckily,  at  least, 
they  are  disengaged." 

Dalibard  looked  grave,  and  his  eye,  as  if  involuntarily, 
glanced  toward  Mainwaring.  As  ill  luck  would  have  it, 
the  young  man  had  then  ceased  his  conversation  with  the 
chairman  of  the  quarter  sessions,  and  with  arms  folded, 
brow  contracted,  and  looks  earnest,  anxious,  and  intent, 
was  contemplating  the  whispered  conference  betweea  Ln- 
eretia  and  Yernon. 

Sir  Miles's  eye  had  followed  his  secretary's,  and  his  face 
changed.  His  hand  fell  on  the  ches8*board,  and  upset  half 
the  men ;  he  uttered  a  very  audible  "  Zounds  I" 

''I  think.  Sir  Miles,"  said  the  Proven9al,  rising  as  if 

conscious  that  Sir  Miles  wished  to  play  no  more, —  "I 

think  that  if  yon  spoke  soon  to  Miss  Clavering,  as  to  your 

views  with  regard  to  Mr.  Yernon,  it  might  ripen  matters ; 

for  I  have  heard  it  said  by  French  mothers  —  and  our 

French  women  understand  the  female  heart,  sir-^that  a 
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girl  having  no  other  affection  is  often  prepossessed  at 
once  in  favor  of  a  man  whom  she  knows  beforehand  is 
prepared  to  woo  and  to  win  her,  whereas  without  that 
knowledge,  he  would  have  seemed  but  an  ordinary  ac- 
quaintance." 

*'  It  is  shrewdly  said,  my  dear  Monsieur  Dalibard ;  and 
for  more  reasons  than  one,  the  sooner  I  speak  to  her  the 
better.  Lend  me  your  arm — it  is  time  for  supper — I  see 
the  dance  is  over." 

Passing  by  the  place  where  Mainwaring  still  leant,  the 
baronet  looked  at  him  fixedly.  The  young  man  did  not 
notice  the  gaze.  Sir  Miles  touched  him  gently.  He  started 
as  from  a  reverie  : 

"You  have  not  danced,  Mr.  Mainwaring." 

"I  dance  so  seldom.  Sir  Miles,"  said  Mainwaring, 
coloring. 

"Ah  !  you  employ  your  head  more  than  your  heels, 
young  gentleman ;  very  right — I  must  speak  to  you  to- 
morrow. Well,  ladies,  I  hope  you  have  enjoyed  yourselves. 
My  dear  Mrs.  Yesey,  you  and  I  are  old  friends,  you  know 
— many  a  minuet  we  have  danced  together,  eh  I  We  can't 
dance  now — but  we  can  walk  arm  in  arm  together  still. 
Honor  me.  And  your  little  grandson — vaccinated,  eh  I 
Wonderful  invention  !    To  supper,  ladies — to  supper  I" 

The  company  were  gone.  The  lights  were  out,  all  save 
the  lights  of  heaven,  and  they  came  bright  and  still 
through  the  casements :  Moonbeam  and  Starbeam,  they 
seemed  now  to  have  the  old  house  to  themselves.  In 
came  the  rays,  brighter  and  longer  and  bolder — like  fairies 
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that  inarch,  rank  apon  rank,  into  their  kingdom  of  soli- 
tude. Down  the  oak  stairs,  Irom  the  casements,  blazoned 
with  heraldry,  moved  the  rays,  creepingly,  fearfully.  On 
the  armor  in  the  hall  clustered  the  rays  boldly  aud  brightly, 
till  the  steel  shone  out  like  a  mirror.  In  the  library,  long 
and  low,  they  just  entered,  stopped  short — it  was  no  place 
for  their  play.  In  the  drawing-room,  now  deserted,  they 
were  more  curious  and  adventurous.  Through  the  large 
window,  still  open,  they  came  in  freely  and  archly,  as  if  to 
spy  what  had  caused  such  disorder ;  the  stiff  chairs  out  of 
place,  the  smooth  floor  despoiled  of  its  carpet — that  flower 
dropped  on  the  ground — that  scarf  forgotten  on  the  table 
— ^the  rays  lingered  upon  them  all.  Up  aud  down,  through 
the  house,  from  the  base  to  the  roof,  roved  the  children  of 
the  air, — and  found  but  two  spirits  awake  amid  the  slum- 
ber of  the  rest. 

In  that  tower  to  the  east — in  the  tapestry  chamber — 
with  the  large  gilded  bed  in  the  recess,  came  the  rays, 
tamed  and  wan,  as  if  scared  by  the  grosser  light  on  the 
table.  By  that  table  sat  a  girl,  her  brow  leaning  on  one 
hand ;  in  the  other  she  held  a  rose — it  is  a  love-token — 
exchanged  with  its  sister  rose,  by  stealth — ^in  mute  sign 
of  reproach  for  doubt  excited — an  assurance  and  a  recon- 
ciliation. A  love-token  I — shrink  not,  ye  rays — ^there  is 
something  akin  to  you  in  love.  But,  see,  the  hand  closes 
convulsively  on  the  flower — it  hides  it  not  in  the  breast — 
it  lifts  it  not  to  the  lip ;  it  throws  it  passionately  aside. 
"  How  long  I"  muttered  the  girl,  impetuously — "  how  long  I 
and  to  think  that  vrill  here  cannot  shorten  an  hour  I''  Then 
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she  rose,  and  walked  to  and  fro,  and  each  time  she  gained 
a  certain  niche  in  the  chamber  she  paused,  and  then  irres- 
olutely passed  on  again.  What  is  in  that  niche  ?  Onlj 
books.  What  can  books  teach  thee,  pale  girl  ?  The  step 
treads  firmer;  this  time  it  halts  more  resolved.  The  hand 
that  clasped  the  flower  takes  down  a  Tolnme.  The  girl 
sits  again  before  the  light  See,  oh  rajs»  what  is  the 
Yolame  ?  Moon  and  Starbeam,  ye  love  what  lovers  read 
by  the  lamp  in  the  loneliness.  No  love  ditty  this ;  no  yet 
holier  lesson  to  patience  and  moral  to  hope.  What  hast 
thou,  yonng  girl,  strong  in  health  and  rich  in  years,  with 
the  lore  of  the  leech, — with  prognostics,  and  symptoms, 
and  disease  ?  She  is  tracing  with  hard  eyes  the  signs  that 
precede  the  grim  enemy  in  his  most  sadden  approach— 
the  habits  that  invite  him,  the  warnings  that  he  gives.  He 
whose  wealth  shall  make  her  free,  has  twice  had  the  visit- 
ing shock — he  starves  not — he  lives  free  I  She  closes  the 
volnme,  and,  musing,  metes  him  oat  the  hours  and  days  he 
has  to  live.  Shrink  back,  ye  rays  1  The  love  is  disen- 
hallowed :  while  the  hand  was  on  the  rose  the  thought 
was  on  the  chamel. 

Yonder,  in  the  opposite  tower,  in  the  small  casement 
near  the  roof,  oame  the  rays ;  Childhood  is  asleep.  Mood 
and  Starbeam,  ye  love  the  slumbers  of  the  child  I  Th« 
door  opens — a  dark  figure  steals  noiselessly  in.  The  father 
comes  to  look  on  the  sleep  of  his  son.  Holy  tenderness, 
if  this  be  all  I 

**  Gabriel,  wake  1"  said  a  low,  stern  voice,  and  a  rough 
hand  shook  the  sleeper. 


LTTCBETTA.  106 

The  sharpest  test  of  those  nerves,  upon  which  depends 
the  mere  animal  coorage,  is  to  be  roused  snddenly,  in  the 
depth  of  n^ht,  by  a  violent  hand.  The  impulse  of  Gabriel, 
thus  startled,  was  neither  of  timidity  nor  surpnse.  It  was 
that  of  some  Spartan  boy,  not  new  to  danger:  with  a 
slight  cry,  and  a  fierce  spring,  the  son's  hand  clatdied  at 
the  father's  throat  Dalibard  shook  him  off  with  an  effort, 
and  a  smile,  half  in  approval  half  in  irony,  played  by  the 
moonli^t  over  his  lips. 

''Blood  will  oat,  yonng  tiger,"  said  he.  "Hush,  and 
hear  me  I" 

''Is  it  you,  father?"  said  Gabriel;  "I  thoa^t,  —  I 
dreamed " 

"  No  matter ;  think-— dream  always,  that  man  shoald  be 
prepared  for  defense  from  peril  I" 

"  Gabriel,"  and  the  pale  scholar  seated  himself  on  the 
bed,  "turn  your  face  to  mine — nearer;  let  the  moon  fall 
on  it ;  lift  your  eyes— 'look  at  me — so  I  Are  yon  not  play- 
ing false  to  me  ?  Are  yon  not  Lncretia's  spy,  while  yon 
are  pretending  to  be  mine  7  It  is  so ;  your  eye  betrays 
you.  Now,  heed  me ;  you  have  a  mind  beyond  your  years. 
Do  you  love  best  the  miserable  garret  in  London,  the  hard 
fare  and  squalid  dress, — or  your  lodgment  here,  the  sense 
of  luxury,  the  aight  of  splendor,  the  atmosphere  of  wealth  ? 
You  have  the  choice  before  you." 

"  I  choose  as  you  would  have  me,  then,"  said  the  boy-» 
"  the  last." 

"  I  believe  you.  Attend  I  you  do  not  love  me — that  ia 
natural — ^yon  are  the  son  of  Clara  Yamey  1    Yoo  have 
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supposed  that  in  loving  Lncretia  Clavering  yoa  might  vex 
or  thwart  mOi  70a  scarce  knew  how ;  and  Lncretia  Claver- 
ing  has  gold  and  gifts,  and  soft  words,  and  promises,  to 
bribe  withal.  I  now  tell  you  openly  my  plan  with  regard 
to  this  girl :  it  is  my  aim  to  marry  her — to  be  master  of 
this  honse  and  these  lands.  If  I  sncceed,  yon  share  them 
with  me.  By  betraying  me,  word  or  look,  to  Lncretia, 
yon  frustrate  this  aim ;  you  plot  against  oar  rise  and  to 
our  ruin.  Deem  not  that  yon  could  escape  my  fall ;  if  I 
am  driven  hence — as  yon  might  drive  me — yon  share  my 
fate ;  and,  mark  me,  you  are  delivered  up  to  my  revenge  I 
You  cease  to  be  my  son — ^you  are  my  foe.  Child  1  you 
know  me." 

The  boy,  bold  as  he  was,  shuddered ;  but  after  a  pause, 
so  brief  that  a  breath  scarce  passed  between  his  silence 
and  his  words,  he  replied,  with  emphasis : 

**  Father,  you  have  read  my  heart.  I  have  been  per- 
suaded by  Lucretia  (for  she  bewitches  me)  to  watch  you 
— at  least,  when  you  are  with  Sir  Miles.  I  knew  that  this 
was  mixed  up  with  Mr.  Mainwaring.  Now  that  you  have 
made  me  understand  your  own  views,  I  will  be  true  to  you 
— ^true  without  threats." 

The  father  looked  hard  on  him,  and  seemed  satisfied 
with  the  gaze.  "  Remember,  at  least,  that  your  future  rests 
upon  your  truth :  thcU  is  no  threat — that  is  a  thought  of 
hope.  Now  sleep  or  muse  on  it"  He  dropped  the  curtain 
which  his  hand  had  drawn  aside,  and  stole  from  the  room 
as  noiselessly  as  he  had  entered.  The  boy  slept  no  more. 
Deceit,  and  cupidity,  and  corrupt  ambition  were  at  work 
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in  his  brain.  Shrink  back,  Moon  and  Starbeam  1  On  that 
child's  brow  play  the  demons  who  had  followed  the  father's 
step  to  his  bed  of  sleep. 

Back  to  his  own  room,  close  at  hand,  crept  Olivier  Dali 
bard.  The  walls  were  lined  with  books — many  in  langnage 
and  deep  in  lore.  Moon  and  Starbeam,  ye  love  the  mid- 
night solitude  of  the  scholar  I  The  Proyen9aI  stole  to  the 
casement,  and  looked  forth.  All  was  serene ;  breathless 
trees,  and  gleaming  sculpture,  and  whitened  sward,  girdled 
bythe  mass  of  shadow.  Of  what  thought  the  man  7  not  of 
the  present  loveliness  which  the  scene  gave  to  his  eye,  nor 
of  the  future  mysteries  which  the  stars  should  whisper  to 
the  soul.  Gloomily  over  a  stormy  and  a  hideous  past 
roved  the  memory,  stored  with  fraud  and  foul  with  crime ; 
plan  upon  plan,  schemed  with  ruthless  wisdom,  followed 
up  by  remorseless  daring,  and  yet  all  now  a  rain  and  a 
blank  I — an  intellect  at  war  with  good,  and  the  good  had 
conquered  I  But  the  conviction  neither  touched  the  con- 
science nor  enlightened  the  reason ;  he  felt,  it  is  true,  a 
moody  sense  of  impotence,  but  it  brought  rage,-  not  de- 
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spondency :  it  was  not  that  he  submitted  to  Good,  as  too 
powerful  to  oppose,  but  that  he  deemed  he  had  not  yet 
gained  all  the  mastery  over  the  arsenal  of  Evil.  And  evil 
he  called  it  not.  Good  and  evil  to  him  were  but  subordi- 
nate genii,  at  the  command  of  Mind ;  they  were  the  slaves 
of  the  lamp.  But  had  he  got  at  the  true  secret  of  the 
lamp  itself?  **  How  is  it,"  he  thought,  as  he  turned  im- 
patiently from  the  casement,  **  that  I  am  baffled  here,  where 
my  fortunes  seemed  most  assured  ?     Here  the  mind  has 
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been  of  my  own  training,  and  prepared  by  natare  to  ray 
hand; — ^here  all  opportunity  has  smiled.  And  suddenly 
the  merest  commonplace  in  the  volgar  lives  of  mortals — 
an  nnlooked-for  rival, —  rival,  too,  of  the  mould  I  had 
taught  her  to  despise — one  of  the  stock  gallants  of  a  comedy 
-—no  character,  bat  youth  and  fair  looks ;  yea,  the  lover  of 
the  stage  starts  up,  and  the  fabric  of  years  is  overthrown." 
As  he  thus  mused,  be  placed  his  hand  upon  a  small  box  on 
one  of  the  tables.  "  Yet,  within  this,"  resumed  his  solilo- 
quy, and  he  struck  the  lid,  that  gave  back  a  dull  sound, — 
^*  within  this  I  hold  the  keys  of  life  and  death  1  Fool,  the 
power  does  not  reach  to  the  heart,  except  to  still  it  Yerily 
and  indeed  were  the  old  heathens  mistaken  ?  Are  there  no 
philters  to  change  the  current  of  desire  ?^biit  touch  one 
chord  in  a  girl's  affection,  and  all  the  rest  is  mine — all — all, 
lands,  station,  power — all  the  rest  are  in  the  opening  of 
this  lid  I" 

Hide  in  the  cloud,  O  Moon  ! — shrink  back,  ye  Stars  1 
send  not  your  holy,  pure,  and  tronble-lulling  light  to 
the  countenance  blanched  and  livid  with  the  thoughts  of 
murder. 
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CHAPTER    III. 


CONFERENCES. 


The  next  day  Sir  Miles  did  not  appear  at  breakfast; 
not  that  be  was  unwell,  bnt  that  he  meditated  holding 
eertain  andiences,  and  on  such  oecasions  the  good  old 
gentleman  liked  to  prepare  himself.  He  belonged  to  a 
school  in  which,  amid  much  that  was  hearty  and  conviTial, 
there  was  much  also  that,  nowadays,  would  seem  stiff 
and  formal,  contrasting  the  other  school  immediately  suc- 
ceeding him,  which  Mr.  Vernon  represented,  and  of  which 
the  Charles  Surface  of  Sheridan  is  a  faithful  and  admirable 
type.  The  room  that  Sir  Miles  appropriated  to  himself 
was,  properly  speaking,  the  state  apartment,  called,  in  the 
old  in?entories,  ''King  James's  chamber;"  it  was  on  the 
first  floor,  communicating  with  the  picture-gallery,  which,  at 
the  farther  end,  opened  upon  a  corridor,  admitting  to  the 
principal  bed-rooms.  As  Sir  Miles  cared  nothing  for  holi- 
day state,  he  had  unscrupulously  taken  his  cubiculum  in 
this  chamber,  which  was  really  the  handsomest  in  the  house, 
except  the  banquet  hall ;  placed  his  bed  in  one  angle,  with 
a  huge  screen  before  it,  filled  up  the  space  with  his  Italian 
antiques  and  curiosities,  and  fixed  his  favorite  pictures  on 
the  faded  gilt  leather  paneled  on  the  walls.  His  main 
motive  in  this  was  the  communication  with  the  acyoining 
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gallery,  which,  when  the  weather  was  unfavorable,  famished 
ample  room  for  his  habitaal  walk.  He  knew  how  many 
strides  by  the  help  of  his  cratch  made  a  mile,  and  this  was 
convenient.  Moreover,  he  liked  to  look,  when  alone,  on 
those  old  portraits  of  his  ancestors,  which  he  had  reli- 
giously conserved  in  their  places,  preferring  to  thrust  his 
Florentine  and  Venetian  master-pieces  into  bed-rooms  and 
parlors  rather  than  to  dislodge  from  the  gaUery  the  stiff 
ruffs,  doablets,  and  fardingales  of  his  predecessors.  It  was 
whispered  in  the  house  that  the  baronet,  whenever  he  had 
to  reprove  a  tenant,  or  lecture  a  dependent,  took  care  to 
have  him  brought  to  his  sanctum,  through  the  full  length 
of  this  gallery,  so  that  the  victim  might  be  duly  prepared 
and  awed  by  the  imposing  effect  of  so  stately  a  journey, 
and  the  grave  faces  of  all  the  generations  of  St.  John, 
which  could  not  fail  to  impress  him  with  the  dignity  of  the 
family,  and  alarm  him  at  the  prospect  of  the  injured  frown 
of  its  representative.  Across  this  gallery  now,  following 
the  steps  of  the  powdered  valet,  strode  young  Ard worth ; 
staring  now  and  then  at  some  portrait  more  than  usually 
grim,  more  often  wondering  why  bis  boots,  that  never 
creaked  before,  should  creak  on  those  particular  boards 
and  feeling  a  quiet  curiosity,  without  the  least  mixture  of 
fear  or  awe,  as  to  what  old  Square-toes  intended  to  say  to 
him.  But  all  feeling  of  irreverence  ceased  when,  shown 
into  the  barouet^8  room,  and  the  door  closed.  Sir  Miles 
rose  with  a  smile  and  cordially  shaking  his  hand,  said, 
dropping  the  punctilious  courtesy  of  Mister — "Ardworth. 
sir,  if  I  had  a  little  prejudice  against  you,  before  you  came. 
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yon  haTe  conquered  it.  Yon  are  a  fine,  manly,  spirited 
fellow,  sir;  and  jon  have  an  old  man's  good  wishes, 
which  are  no  bad  beginning  to  a  yonng  man's  good  for* 
tunes." 

The  color  nished  over  Ardworth's  forehead,  and  a  tear 
sprang  to  his  eyes.  He  felt  a  rising  at  his  throat,  as  he 
stammered  ont  some  not  very  audible  reply. 

**  I  wished  to  see  you,  yonng  gentleman,  that  I  might 
judge  myself  what  yon  would  like  best,  and  what  would 
best  fit  you.  Your  father  is  in  the  army ;  what  say  yon  to 
a  pair  of  colors  ?" 

**  Oh,  Sir  Miles,  that  is  my  utmost  ambition !  Anything 
but  law,  except  the  church ;  anything  but  the  church, 
except  a  desk  and  a  counter  I" 

The  baronet,  much  pleased,  gave  him  a  gentle  pat  on 
the  shoulder.  ^  Ha,  ha  1  toe  gentlemen,  you  see  (for  the 
Ardworths  are  very  well  born — very),  we  gentlemen  under- 
stand each  other  I  Between  you  and  me,  I  never  liked  the 
law — ^never  thought  a  man  of  birth  should  belong  to  it — 
take  money  for  lying — shabby — shocking!  Don't  let  that 
go  any  further!  The  church — Mother  Church — I  honor 
her  I  Church  and  state  go  together !  But  one  ought  to 
be  very  good  to  preach  to  others — better  than  you  and  I 
are — eh,  eh?  ha,  ha!  Well,  then,  you  like  the  array^ 
there's  a  letter  for  you  to  the  Horse  Guards — go  up  to 
town — your  business  is  done ;  and,  as  for  your  outfit — read 
this  little  book  at  your  leisure."  And  Sir  Miles  thrust  a 
Docket- book  into  Ard worth's  hand. 

**  But  pardon  me,"  said  the  young  man,  much  bewildered. 
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"What  claim  have  I,  Sir  Miles,  to  sncb  geoerositj  ?  I  know 
that  my  nncle  oflfended  joa." 

"Sir,  that's  the  claim  I"  said  Sir  Miles,  gravelj.  -''I 
cannot  live  long  1"  he  added,  with  a  touch  of  melancholy 
in  his  Toice;  'Met  me  die  in  peace  with  alll— perhaps  I 
injured  joar  nncle  7  Who  knows  but,  if  so,  he  hears  and 
pardons  me  now  ?" 

''  Oh,  Sir  Miles  1"  exclaimed  the  thoughtless,  generons- 
hearted  jonng  man,  "  and  my  little  playfellow,  Susan,  your 
own  niece  1" 

Sir  Miles  drew  back  haughtily;  bat  the  burst  that  of- 
fended him  rose  so  evidently  from  the  heart,  was  so  ex- 
cusable from  its  motive,  and  the  youth's  ignorance  of  the 
world,  that  his  frown  soon  vanished,  as  he  said,  calmly  and 
gravely : 

**  No  man,  my  good  sir,  can  allow  to  others  the  right  to 
touch  on  his  family  afifairs;  I  trust  I  shall  be  just  to  the 
poor  young  lady ;  and  so,  if  we  never  meet  again,  let  us 
think  well  of  each  other.  Go,  my  boy  I  serve  your  king 
and  your  country  1" 

"  I  will  do  my  best.  Sir  Miks,  if  only  to '  merit  your 
kindness." 

"  Stay  a  moment :  you  are  intimate,  I  find,  with  young 
Mainwarlng  ?" 

"An  old  college  friendship,  Sir  Miles." 

**  The  army  will  not  do  for  him,  eh  ?" 

"  He  is  too  clever  for  it,  sir." 

'^Ah,  he'd  make  a  lawyer,  I  suppose  —  glib  tongue 
enough  1  and  can  talk  well, — and  lie,  if  he's  paid  for  it?" 
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''  I  don't  know  how  lawyers  regard  these  matters,  Sir 
Miles ;  but  if  you  don't  make  him  a  lawyer,  I  am  sore  yoa 
mast  leave  him  an  honest  man." 

"  Really  and  trnly " 

"  Upon  my  honor  I  think  so." 

"  Good  day  to  yon,  and  good  lack.  Yon  most  catch 
the  coach  at  the  lodge ;  for,  I  see  by  the  papers,  that,  in 
spite  of  all  the  talk  abont  Peace,  they  are  raising  regi- 
ments like  wildfire." 

With  very  different  feelings  from  those  with  which  he 
had  entered  the  room,  Ardworth  quitted  it.  He  hurried 
into  bis  own  chamber  to  thrust  his  clothes  into,  his  port- 
manteau,  and,  while  thus  employed,  Mainwaring  entered. 

**  Joy,  my  dear  fellow  I  wish  me  joy  I  I  am  going  to 
town  —  into  the  army — abroad  —  to  be  shot  at,  thank 
Heaven  1  That  dear  old  gentleman ! — just  throw  me  that 
coat,  will  you  ?" 

A  very  few  more  words  sufficed  to  explain  what  had 
passed  to  Mainwaring;  he  sighed  when  his  friend  had 
finished :  '*  I  wish  I  were  going  with  you  I" 

''Do  you?  Sir  Miles  has  only  got  to  write  another 
letter  to  the  Horse  Guards ;  but  no,  you  are  meant  to  be 
something  better  than  food  for  powder  ;  and,  besides,  yoor 
Lncretia  I  Hang  it,  I  am  sorry  I  cannot  stay  to  examine 
her  as  I  had  promised ;  but  I  have  seen  enough  to  know 
that  she  certainly  loves  you.  Ah,  when  she  changed 
flowers  with  you,  you  did  not  think  I  saw  you — sly,  was 
not  1 1    Pshaw  I  she  was  only  playing  with  Yemon  I    But 
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Btiil,  do  yon  know,  Will,  now  that  Sir  Miles  has  spoken  to 
me  BO,  that  I  conld  have  sobbed — '  Ood  bless  yon,  my  old 
boy  I' — 'pon  my  life,  I  conld  I — now,  do  yon  know,  that  I 
feel  enraged  with  you  for  abetting  that  girl  to  deceive 
him." 

'*  I  am  enraged  with  myself;  and>  "  Here  a  servant 
entered,  and  informed  Main  waring  that  he  had  been  search- 
ing for  him — Sir  Miles  requested  to  see  him  in  his  room. 
Mainwaring  started  like  a  culprit.  "  Never  fear,"  whispered 
Ard worth ;  *^  he  has  no  suspicion  of  yon,  I'm  sure.  Shake 
hands ;  when  shall  we  meet  ag  ain  ?  Is  it  not  odd,  I,  who 
am  a  Republican  by  theory,  taking  King  George's  pay  to 
fight  against  the  French  ?  No  use  stopping  now  to  moral- 
ize on  such  contradictions.  John  —  Tpm,  what's  your 
name — here,  my  man,  here,  throw  that  portmanteau  on 
your  shoulder,  and  come  to  the  lodge."  And  so,  full  of 
health,  hope,  vivacity,  and  spirit,  John  Walter  Ard  worth 
departed  on  his  career. 

Meanwhile,  Mainwaring  slowly  took  his  way  to  Sir 
Miles.  As  he  approached  the  gallery,  he  met  Lueretia, 
who  was  coming  from  her  own  room.  "  Sir  Miles  has 
sent  for  me,"  he  said,  meaningly.  He  had  time  for  no 
more,  for  the  valet  was  at  the  door  of  the  gallery,  waiting 
to  usher  him  to  his  host. 

"  Ha  I   you  will  say  not  a  word  that  can  betray  us ; 
guard  your  looks,  tool"  whispered  Lueretia,  harriedly;  . 
"  afterward,  join  me  by  the  cedars."     She  passed  on  to- 
ward the  staircase,  and  glanced  at  the  large  clock  that  was 
olaced  there.     *'  Past  eleven ;   Vernon  is  never  up  before 
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twelve.     I  mast  see  bim  before  my  ancle  sends  for  me,  as 

be  will  send  if  he  suspects "     She  paused,  went  back 

to  her  room,  rang  for  her  maid,  dressed  as  for  walking, 
and  said,  carelessly,  ''  If  Sir  Miles  wants  me,  I  am  gone  to 
the  rectory,  and  shall  probably  return  by  the  village,  so 
that  I  shall  be  back  aboat  one."  Toward  the  rectory,  in- 
deed, Lucretia  bent  her  way ;  but  half  way  there,  turned 
back,  and  passing  through  the  plantation  at  the  rear  of 
the  house,  awaited  Mainwaring  on  the  bench  beneath  the 
cedars.  He  was  not  long  before  he  joined  her.  His  face 
was  sad  and  thoughtful ;  and  when  he  seated  himself  by 
her  side,  it  was  with  a  weariness  of  spirit  that  alarmed 
her. 

"  Well,"  said  she,  fearfully,  and  she  placed  her  hand 
on  his. 

"  Oh,  Lucretia,"  he  exclaimed,  as  he  pressed  that  hand 
with  an  emotion  that  came  from  other  passions  than  love, 
**  we,  or  rather  J,  have  done  great  wrong.  I  have  been 
leading  you  to  betray  your  uncle's  trust,  to  convert  your 
gratitude  to  him  into  hypocrisy.  I  have  been  unworthy  of 
myself. — I  am  poor-^I  am  humbly  born ;  but  till  I  came 
here,  I  was  rich  and  proud  in  honor.  I  am  not  so  now. 
Lucretia,  pardon  me — pardon  me  I  let  the  dreani  be  over 
—-we  must  not  sin  thus ;  for  it  is  sin,  and  the  worst  of  sin 
—treachery.     We  must  part :  forget  me  I" 

"  Forget  you !  never,  never,  never !"  cried  Lucretia, 
with  suppressed,  but  most  earnest  vehemence — her  breast 
heaving,  her  hands,  as  he  dropped  the  one  he  held,  clasped 
together,  her  eyes  full  of  tears — transformed  at  once  into 
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softness,  meekness,  even  while  racked  bj  passion  and  de* 
spair. 

"Oh,  William,  say  anything — reproach,  chide,  despise 
me,  for  mine  is  all  th^  fault ;  say  anything  but  that  word 
— 'part.'  I  have  chosen  yon,  I  have  sought  you  out,  I 
have  wooed  you  if  you  will ;  be  It  so.  I  cling  to  you — 
you  are  my  all — ^all  that  saves  me  from — ^from  myself ^^  she 
added,  falteringly,  and  in  a  hollow  voice.  "  Your  love — 
you  know  not  what  it  is  to  me  !  I  scarcely  knew  it  myself 
before.     I  feel  what  it  is  now,  when  you  say  *parV  " 

Agitated  and  tortured,  Mainwaring  writhed  at  these 
burning  words,  bent  his  face  low,  and  covered  it  with  his 
hands. 

He  felt  her  clasp  struggling  to  withdraw  them,  yielded, 
and  saw  her  kneeling  at  his  feet.  His  manhood,  and  his 
gratitude,  and  his  heart,  all  moved  by  that  sight  in  one  so 
haughty,  he  opened  his  arms,  and  she  fell  on  his  breast. 
"You  will  never  say  *  part'  again,  William  1"  she  gasped, 
convulsively. 

"  But  what  are  we  to  do  ?" 

"  Say,  first,  what  has  passed  between  you  and  my  uncle.'' 

"  Little  to  relate ;  for  I  can  repeat  words,  not  tones  and 
looks.  Sir  Miles  spoke  to  me,  at  first  kindly  and  encour- 
agingly, about  my  prospects ;  said  it  was  time  that  I  should 
fix  myself;  added  a  few  words,  with  menacing  emphasis, 
against  what  he  called  *  idle  dreams  and  desultory  ambi- 
tion,' and  observing  that  I  changed  countenance — for  I 
felt  that  I  did — ^his  manner  became  more  cold  and  severe. 
Lucretia,  if  he  has  not  detected  our  secret,  he  more  than 
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gaspecta  my —  my  presamption.  Finally,  he  said,  dryly, 
that  I  had  better  return  home,  consalt  with  my  father,  and 
that  if  I  preferred  entering  into  the  service  of  the  govern- 
ment to  any  mercantile  profession,  he  thought  he  had  suf- 
ficient interest  to  promote  my  views.  But,  clearly  and 
distinctly,  he  left  on  my  mind  one  impression — that  my 
visits  here  are  over." 

"  Did  he  allude  to  me — to  Mr.  Yernon  ?" 

''Ah,  Lucretia  I  do  you  know  him  so  little — his  delicacy, 
his  pride  ?" 

Lucretia  was  silent,  and  Mainwaring  continued : 

**  I  felt  that  1  was  dismissed ;  I  took  my  leave  of  youi 
nncle ;  I  came  hither  with  the  intention  to  say  farewell 
forever." 

''  Hush,  hush  I  that  thought  is  over  I  And  you  return 
to  your  father's ;  perhaps  better  so ;  .it  is  but  hope  de- 
ferred :  and,  in  your  absence,  I  can  the  more  easily  allay 
all  suspicion,  if  suspicion  exist ;  but  I  must  write  to  yon  ; 
we  must  correspond.  William,  dear  William,  write  often 
— write  kindly ;  tell  me,  in  every  letter,  that  yon  love  me 
— ^that  yoji  love  only  me — ^that  you  will  be  patient,  and 
confide." 

"  Dear  Lucretia,"  said  Mainwaring,  tenderly,  and  moved 
by  the  pathos  of  her  earnest  and  imploring  voice :  "  but 
you  forget ;  the  bag  is  always  brought  first  to  Sir  Miles ; 
he  will  recognize  my  hand ;  and  to  whom  can  you  trust 
your  own  letters  ?" 

**  True,"  replied  Lucretia,  despondingly ;  and  there  was 
»  pause;   suddenly  she  lifted  her  head,  and  cried,  ''but 
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yonr  fatber's  hoiue  is  not  far  from  this — not  ten  mfles — ^we 
can  find  a  spot  at  the  remote  end  of  the  park,  near  the 
path  through  the  great  wood ;  there  1  can  leave  my  let- 
ters ;  there  1  can  find  yours." 

"  Bat  it  most  be  seldom.  If  any  of  Sir  Miles's  servants 
see  me,  if " 

''Oh,  William,  WUliam,  this  is  not  the  language  of 
love  1" 

"  Forgive  me — I  think  of  you  I" 

"  Love  thinks  of  nothing  bat  itself;  it  is  tyrannical,  ab- 
sorbing—  it  forgets  even  the  ofcrfect  loved;  it  feeds  on 
danger — it  strengthens  by  obstacles,"  said  Lucretia,  toss- 
ing her  hair  from  her  forehead,  and  with  an  expression  of 
dark  and  wild  power  on  her  brow  and  in  her  eyes :  "  fear 
not  for  me,  I  am  sufficient  guard  upon  myself;  even  while 
I  speak,  I  think ;  yes,  I  have  thought  of  the  very  spot. 
You  remember  that  hollow  oak  at  the  bottom  of  the  dell, 
in  which  Guy  St.  John,  the  cavalier,  is  said  to  have  hid 
himself  from  Fairfax's  soldiers.  Every  Monday  I  will 
leave  a  letter  in  that  hollow;  every  Tuesday  you  can 
search  for  it,  and  leave  your  own.  This  is  but  once  a 
week ;  there  is  no  risk  here." 

Mainwaring's  conscience  still  smote  him;  but  he  had 
not  the  strength  to  resist  the  energy  of  Lucretia.  The 
force  of  her  character  seized  upon  the  weak  part  of  his 
own — ^its  gentleness,  its  fear  of  inflicting  pain,  its  reluct- 
ance to  say  "no" — that  simple  cause  of  misery  to  the 
ovcrtimid.  A  few  sentences  more,  fhll  of  courage,  confi- 
dence, and  passion,  on  the  part  of  the  woman,  of  constraint, 
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and  yet  of  soothed  and  grateful  affection,  on  that  of  the 
man,  and  the  affianced  parted. 

Mainwaring  htfd  already  given  orders  to  have  his  trunks 
sent  to  him  at  his  father's ;  and,  a  hardy  pedestrian  by 
habit,  he  now  struck  across  the  park,  passed  the  deli  and 
the  hollow  tree,  commonly  called  "  Guy's  Oak,"  and  across 
woodland  and  fields  golden  with  ripening  com,  took  his 
way  to  the  town,  in  the  center  of  which,  square,  solid,  and 
imposing,  stood  the  respectable  residence  of  his  bustling, 
active,  electioneering  father. 

Lucretia's  eye  followed  a  form,  as  fair  as  ever  captivated 
maiden's  glance,  till  it  was  out  of  sight ;  and  then,  as  she 
emerged  from  the  shade  of  the  cedars  into  the  more  open 
space  of  the  garden,  her  usual  thoughtful  composure  was 
restored  to  her  steadfast  countenance.  On  the  terrace, 
she  caught  sight  of  Yernon,  who  had  just  quitted  his  own 
room,  where  he  always  breakfasted  alone,  and  who  was 
now  languidly  stretched  on  a  bench  and  basking  in  the 
sun.  Like  all  who  have  abused  life,  Yernon  was  not  the 
same  man  in  the  early  part  of  the  day.  The  spirits  that 
rose  to  temperate  heat  the  third  hour  after  noon,  and 
expanded  into  glow  when  the  lights  shone  over  gay 
carousers,  at  morning  were  flqji  and  exhausted.  With 
hollow  eyes,  and  that  weary  fall  of  the  muscles  of  the 
cheeks  which  betrays  the  votary  of  Bacchus,  the  convivial 
three-bottle  man — Charley  Yernon  forced  a  smile,  meant 
to  be  airy  and  impertinent,  to  his  pale  lips,  as  he  rose  with 
sffbrt,  and  extended  three  fingers  to  his  cousin. 

"  Where  have  you  been  hiding  ?  catching  bloom  from 
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the  roses  ? — you  have  the  prettiest  shade  of  color— just 
enough — ^uot  a  hue  too  mnch.  And  there  is  Sir  Miles's 
valet  gone  to  the  rectory,  and  the  fat  footman  puffing  away 
toward  the  village,  and  I,  like  a  faithful  warden,  from  my 
post  at  the  castle,  all  looking  out  for  the  truanf 

''  But  who  wants  me,  cousin  ?"  said  Lucretia,  with  the 
fall  blaze  of  her  rare  and  captivating  smile. 

''The  knight  of  Laughton  confessedly  wants  thee,  O 
damsel  I — the  knight  of  the  Bleeding  Heart  may  want  thee 
more — dare  he  own  it  ?" 

And  with  a  hand  that  trembled  a  little,  not  with  love 
— at  least  it  trembled  always  a  little  before  the  Madeira 
at  luncheon — he  lifted  hers  to  his  lips. 

**  Compliments  again,  words  —  idle  words  I"  said  Lu- 
cretia,  looking  down  bashfully. 

"  How  can  I  convince  thee  of  my  sincerity,  nnless  thou 
takest  my  life  as  its  pledge,  maid  of  Ijaughton  ?" 

And  very  much  tired  of  standing,  Charley  Yernon  drew 
her  gently  to  the  bench,  and  seated  himself  by  her  side. 
Lucretia's  eyes  were  ^till  downcast,  and  she  remained 
silent;  Yernon,  suppressing  a  yawn,  felt  that  he  was 
bound  to  continue.  There  was  nothing  very  formidable 
in  Lucretia's  manner. 

"  Fore  Gad  I"  thought  he,  "  I  suppose  I  must  take  the 
heiress  after  all ;  the  sooner  'tis  over,  the  sooner  I  can  get 
back  to  Brook  Street." 

"It  is  premature,  my  fair  cousin,"  said  he  aloud — "pre- 
mature, after  less  than  a  week's  visit,  and  only  some  four- 
teen or  fifteen  hours'  permitted  friendship  and  intimacv. 
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to  saj  what  is  uppermost  in  my  thoughts;  bat  we  spend- 
thrifts are  slow  at  nothiDg,  not  even  at  wooing.  Bj 
sweet  Yen  us,  then,  fair  cousin,  you  look  provokingly  hand- 
some I  Sir  Miles,  your  good  uncle,  is  pleased  to  forgive 
all  my  follies  and  faults,  upon  one  condition,  that  yon  will 
take  on  yourself  the  easy  task  to  reform  me.  Will  yon, 
my  fair  cousin  ?  Such  as  I  am,  you  behold  me  I  I  am  no 
sinner  in  the  disguise  of  a  saint !  My  fortune  is  spent — 
my  health  is  not  strong ;  but  a  young  widow's  is  no 
mournful  position.  lam  gay  when  I  am  well ;  good  tem- 
pered when  ailing.  I  never  betrayed  a  trust — can  you 
trust  me  with  yourself?" 

This  was  a  long  speech,  and  Charley  Yemon  felt  pleased 
that  it  was  over.  There  was  much  in  it  that  would  have 
touched  a  l^eart  even  closed  to  him,  and  a  little  genuine 
emotion  had  given  light  to  his  eyes  and  color  to  his  cheek. 
Amid  all  the  ravages  of  dissipation,  there  was  something 
interesting  in  his  countenance,  and  manly  in  his  tone  and 
his  gesture.  But  Lucretia  was  only  sensible  to  one  part 
of  his  confession  —  her  uncle  had'  consented  to  his  suit 
This  was  all  of  which  she  desired  to  be  assured,  and  against 
this  she  now  sought  to  screen  herself. 

"  Your  candor,  Mr.  Yernon,"rfihe  said,  avoiding  his  eyes, 
"  deserves  candor  in  me.  I  cannot  affect  to  misunderstand 
you ; — but  you  take  me  by  surprise — I  was  so  unprepared 
for  this.     Give  me  time — I  must  reflect." 

''Reflection  is  dull  work  in  the  country;  yon  can  reflect 
more  amusingly  in  town,  my  fair  cousin." 
•  "  I  will  wait,  then,  till  I  find  myself  in  town." 

VOL.  I. — %1 
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"Ah,  joa  make  me  the  happiest,  the  znost  gratefdl  of 
men,"  cried  Mr.  Yernon,  rising  with  a  semi-genuflection, 
which  seemed  to  imply,  "  Consider  yourself  knelt  to,"  just 
as  a  courteous  assailer,  with  a  motion  of  the  hand,  implies, 
"  Consider  yourself  horsewhipped. " 

Lucretia,  who,  with  all  her  intellect,  had  no  capacity  for 
humor,  recoiled,  and  looked  up  in  positive  surprise. 

"  I  do  not  understand  you,  Mr.  Yernon,"  she  said,  with  ' 
austere  gravity. 

"Allow  me  the  bliss  of  flattering  myself  that  you,  at 
least,  are  understood,"  replied  Charley  Yernon,  with  im- 
perturbable assurance.  "  You  will  wait  to  reflect  till  you 
are  in  town — that  is  to  say,  the  day  after  our  honeymoon, 
when  you  awake  in  May  Fair." 

Before  Lucretia  could  reply,  she  saw  the  indefatigable 
Talet  formally  approaching,  with  the  anticipated  message 
that  Sir  Miles  requested  to  see  her.  She  replied  hurriedly 
to  this  last,  that  she  would  be  with  her  uncle  immediately; 
and  when  he  had  again  disappeared  within  the  porch,  she 
said,  with  a  constrained  efiFort  at  frankness  :' 

"  Mr.  Yernon,  if  I  have  misunderstood  your  words,  I 
think  I  do  not  mistake  your  character.  You  cannot  wish 
to  take  advantage  of  my  afiFection  for  my  uncle,  and  the 
passive  obedience  I  owe  to  him,  to  force  me  into  a  step — 
of  which — of  which — I  have  not  yet  sufficiently  considered 
the  results.  If  you  really  desire  that  my  feelings  should  be 
consulted,  that  I  should  not — pardon  me — consider  mysell 
sacrificed  to  the  family  pride  of  my  guardian,  and  the  in- 
terests of  my  suitor ^" 
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"  Madam  I"  exclaimed  Yernon,  reddening. 

Pleased  with  the  irritating  effect  her  words  had  pro* 
daoed,  Lucretia  continued  calmlj:  ''I^  in  a  word,  I  am 
to  be  a  free  agent  in  a  choice  on  which  my  happiness  de- 
pends, forbear  to  urge  Sir  Miles  further  at  present — forbear 
to  press  your  suit  upon  me.  Give  me  the  delay  of  a  few 
months;  I  shall  know  how  to  appreciate  your  delicacy." 

"Miss  Clavering,"  answered  Yernon,  with  a  touch  of 
the  St  John  haughtiness,  "I  am  in  despair  that  you 
should  even  think  so  grave  an  appeal  to  my  honor  neces* 
sary.  I  am  well  aware  of  your  expectations  and  my 
poverty.  And  believe  me,  I  would  rather  rot  in  a  prison 
than  enrich  myself  by  forcing  your  inclinations.  You  have 
but  to  say  the  word,  and  I  will  (as  becomes  me  as  man 
and  gentleman)  screen  you  from  all  chance  of  Sir  Miles's 
displeasure,  by  taking  it  qu  myself  to  decline  an  honor  of 
which  I  feel,  indeed,  very  undeserving." 

**  But  I  have  offended  you,"  said  Lucretia,  softly,  while 
she  turned  aside  to  conceal  the  glad  light  of  her  eyes,— « 
"  pardon  me ;  and,  to  prove  that  you  do  so,  give  me  your 
arm  to  my  uncle's  room. "  ^ 

Yernon,  with  rather  more  of  Sir  Miles's  antiquated  stiff- 
ness than  his  own  rakish  ease,  offered  his  arm,  with  a  pro- 
found reverence,  to  his  cousin  ;  and  they  took  their  way  to 
the  house.  Not  till  they  had  passed  up  the  stairs,  and 
were  even  in  the  gallery,  did  further  words  pass  between 
them.  Then  Yernon  said,  "  But  what  is  your  wish.  Miss 
Claveriug  ?    On  what  footing  shall  I  remain  here  ?" 

"Will  you  suffer  me  to  dictate?"  replied  Lucretia, 
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stopping  short  with  well-feigned  confusion,  as  if  suddenly 
aware  that  the  right  to  dictate  gives  the  right  to  hope. 
""  "Ah,  consider  me  at  least  as  yonr  slave  1"  whispered 
Yemon,  as  his  eye,  resting  on  the  contour  of  that  match- 
less neck,  partially  and  advantageously  turned  from  him, 
he  began,  with  his  constitutional  admiration  of  the  sex,  to 
feel  interested  in  a  pursuit  that  now  seemed,  after  piquing, 
to  flatter  his  self-love. 

"  Then  I  will  use  the  privilege  when  we  meet  again," 
answered  Lucretia ;  and  drawing  her  arm  gently  from  his, 
she  passed  on  to  her  uncle,  leaving  Yernon  midway  ifi  the 
gallery. 

Those  faded  portraits  looked  down  on  her  with  that 
melancholy  gloom  which  the  effigies  of  our  dead  ancestors 
seem  mysteriously  to  acquire.  To  noble  and  aspiring 
spirits,  no  homily  to  truth,  an(i  honor,  and  fair  ambition 
is  more  eloquent,  than  the  mute  and  melancholy  canvas, 
from  which  our  fathers,  made  by  death  our  household 
gods,  contemplate  us  still.  They  appear  to  confide  to  us 
the  charge  of  their  unblemished  names.  They  speak  to  us 
from  the  grave,  and,  heard  aright,  the  pride  of  family  is 
the  guardian  angel  of  its  heirs.  But  Lucretia,  with  her 
hard  and  scholastic  mind,  despised  as  the  veriest  weakness 
all  the  poetry  that  belongs  to  the  sense  of  a  pure  descent. 
It  was  because  she  was  proud  as  the  proudest  in  herself, 
that  she  had  nothing  but  contempt  for  the  virtue,  the 
valor,  or  the  wisdom  of  those  that  had  gone  before.  So 
with  a  brain  busy  with  guile  and  stratagem,  she  trod  on 
beneath  the  eyes  of  the  simple  and  spotless  Dead 
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Yernon,  thas  left  alone,  mased  a  few  moments  on  what 
had  passed  between  himself  and  the  heiress,  and  then 
slowly  retracing  his  steps,  his  eye  roved  along  the  stately 
series  of  his  line.  "  Faith  1"  he  muttered,  "  if  my  boyhood 
had  been  passed  in  this  old  gallery,  his  Royal  Highness 
would  have  lost  a  good  fellow  and  hard  drinker ;  and  his 
Majesty  would  have  had,  perhaps,  a  more  distinguished 
soldier — certainly,  a  worthier '  subject.  If  I  marry  this 
lady,  and  we  are  blessed  with  a  son,  he  shall  walk  through 
this  gallery,  once  a  day,  before  he  is  flogged  into  Latin  1" 

Lucretia's  interview  with  her  uncle  was  a  master-piece  of 
art  What  pity  that  such  craft  and  subtlety  were  wasted 
in  our  little  day,  and  on  such  petty  objects ;  under  the 
Medici,  that  spirit  had  gone  far  to  the  shaping  of  history. 
Sure,  from  her  uncle's  openness,  that  he  would  plunge  at 
once  into  the  subject  for  which  she  deemed  she  was  sum- 
moned, she  evinced  no  repugnance,  when,  tenderly  kissing 
her,  he  asked  "  If  Charles  Yernon  had  a  chance  of  win- 
ning favor  in  her  eyes  ?"  She  knew  that  she  was  safe  in 
saying  "No:"  that  her  uncle  would  never  force  her  incli- 
nations :  safe  so  far  as  Yernon  was  concerned ;  but  she 
desired  more ',  she  desired  thoroughly  to  quench  all  sus- 
picion that  her  heart  was  preoccupied  ;  entirely  to  remove 
from  Sir  Miles's  thoughts  the  image  of  Mainwaring ;  and 
a  denial  of  one  suitor  might  quicken  the  baronet's  eyes  to 
the  concealment  of  the  other.  Nor  was  this  all :  if  Sir 
Miles  was  seriously  bent  upon  seeing  her  settled  in  mar- 
riage before  his  death,  the  dismissal  of  Yernon  might  only 

expose  her  to  the  importunity  of  new  candidates^  more 

11* 
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difficult  to  deal  with.  Yernon  himself  she  coald  nse  as 
the  shield  against  the  arrows  of  a  host  Therefore  when 
Sir  Miles  repeated  his  question,  she  answered,  with  mach 
gentleness  and  seeming  modest  sense,  that  "  Mr.  Yernon 
had  much  that  mast  prepossess  in  his  favor ;  that  in  addi- 
tion to  his  own  advantages  he  had  one,  the  highest  in  her 
eyes,  her  ancle's  sanction  and  approval.  Bnt,"  and  she 
hesitated  with  becoming  and  natural  diffidence,  **  were  not 
his  habits  unfixed  and  roving  ?  So  it  was  said ;  she  knew 
not  herself — she  would  trust  her  happiness  to  her  uncle. 
But  if  so,  and  if  Mr.  Yernon  were  really  disposed  to  change, 
would  it  not  be  prudent  to  try  fcm — try  him  where  there 
was  temptation  ;  not  in  the  repose  of  Laughton,  but  amid 
his  own  haunts  of  London  ?  Sir  Miles  had  friends  who 
would  honestly  inform  him  of  the  result.  She  did  but 
aaggest  this :  she  was  too  ready  to  leave  all  to  her  dear 
guardian's  acuteness  and  experience." 

Melted  by  her  docility,  and  in  high  approval  of  the 
prudence  which  betokened  a  more  rational  judgment  than 
he  himself  had  evinced,  the  good  old  man  clasped  her  to  his 
breast,  and  shed  tears  as  he  praised  and  thanked  her — she 
had  decided,  as  she  always  did,  for  the  best. — Heaven  forbid 
that  she  should  be  wasted  on  an  incorrigible  man  of  pleas- 
ure! ''And,"  said  the  frank-hearted  gentleman,  unable 
long  to  keep  any  thought  concealed,  ''  and  to  think  that  I 
could  have  wronged  you,  for  a  moment,  my  own  noble 
child !— that  I  could  have  been  dolt  enough  to  suppose 
that  the  good  looks  of  that  boy  Mainwaring  might  have 
caused  you  to  forget  what — ^but  you  change  color  1" — ^for 
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with  all  her  dissimnlation,  Lncretia  lOTed  too  ardently  not 
to  shrink  at  that  name  thus  suddenly  pronoaneed.  ''  Oh,'' 
eontinaed  the  baronet,  drawing  her  toward  him  still  morj^ 
closely,  while  with  one  hand  he  put  back  her  face  that  he 
might  read  its  expression  the  more  closely, — "oh,  if  it  had 
been  so — if  it  be  so,  I  will  pity,  not  blame  yon,  for  my 
neglect  was  the  fault ;  pity  you,  for  I  have  known  a  similar 
struggle ;  admire  you  in  pity,  for  you  have  the  spirit  or 
yonr  ancestors,  and  you  will  conquer  the  weakness.  Speiik  I 
have  I  touched  on  the  truth  ?  Speak  without  fear,  child  I 
T^you  have  no  mother;  but  in  age  a  man  sometimes  gets 
a  n^other's  heart." 

Startled  and  alarmed  as  the  lark  when  the  step  nears  its 
nest,  Lncretia  summoned  all  the  dark  wile  of  her  nature  to 
mislead  the  intruder.  **  No,  uncle,  no ;  I  am  not  so  un- 
worthy.    You  misconceived  my  emotion." 

"Ah,  you  know  that  he  has  had  the  presumption  to  love 
you — the  puppy  I  and  yon  feel  the  compassion  you  women 
always  feel  for  such  offenders?    Is  that  it?" 

Rapidly  Lucretia  considered  if  it  would  be  wise  to  leave 
that  impression  on  his  mind ;  on  one  hand,  it  might  ac- 
count for  a  moment's  agitation,  and  if  Mainwaring  were 
detected  hovering  near  the  domain,  in  the  exchange  of 
their  correspondence,  it  might  appear  but  the  idle,  if  hope- 
less, romance  of  youth,  which  haunts  the  mere  home  of  its 
object ; — but  no ;  on  the  other  hand,  it  left  his  banishment 
absolute  and  confirmed.  Her  resolution  was  taken  with  a 
promptitude  that  made  her  pause  not  perceptible. 

"  No,  my  dear  uncle,"  she  said,  so  cheerfully,  that  it  re- 
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moved  all  doubt  from  the  mind  of  her  listener;  "bni 
Monsienr  Dalibard  has  rallied  me  on  the  subject,  and  I 
was  so  angry  with  him,  that  when  yon  touched  on  it  I 
thought  more  of  my  quarrel  with  him  than  of  poor  timid 
Mr.  Mainwaring  himself.  Come  now,  own  it,  dear  sir  I 
Monsieur  Dalibard  has  instilled  this  strange  fancy  into 
your  head." 

"  No,  'Slife :  if  he  had  taken  such  a  liberty,  I  should 
bave  lost  my  librarian.  No,  I  assure  you,  it  was  rather 
Vernon  :  you  know  true  love  is  jealous." 

"  Vernon  I"  thought  Lucretia ;  "  he  must  go,  and  at 
once."  Sliding  from  her  uncle's  arms  to  the  stool  at  his 
feet,  she  then  led  the  conversation  more  familiarly  back 
into  the  channel  it  had  lost;  and  when  at  last  she  escaped, 
it  was  with  the  understanding  that,  without  promise  or 
compromise,  Mr.  Vernon  should  return  to  London  at  once, 
and  be  put  upon  the  ordeal,  through  which  she  felt  assured 
it  was  little  likely  he  should  pass  with  success. 


CHAPTER    IV. 

guy's  oak. 

Thbeb  weeks  afterward,  the  life  at  LanghtoD  seemed 
restored  to  the  cheerful  and  somewhat  monotonous  tran- 
quillity of  its  course,  before  chafed  and  disturbed  by  the 
recent  interruptions  to  the  stream.  Yernon  had  de- 
parted satisfied  with  the  justice  of  the  trial  imposed  on 
him,  and  far  too  high  spirited  to  seek  to  extort  from  nieqe 
or  uncle  any  engagement  beyond  that  which,  to  a  i;iice 
sense  of  honor,  the  trial  itself  imposed.  His  memory  and 
his  heart  were  still  faithful  to  Mary ;  but  his  senses,  his 
fancy,  his  vanity  were  a  little  involved  in  his  success  with 
the  heiress.  Though  so  free  from  all  mercenary  meanness, 
Mr.  Yernon  was  still  enough  man  of  the  world  to  be  sensi- 
ble of  the  advantages  of  the  alliance  which  had  first  been 
pressed  on  him  by  Sir  Miles;  and  from  which  Lucretia 
herself  appeared  not  to  be  averse.  The  season  of  London 
was  over,  but  there  was  always  a  set,  and  that  set  the  one 
in  which  Charley  Yernon  principally  moved,  who  found 
town  fuller  than  the  country.  Besides,  be  went  occasionally 
to  Brighton,  which  was  then  to  England  what  BaisB  was  to 
Kome.  The  prince  was  holding  gay  court  at  the  Pavilion, 
and  that  was  the  atmosphere  which  Yernon  was  habituated 

to  breathe.     He  was  no  parasite  of  royalty :  he  had  that 
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strong  personal  affection  to  the  prince  which  it  is  often  the 
good  fortune  of  royalty  to  attract.  Nothing  is  less  founded 
than  the  complaint  which  poets  pat  into  the  lips  of  princes, 
that  they  have  nd  friends ;  it  is,  at  least,  their  own  per- 
verse fault  if  that  be  the  case — a  little  amiability,  a  little 
of  frank  kindness  goes  so  far  when  it  emanates  from  the 
rays  of  a  crown  I  But  Vernon  was  stronger  than  Lucretia 
deemed  him, — once  contemplating  the  prospect  of  a  anion 
which  was  to  consign  to  his  charge  the  happiness  of 
another,  and  feeling  all  that  he  should  owe  in  such  a  mar- 
riage to  the  confidence  both  of  niece  and  uncle,  he  evinced 
steadier  principles  than  he  had  ever  made  manifest,  when 
he  had  only  his  own  fortune  to  mar  and  his  own  happiness 
to  trifle  with.  He  joined  his  old  companions ;  but  he  kept 
aloof  from  their  more  dissipated  pursuits.  Beyond  what 
was  then  thought  the  venial  error  of  too  devout  libations 
to  Bacchus,  Charley  Vernon  seemed  reformed. 

Ardworth  had  joined  a  regiment,  which  had  departed 
for  the  field  of  action.  Mainwaring  was  still  with  his 
father,  and  had  not  yet  announced  to  Sir  Miles  any  wish 
or  project  for  the  future. 

Olivier  Dalibard,  as  before,  passed  his  mornings  alone 
in  his  chamber — ^his  noon  and  his  evenings  with  Sir  Miles. 
He  avoided  all  private  conferences  with  Lucretia.  She 
did  not  provoke  them.  Young  Gabriel  amused  himself  in 
copying  Sir  Miles's  pictures,  sketching  from  Nature,  scrib- 
bling in  his  room,  prose  or  verse,  no  matter  which  (he 
never  showed  his  lucubrations),  pinching  the  dog9  when 
be  could  catch  them  alone,  shooting  the  cats,  if  they  ap* 
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peared  in  the  plantation,  on  pretense  of  loye  for  the  young 
pheasants,  sauntering  into  the  cottages,  where  he  was  4 
favorite  because  of  his  good  looks,  but  where  he  always 
contrived  to  leave  the  trace  of  his  visits  in  disorder  i^nd 
mischief,  upsetting  the  tea-kettle  and  scalding  the  children, 
or,  what  he  loved  dearly,  setting  two  gossips  by  the  ears. 
But  the«ie  occapations  were  over  by  the  hour  Lucretia  left 
her  apartment  From  that  time  he  never  left  her  out  of 
view ;  and,  when  encouraged  to  join  her  at  his  usual  privi- 
leged times,  whether  in  the  gardens  at  sunset,  or  in  her 
evening  niche  in  the  drawing-room,  he  was  sleek,  silken, 
and  caressing  as  Cupid,  after  plaguing  the  Nymphs,  at  the 
feet  of  Psyche.  These  two  strange  persons  had  indeed 
apparently  that  sort  of  sentimental  familiarity  which  is 
sometimes  seen  between  a  fair  boy  and  a  girl  much  older 
than  himself;  but  the  attraction  that  drew  them  together 
was  an  indefinable  instinct  of  their  similarity  in  many  traits 
of  their  several  characters, —  the  whelp  leopard  sported 
fearlessly  round  the  she- panther.  Before  Olivier's  mid- 
night conference  with  his  son,  Gabriel  had  drawn  close 
and  closer  to  Lucretia,  as  an  ally  against  his  father ;  for 
that  father  he  cherished  feelings  which,  beneath  the  most 
docile  obedience,  concealed  horror  and  hate,  and  some- 
thing of  the  ferocity  of  revenge.  And  if  young  Yarney 
loved  any  one  on  earth  except  himself,  it  was  Lucretia 
Clavering.  She  had  administered  to  his  ruling  passions, 
which  were  for  efTect  and  display ;  she  had  devised  the 
dress  which  set  off  to  the  utmost  his  exterior,  and  gave  it 
that  picturesque  and  artistic  appearance  which  be  had 
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sighed  for  in  his  study  of  the  portraits  of  Titian  and  Van- 
dyke. She  supplied  him  (for  in  money  she  was  generous) 
with  enough  to  gratify  and  forestall  every  boyish  caprice, 
and  this  liberality  now  turned  against  her,  for  it  had  in- 
creased into  a  settled  vice  his  natural  taste  for  extrava- 
gance, and  made  all  other  considerations  subordinate  to 
that  of  feeding  his  cupidity.  She  praised  his  drawings, 
which,  though  self-taught,  were  indeed  extraordinary,  pre- 
dicted his  fame  as  an  artist,  lifted  him  into  consequence 
among  the  guests  by  her  notice  and  eulogies ;  and  what, 
perhaps,  won  him  more  than  all,  he  felt  that  it  was  to 
her—- to  Dalibard's  desire  to  conceal  before  her  his  more 
cruel  propensities  —  that  he  owed  his  father's  change 
from  the  most  refined  severity  to  the  most  paternal  gen* 
tleness. 

And  thus  he  had  repaid  her,  as  she  expected,  by  a  de- 
votion which  she  trusted  to  employ  against  her  tutor  him- 
self, should  the  baffled  aspirant  become  the  scheming  rival 
and  the  secret  foe.  But  now,  thoroughly  aware  of  the 
gravity  of  his  father's  objects,  seeing  before  him  the  chance 
of  a  settled  establishment  at  Laughton,  a  positive  and  in- 
fluential connection  with  Lucretia ;  and  on  the  other  hand, 
a  return  to  the  poverty  he  recalled  with  disgust,  and  the 
terrors  of  his  father's  solitary  malice  and  revenge,  he  en- 
tered fully  into  Dalibard's  somber  plans,  and,  without 
scruple  or  remorse,  would  have  abetted  any  harm  to  hi^ 
benefactress.  Thus  craft  doomed  to  have  accomplices  in 
craft,  resembles  the  spider  whose  web,  spread  indeed  for 
the  fly,  attracts  the  fellow-spider  that  shall  thrust  it  forth, 
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and  profit  by  the  meshes  it  has  woyen  for  a  yictim,  to  snr- 
render  to  a  master. 

Already  yoang  Varney,  set  quietly  and  ceaselessly  to 
spy  every  movement  of  Lncretia's,  had  reported  to  his 
father  two  visits  to  the  most  retired  part  of  the  park  ;  bnt 
he  had  not  yet  ventured  near  enough  to  discover  the  exact 
spot,  and  his  very  watch  on  Lucretia  had  prevented  the 
detection  of  Mainwaring  himself  in  his  stealthy  exchange 
of  correspondence.    Dalibard  bade  him  continue  his  watch, 
without  hinting  at  his  ulterior  intentions,  for,  indeed,  in 
these  he  was  not  decided.     Even  should  he  discover  any 
communication  between  Lucretia  and  Mainwaring,  how 
reveal  it  to  Sir  Miles  without  forever  precluding  himself 
from  the  chance  of  profiting  by  the  betrayal  ?     Could  Lu- 
cretia ever  forgive  the  injury,  and  could  she  fail  to  detect 
the  hand  that  inflicted  it?     His  only  hope  was  in  the  re- 
moval of  Mainwaring  from  his  path  by  other  agencies  than 
his  own,  and  (by  an  appearance  of  generosity  and  self- 
abandonment,  in  keeping  her  secret,  and  submitting  to 
his  fate)  he  trusted  to  regain  the  confidence  she  now  with- 
held from  him,  and  use  it  to  his  advantage  when  the  time 
came  to  defend  himself  from  Yernon.    For  he  had  learned 
from  Sir  Miles  the  passive  understanding  with  respect  to 
that  candidate  for  her  hand ;  and  he  felt  assured  that  had 
Mainwaring  never  existed,  could  he  cease  to  exist  for  her 
hopes,  Lucretia,  despite  her  dissimulation,  would  succumb 
to  one  she  feared  but  respected,  rather  than  to  one  she 
evidently  trifled  with  and  despised. 

"  Bat  the  coarse  to  be  taken  must  be  adopted  after  the 
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evidence  is  collected/'  thoaght  the  subtle  schemer,  and  ht 
tranqailly  continaed  bis  chess  with  the  baronet. 

Before,  however,  Gabriel  could  make  any  farther  dis- 
coveries, aa  event  occurred  which  excited  very  different 
emotions  among  those  it  more  immediately  interested. 

Sir  Miles  had,  daring  the  last  twelve  months,  been 
visited  by  two  seizures,  seemingly  of  an  apoplectic  char* 
acter.  Whether  they  were  apoplexy  or  the  less  alarming 
attacks  that  arise  from  some  more  gentle  congestion, 
occasioned  by  free  living  and  indolent  habits,  was  matter 
of  doubt  with  his  physician — not  a  very  skillful,  though  a 
very  formal  man.  Country  doctors  were  not  then  the 
same  able,  educated,  and  scientific  class  that  they  are  now- 
rapidly  becoming.  Sir  Miles  himself  so  stoutly  and  so 
eagerly  repudiated  the  least  hint  of  the  more  unfavorable 
interpretation,  that  the  doctor,  if  not  convinced  by  bis 
patient,  was  awed  from  expressing  plainly  a  contrary  opin- 
ion. There  are  certain  persons  who  will  dismiss  their 
physician  if  he  tells  them  the  truth :  Sir  Miles  was  one  of 
them. 

In  his  character  there  was  a  weakness  not  uncommon  to 
the  proud.  He  did  not  fear  death,  but  he  shrank  from 
the  thought  that  others  should  calculate  on  his  dying.  He 
was  fond  of  his  power,  though  he  exercised  it  gently :  he 
knew  that  the  power  of  wealth  and  station  is  enfeebled  in 
proportion  as  its  dependents  can  foresee  the  date  of  its 
transfer.  He  dreaded,  too,  the  comments  which  are  always 
made  on  those  visited  by  his  peculiar  disease  :  **  Pooi  Sir 
Miles  1  an  apoplectic  fit  I  his  intellect  must  be  very  much 
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Bhaken — he  revoked  at  whist  last  night — memory  sadly 
impaired  I"  This  may  be  a  pitiable  foible ;  bat  heroes 
and  statesmen  have  had  it  most :  pardon  it  in  the  proad 
old  man.  He  enjoined  the  physician  to  state,  throoghont 
the  house  and  the  neighborhood,  that  the  attacks  were 
wholly  innccent  and  unimportant.  The  physician  did  so, 
and  was  generally  believed ;  for  Sir  Miles  seemed  as  lively 
and  as  vigorous  after  them  as  before.  Two  persons  alone 
were,  not  deceived — Dalibard  and  Lacretia.  The  first,  at 
an  earlier  part  of  his  life,  had  studied  pathology  with  the 
profound  research  and  ingenious  application  which  he 
brought  to  bear  upon  all  he  undertook.  He  whispered 
from  the  first  to  Lucretia : 

''Unless  your  uncle  changes  his  habits,  takes  exer- 
cise, and  forbears  wine*-and  the  table,  his  days  are  num- 
bered." 

And  when  this  intelligence  was  first  conveyed  to  her, 
before  she  had  become  acquainted  with  Mainwaring,  Lu- 
eretia  felt  the  shock  of  a  grief  sudden  and  sincere.  We 
have  seen  how  these  better  sentiments  changed  as  a  human 
life  became  an  obstacle  in  her  way.  In  her  character,  what 
phrenologists  call  ''destructiveness,"  in  the  comprehensive 
sense  of  the  word,  was  superlatively  developed.  She  bad 
not  actual  cruelty ;  she  was  not  blood-thirsty :  those  vices 
belong  to  a  different  cast  of  character.  She  was  rather 
deliberately  and  intellectually  unsparing — a  goal  was  be- 
fore her;  she  must  march  to  it;  all  in  the  way  were  but 
hostile  impediments.  At  first,  however.  Sir  Miles  was 
not  in  the  way,  except  to  fortune,  and  for  that>  as  avarice 
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was  not  ber  leading  rice,  she  could  well  wait ;  therefore,  at 
this  hint  of  the  Pr0Yen9aPs,  she  rentared  to  urge  her  ancle 
to  abstinence  and  exercise ;  bat  Sir  Miles  was  toachy  on 
the  subject;  he  feared  the  interpretations  which  great 
change  of  habits  might  saggest,  the  memory  of  the  fearfal 
warning  died  away,  and  he  felt  as  well  as  before,  for,  save 
an  old  rheamatic  goat  (which  had  long  since  left  him,  with 
no  other  apparent  evil  but  a  lameness  in  the  joints,  that 
rendered  exercise  unwelcome  and  painful),  he  possessed 
one  of  those  comfortable,  and  often  treacherous  constitu- 
tions, which  evince  no  displeasure  at  irregularities,  and 
bear  all  liberties  with  philosophical  composure.  Accord- 
ingly, he  would  have  his  own  way ;  and  he  contrived  to 
coax  or  to  force  his  doctor  into  an  authority  on  his  side ; 
wine  was  necessary  to  his  constitution;  much  exercise  was 
a  dangerous  fatigue.  The  second  attack,  following  four 
months  after  the  first,  was  less  alarming,  and  Sir  Miles 
fancied  it  concealed  even  from  his  niece ;  but  three  nights 
after  his  recovery,  the  old  baronet  sat  musing  alone  for 
some  time  in  his  own  room,  before  he  retired  to  rest. 
Then  he  rose,  opened  his  desk,  and  read  his  will  atten- 
tively, locked  it  up  with  a  slight  sigh,  and  took  down  his 
Bible.  The  next  morning  he  dispatched  the  letters  which 
summoned  Ardworth  and  Yernon  to  his  house ;  and,  as  he 
quitted  his  room,  his  look  lingered  with  melancholy  fond- 
ness upon  the  portraits  in  the  gallery.  No  one  was  by  the 
old  man  to  interpret  these  slight  signs,  ii^  which  lay  a  world 
of  meaning. 
A  few  weeks  after  Yernon  had  left  the  house,  and  in 
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the  midst  of  the  restored  tranqoillity  we  have  described, 
it  so  happened  that  Sir  Miles's  physician,  after  dining  at 
the  hall,  had  been  sammoned  to  attend  one  of  the  children 
at  the  neighboring  rectory,  and  there  he  spent  the  night  . 
A  little  before  daybreak  his  slumbers  were  disturbed ;  he 
was  recalled  in  all  haste  to  Laughton  Hall.  For  the  third 
time,  he  found  Sir  Miles  speechless.  Dalibard  was  by  his 
bedside  Lucretia  had  not  been  made  aware  of  the  seizure ; 
for  Sir  Miles  had  previously  told  his  valet  (who  of  late 
slept  in  the  same  room)  never  to  alarm  Miss  Clavering  if 
he  was  taken  ill.  The  doctor  was  about  to  apply  his 
usual. remedies;  but  when  he  drew  forth  his  lancet,  Dali- 
bard placed  his  hand  on  the  physician's  arm : 

**  Not  this  time,"  he  said  slowly,  and  with  emphasis ; 
"it  will  be  his  death." 

"Pooh,  sir  I"  said  the  doctor,  disdainfully. 

"  Do  so,  then  I  bleed  him,  and  take  the  responsibility. 
I  have  studied  medicine  —  I  know  these  symptoms.  In 
this  case  the  apoplexy  may  spare — the  lancet  kills." 

The  physician  drew  back  dismayed  and  doubtful. 

"  What  would  you  do,  then  ?" 

"  Wait  three  minutes  longer  the  effect  of  the  cataplasms 
T  have  applied.     If  they  fail " 

"Ay,  then  ?" 

"A  chill  bath,  and  vigorous  friction." 

"  Sir,  I  will  never  permit  it." 

"  Then  murder  your  patient  your  own  way." 

All  this  while  Sir  Miles  lay  senseless,  his  eyes  wide 
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open,  his  teeth  locked.  The  doctor  drew  ne&r,  looked  at 
the  lancet,  and  said  irresolntelj : 

**  Your  practice  is  new  to  me ;  but  if  yon  have  studied 
medicine,  that's  another  matter.  Will  yon  guarantee  the 
saccess  of  yoar  plan  f '' 

"Yes." 

''  Mind,  I  wash  my  hands  of  it ;  I  take  Mr.  Jones  to 
witness:"  and  he  appealed  to  the  valet. 

"  Call  up  the  footmen,  and  lift  your  master,"  said  Dali- 
bard ;  and  the  doctor,  glancing  round,  saw  that  a  bath, 
filled  some  seven  or  eight  inches  deep  with  water,  stood 
already  prepared  in  the  room.  Perplexed  and  irresolute, 
he  offered  no  obstacle  to  Dalibard's  movements.  The 
body,  seemingly  lifeless,  was  placed  in  the  bath ;  and  the 
servants,  under  Dalibard's  directions,  applied  vigorous 
and  incessant  friction.  Several  minutes  elapsed  before 
any  favorable  symptom  took  place ;  at  length,  Sir  Miles 
heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and  the  eyes  moved«>^a  minute  or  two 
more,  and  the  teeth  chattered ;  the  blood,  set  in  motion, 
appeared  on  the  surface  of  the  skin :  life  ebbed  back ;  the 
danger  was  past;  the  dark  foe  driven  from  the  citadel. 
Sir  Miles  spoke  audibly,  though  incoherently,  as  he  was 
taken  back  to  his  bed,  warmly  covered  up,  the  lights  re- 
moved, noise  forbidden,  and  Dalibard  and  the  doctor 
remained  in  silence  by  the  bedside. 

"Kich  man,"  thought  Dalibard,  'Hhine  hour  is  not  yet 
come ;  thy  wealth  must  not  pass  to  the  boy  Main  waring." 

Sir  Miles's  recovery,  under  the  care  of  Dalibard,  who 
DOW  had  his  own  way,  was  as  rapid  and  complete  as  be- 
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fore.  Lncretia,  when  she  heard,  the  next  morning,  of  the 
attack,  felt,  we  dare  not  saj,  a  guilty  joy,  bat  a  terrible 
and  feverish  agitation.  Sir  Miles  himself,  informed  by 
his  valet  of  Dalibard's  wrestle  with  the  doctor,  felt  a  pro- 
found gratitude  and  reverent  wonder  for  the  simple  means 
to  which  he  probably  owed  his  restoration ;  and  he  listened, 
with  a  docility  which  Dalibard  was  not  prepared  to  expect, 
to  his  learned  secretary's  argent  admonitions  as  to  the  life 
he  must  lead,  if  he  desired  to  live  at  all.  Convinced,  at 
last,  that  wine  and  good  cheer  had  not  blockaded  out  the 
enemy,  and  having  to  do,  in  Olivier  Dalibard,  with  a  very 
different  temper  from  the  doctor's,  he  assented  with  a 
tolerable  grace  to  the  trial  of  a  strict  regimen  and  to 
daily  exercise  in  the  open  air.  Dalibard  now  became  con- 
stantly with  him  —  the  increase  of  his  influence  was  as 
natural  as  it  was  apparent.  Lucretia  trembled ;  she  di- 
vined a  danger  in  his  power,  now  separate  from  her  own, 
and  which  threatened  to  be  independent  of  it.  She  be- 
came abstracted  and  uneasy — jealousy  of  the  Proven9al 
possessed  her.  She  began  to  meditate  schemes  for  his 
downfall.  At  this  time,  Sir  Miles  received  the  following 
letter  from  Mr.  Fielden : 

.       <*  SOUTHAMPTOK,  AuffUit  20 thy  1801. 

"  Deab  Sib  Miles, — You  will  remember  that  I  informed 
yon  when  I  arrived  at  Southampton  with  my  dear  young 
charge ;  and  Susan  has  twice  written  to  her  sister,  implying 
the  request  which  she  lacked  the  coin*age,  seeing  that  she 
is  timid,  expressly  to  urge,  that  Miss  Clavering  might  again 
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be  permitted  to  visit  her.  Miss  ClaTerfng  has  answered, 
as  might  be  expected  from  the  propinqaity  of  the  relation- 
ship ;  bat  she  has  perhaps  the  same  fears  of  offending  yoa 
that  actuate  her  sister.  Bot  now,  since  the  worthy  cler- 
gyman, who  had  undertaken  my  parochial  duties,  has 
fonnd  the  air  insalubrious,  and  prays  me  not  to  enforce 
the  engagement  by  which  we  bad  exchanged  our  several 
charges  for  the  space  of  a  calendar  year,  I  am  reluctantly 
compelled  to  return  home — tny  dear  wife,  thank  Heaven, 
being  already  restored  to  health,  which  is  an  unspeakable 
mercy ;  and  I  am  sure  I  cannot  be  sufficiently  grateful  to 
Providence,  which  has  not  only  provided  me  with  a  liberal 
independence  of  more  than  two  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
but  the  best  of  wives  and  the  most  dutiful  of  children — 
possessions  that  I  venture  to  call  'the  riches  of  the  heart.' 
Now,  I  pray  yon,  my  dear  Sir  Miles,  to  gratify  these  two 
deserving  young  persons,  and  to  suffer  Misis  Lucretia  in- 
continently to  visit  her  sister.  Counting  on  your  consent, 
thus  boldly  demanded,  I  have  already  prepared  an  apart- 
ment for  Miss  Clavering;  and  Susan  is  busy  in  what, 
though  I  do  not  know  much  of  sneh  feminine  matters,  the 
whole  house  declares  to  be  a  most  beautiful  and  fanciful 
toilet  cover,  with  roses  and  forget-me-nots,  cut  out  of  mus- 
lin, and  two  large  silk  tassels,  which  cost  her  three  shillings 
and  fourpence.  I  cannot  conclude,  without  thanking  you 
from  my  heart  for  your  noble  kindness  to  young  Ardworth. 
He  is  so  full  of  ardor  and  spirit,  that  I  remember,  poor 
lad,  when  I  left  hinr*  as  I  thought,  hard  at  work  on  that 
well-known  problem  of  Euclid,  vulgarly  called  the  Asses' 
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Bridge,  I  found  him  describing  a  figure  of  8  on  the  vil- 
lage pond,  which  was  only  just  frozen  over  I  Poor  lad  I 
Heaven  will  take  care  of  him,  I  know,  as  it  does  of  all 
who  take  no  care  of  themselves.  Ah,  Sir  Miled,  if  yon 
could  but  see  Susan — such  a  nurse,  too,  in  illness ! 
"  I  have  the  honor  to  be,  Sir  Miles, 

''  Your  most  humble,  poor  servant  to  command, 

"Matthew  Fielden  '* 

Sir  Miles  put  this  letter  in  his  niece's  hand,  and  said, 
kindly,  "  Why  not  have  gone  to  see  your  sister  before  ? — I 
should  not  have  been  angry.  Go,  my  child,  as  soon  as 
you  like :  to-morrow  is  Sunday — no  traveling  that  day — 
but  the  next,  the  carriage  shall  be  at  your  order. " 

Lucretia  hesitated  a  moment.  To  leave  Dalibard  in 
sole  possession  of  the  field,  even  for  a  few  days,  was  a 
thought  of  alarm ;  but  what  evil  could  he  do  in  that  time  t 
And  her  pulse  beat  quickly  I — Mainwaring  could  come  to 
Southampton ! — she  should  see  him  again,  after  more  than 
six  weeks'  absence !  She  had  so  much  to  relate  and  to 
hear  —  she  fancied  his  last  letter  had  been  colder  and 
shorter — she  yearned  to  hear  him  say,  with  his  own  lips, 
that  "  he  loved  her  still  I"  This  idea  banished  or  prevailed 
over  all  others.  She  thanked  her  uncle  cheerfully  and 
gayly,  and  the  journey  was  settled. 

"Be  at  watch  eariy  on  Monday,"  said  Olivier  to  his 
son. 

Monday  came — the  baronet  had  ordered  the  carriage  to 
be  at  the  door  at  ten.    A  little  before  eight,  Lucretia  stole 
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oat  and  took  her  way  to  Gay's  Oak.  Gabriel  bad  placed 
himself  in  readiness ;  he  had  climbed  a  tree  at  the  bottom 
of  the  park  (near  the  place  where  hitherto  he  had  lost 
sight  of  her) ;  she  passed  nader  it, — on  throagh  a  dark 
grove  of  pollard  oaks.  When  she  was  at  a  sufficient  dis- 
tance, the  boy  dropped  from  his  perch ;  with  the  stealth 
of  an  Indian  he  crept  on  her  trace,  following  from  tree  to 
tree,  always  sheltered,  always  watchful ;  he  saw  her  panse 
at  the  dell  and  look  round — she  descended  into  the  hol- 
low ;  he  slunk  throagh  the  fern — he  gained  the  marge  of 
the  dell,  And  looked  down — she  was  lost  to  his  sight.  At 
length,  to  his  surprise,  he  saw  the  gleam  of  her  robe 
emerge  from  the  hollow  of  a  tree — her  head  stooped  as 
she  eame  throagh  the  aperture;  he  had  time  to  shrink 
back  among  the  fern ;  she  passed  on  hurriedly,  the  same 
way  she  had  taken,  back  to  the  hoose ;  then  ibto  the  dell 
crept  the  boy.  Guy's  Oak,  vast  and  venerable,  with  gnarled 
green  boughs  below,  and  sere  branches  above,  that  told 
that  its  day  of  fall  was  decreed  at  last — ^rose  high  from  the 
abyss  of  the  hollow — high  and  far-seen  amid  the  trees  that 
stood  on  the  vanti^-groand  above — even  as  a  great  name 
soars  the  loftier  when  it  springs  from  the  grave.  A  dark 
and  irregular  fissare  gave  entrance  to  the  heul  df  itee  oak 
— ^the  boy  glided  in  and  looked  round — he  saw  nothing — 
yet  something  there  must  be.  The  rays  of  the  early  sun 
did  not  penetrate  into  the  hollow,  it  was  as  dim  as  a  cave. 
He  felt  slowly  in  every  crevice,  and  a  startled  moth  or  two 
flew  out.  It  was  not  for  moths  that  the  girl  had  come  to 
Guy's  Oak  I    He  drew  back,  at  last,  in  despair;  as  he  did 
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00,  he  heard  a  low  souod  close  at  hand,  a  low  marmnring, 
Migrj  soand,  like  a  hiss;  he  looked  round,  and  through 
the  dark,  two  baming  eyes  fixed  his  own — he  had  startled 
a  make  from  its  bed.  He  drew  out  in  time,  as  the  reptile 
sprang;  but  now  his  task,  search,  and  object  were  for- 
gotten. With  the  Tersatilitj  of  &  child,  his  thoughts  were 
all  on  the  enemy  he  had  provoked.  That  zest  of  prey 
which  is  inherent  in  man's  breast,  which  makes  him  love 
the  sport  and  the  chase,  and  maddens  boyhood  and  age 
with  the  passion  for  slaughter,  toapt  up  within  him ;  any- 
thing of  danger,  and  contest,  and  excitement  gave  Gabriel 
Yarney  a  strange  fever  of  pleasure.  He  sprang  up  tbti 
sides  of  the  dell,  climbed  the  park  pales  on  which  it  bor- 
dered, was  in  the  wood  where  the  young  shoots  rose  green 
and  strong  from  the  underwood ; — to  cut  a  staff  for  the 
strife,  to  descend  again  into  the  dell,  creep  again  through 
the  fissure,  look  round  for  those  vengeful  eyes,  was  quick 
done  as  the  joyous  play  of  the  impulse.  The  poor  snake 
had  slid  down  in  content  and  fancied  security ;  its  youngs 
perhaps,  were  not  far  off;  its  wrath  had  been  the  in- 
stinct Nature  gives  to  the  mother.  It  hath  done  thee  no 
harm  yet,  boy ;  leave  it  in  peace  I  The  young  hunter  had 
no  ear  to  such  whisper  of  prudence  or  mercy.  Dim  and 
blind  in  the  fissure,  he  struck  the  ground  and  the  tree  with 
his  stick,  shouted  out,  bade  the  eyes  gleam,  and  defied 
them ;  whether  or  not  the  reptile  had  spent  its  ire  in  the 
first  fruitless  spring,  and  this  unlooked-for  return  of  the 
intruder  rather  daunted  than  exasperated,  we  leave  those 
better  versed  in  u£i«tural  history  to  coi\jecture ;  but,  instead 
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of  obeying  the  challenge  and  coarting  the  contest,  it  glided 
bj  the  sides  of  the  oak,  close  to  the  very  feet  of  its  foe, 
and,  emerging  into  the  light,  dragged  its  gray  coils  through 
the  grass ;  bnt  its  hiss  still  betrayed  it.  Gabriel  sprang 
throQgh  the  fissure,  and  struck  at  the  craven,  insulting  it 
with  a  laugh  of  scorn  ad  he  struck.  Suddenly  it  halted^ 
suddenly  reared  its  crest;  the  throat  swelled  with  venom, 
the  tongue  darted  out,  and  again,  green  as  emeralds,  glared 
the  spite  of  its  eyes.  No  fear  felt  Gabriel  Varney;  his 
arm  was  averted ;  he  gazed  spelled  and  admiringly  with 
the  eye  of  an  artist.  Had  he  had  pencil  and  tablet  at  that 
moment,  he  would  have  dropped  iiis  weapon  for  the  sketch, 
though  the  snake  had  been  as  deadly  as  the  viper  of  Su- 
matra. The  sight  sunk  into  his  memory,  to  be  reproduced 
often  by  the  wild,  morbid  fancies  of  his  hand.  Scarce  a 
moment,  however,  had  he  for  the  gaze;  the  reptile  sprang, 
and  fell,  baffled  and  bruised  by  the  involuntary  blow  of  its 
enemy.  As  it  writhed  on  the  grass,  how  its  colors  came 
out — how  graceful  were  the  movements  of  its  pain !  And 
still  the  boy  gazed,  till  the  eye  was  sated  and  the  cruelty 
returned.  A  blow — a  second — a  third — all  the  beauty  is 
gone — shapeless,  and  clotted  with  gore,  that  elegant  head; 
mangled  and  dissevered  the  airy  spires  of  that  delicate 
shape,  which  had  glanced  in  its  circling  involutions,  free 
and  winding  as  a  poet's  thought  through  his  verse.  The 
boy  trampled  the  quivering  relics  into  the  sod,  with  a 
fierce  animal  joy  of  conquest,  and  turned  once  more  toward 
the  hollow,  for  a  last  almost  hopeless  survey.  Lo,  hts 
object  was  found  I    In  his  search  for  the  snake,  either  hia 
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staff,  or  his  foot,  had  distarbed  a  layer  of  moss  in  the  cor* 
ner;  the  fiiint  raj,  ere  he  entered  the  hollow,  gleamed  upon 
something  white.  He  emerged  from  the  cavity  with  a 
letter  in  his  hand :  he  read  the  address,  thmst  it  into  his 
bosom,  and  as  stealthily,  bnt  more  rapidly,  than  he  had 
Dome,  took  his  way  to  his  father. 
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CHAPTER   V. 

HOUSEHOLD  TRXA80K. 

The  ProyeD9al  took  the  letter  from  his  son's  band,  and 
looked  at  him  with  an  approbation  half  complacent,  half 
ironical.  **  Mon  filsP^  said  he,  patting  the  boy's  head 
gently ;  "  why  should  we  not  be  friends  7  We  want  each 
other;  we  have  the  strong  world  to  fight  against.'* 

"Not  if  you  are  master  of  this  place.'" 

"  Well  answered :  no ;  then  we  shall  have  thi»  strong 
world  on  our  .^ide,  and  shall  have  only  rogues  and.  the 
poor  to  make  irar  upon."  Then,  with  a  quiet  ge^ure,  be 
dismissed  hie  -son,  and  gazed  slowly  on  the  letter.  His 
pulse,  which  was  usually  low,  quickened,  and  his  lips  were 
tightly  compressed ;  he  shrank  from  the  contents  with  a 
jealous  pang ;  as  a  light  quivers  strugglingly  in  a  noxious 
Tault,  love,  descended  into  that  hideous  breast,  gleamed 
upon  dreary  horrors,  and  warred  with  the  noxious  atmos- 
phere ;  but  it  shone  still.  To  this  dangerous  man  every 
art  that  gives  power  to  the  household  traitor  was  familiar; 
he  had  no  fear  that  the  violated  seal  should  betray  the 
fraud  which  gave  the  contents  to  the  eye  that,  at  length, 
steadily  fell  upon  the  following  lines  : 

"Dearest  and  ever  Dearest: — 

"Where  art  thou   at   thi^   moment?    what   are  thy 
(146) 
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tboaghts  ?  are  they  upon  me  ?  I  write  this  at  the  dead 
of  night.  I  picture  yoa  to  myself  as  my  hand  glides  over 
the  paper.  I  think  I  see  yoa,  as  yon  look  on  these  words, 
and  enyy  tbem  the  gaze  of  those  dark  eyes.  Press  yonr 
lips  to  the  paper.  Do  you  feel  the  kiss  that  I  leave  there  ? 
Well,  well  I  it  will  not  be  for  long  now  that  we  shall  be 
divided.  Oh,  what  joy,  when  I  think  that  I  am  about  to 
see  you  I  Two  days  more,  at  most  three,  and  we  shall 
meet — shall  we  not  ?  I  am  going  to  see  my  sister.  I  sub- 
join  my  address.  Come,  come,  come  ;  I  thirst  to  see  yoa 
once  more.  And  I  did  well  to  say,  'Wait,  and  be  patient;^ 
we  shall  not  wait  long:  before  the  year  is  out,  I  shall  be 
free.  My  uncle  has  had  another  and  more  deadly  attack. 
I  see  its  trace  in  his  face,  in  his  step,  in  his  whole  form 
and  bearing.  The  only  obstacle  between  us  is  fading 
away.  Can  I  grieve  when  I  think  it  ? — grieve  when  life 
with  you  spreads  smiling  beyond  the  old  man's  grave? 
And  why  should  age,  that  has  survived  all  passion,  stand 
with  its  chilling  frown,  and  the  miserable  prejudices  the 
world  has  not  conquered,  but  strengthened  into  a  creed — 
why  should  age  stand  between  youth  and  youth  f  I  feet 
your  mild  eyes  rebuke  me  as  1  write.  But  chide  me  not 
that  on  earth  I  see  only  you.  And  it  will  be  mine  to  give 
you  wealth  and  rank  I — mine  to  see  the  homage  of  my  own 
heart  reflected  from  the  crowd  who  bow  not  to  the  statue, 
but  the  pedestal.  Oh,  how  I  shall  enjoy  your  revenge 
upon  the  proud  ! — for  I  have  drawn  no  pastoral  scenes  in 
my  picture  of  the  future.  No;  I  see  you  leading  senates, 
and  duping  fools.     I  shall  be  by  yonr  side,  your  partner. 
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step  after  step,  as  yon  moant  tbe  height,  for  I  am  ambi- 
tioas,  70a  know,  William ;  luad  not  less,  because  I  lore : 
rather  ten  thonsand  times  more  so.  I  would  not  have 
70a  bom  great  and  noble,  for  what  then  conld  we  look 
to  ?  what  ase  all  m7  schemes,  and  m7  plans,  and  aspir- 
ings? Fortune,  accident  wonld  have  taken  from  ns  the 
great  zest  of  life,  which  is  desire. 

''  When  I  see  yon,  I  shall  tell  yon  that  I  have  some 
fears  of  Olivier  Dalibard  :  he  has  evidentljr  some  wily  pro- 
ject  in  view.  He,  who  never  interfered  before  with  the 
blnndering  physician,  now  thrusts  him  aside,  affects  to 
have  saved  the  old  man,  attends  him  always.  Dares  he 
think  to  win  an  influence  to  turn  against  me? — against 
ns?  Happily,  when  I  shall  come  back,  my  nncle  will 
probably  be  restored  to  the  false  strength  which  deceives 
him,  he  will  have  less  need  of  Dalibard,  and  then — then 
let  the  Frenchman  beware  !  I  have  already  a  plot  to  turn 
bis  schemes  to  his  own  banishment.  Come  to  Southamp- 
ton, then,  as  soon  as  you  can — perhaps  the  day  you  re- 
ceive this, — on  Wednesday,  at  farthest.  Your  last  letter 
implies  blame  of  my  policy  with  respect  to  Yernon.  Again 
I  say,  it  is  necessary  to  amuse  my  uncle  to  the  last.  Before 
Yernon  can  advance  a  claim,  there  will  be  weeping  at 
Laughton.  I  shall  weep,  too,  perhaps ;  but  there  will  be 
joy  in  those  tears,  as  well  as  sorrow :  for  then,  when  I 
clasp  thy  hand,  I  can  murmur,  'It  is  mine  at  last,  and 
forever  1' 

"Adieu  I  no,  not  adieu — ^to  our  meeting,  my  love,  my 
beloved.! — ^th7  Luobitia  I" 
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An  hoar  after  Miss  Clayering  had  departed  onher  visit, 
Dalibard  retarded  the  letter  to  his  sod,  the  seal  seemingly/ 
nnbroken,  and  bade  him  replace  it  in  the  hollow  of  the 
tree,  bat  safficientlj  in  sight  to  betray  itself  to  the  first 
that  entered.  He  then  communicated  the  plan  he  had 
formed  for  its  detection — a  plan  which  would  prevent  Ln- 
cretia  ever  suspecting  the  agency  of  his  son  or  himself; 
and  this  done,  he  joined  Sir  Miles  in  the  gallery.  Hith- 
erto, in  addition  to  his  other  apprehensions  in  revealing 
to  the  baronet  Lucretia's  clandestine  intimacy  with  Main- 
waring,  Dalibard  had  shrunk  from  the  thought,  that  the 
disclosure  would  lose  her  the  heritage  which  had  first 
tempted  his  avarice  or  ambition ;  but  now,  his  jealous  and 
his  vindictive  passions  were  aroused,  and  his  whole  plan  of 
strategy  was  changed.  He  must  crush  Lucretia,  or  she 
would  crush  him,  as  her  threats  declared.  To  ruin  her  in 
Sir  Miles's  eyes,  to  expel  her  from  his  house,  might  not, 
after  all,  weaken  his  own  position,  even  with  regard  to 
power  over  herself  If  he  remained  firmly  established  at 
Laughton,  he  could  affect  intercession,  he  could  delay  at 
least  any  precipitate  union  with  Main  waring,  by  practicing 
on  the  ambition  which  he  still  saw  at  work  beneath  her  love ; 
h»  might  become  a  necessary,  ally,  and  then, — why  then — 
his  ironical  smile  glanced  across  his  lips.  But  beyond  thia 
his  quick  eye  saw  fair  prospects  to  self-interest — Lucretia 
banished;  the  heritage  not  hers;  the  will  to  be  altered; 
Dalibard  esteemed  indispensable  to  the  life  of  the  baronet  I 
Come,  there  was  hope  here,  not  for  the  heritage,  indeed, 

but  at  least  for  a  munificent  bequest 
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At  noon,  some  visitors,  bringiDg  strangers  from  London, 
whom  Sir  Miles  had  invited  to  see  the  house  (which  was 
one  of  the  lions  of  the  neighborhood,  though  not  pro- 
fessedly a  show  place),  were  expected.  Aware  of  this, 
Dalibard  prayed  the  baronet  to  rest  qaiet  till  his  company 
arrived,  and  then,  he  said  carelessly, — 

''It  will  be  a  healthful  diversion  to  yonr  spirits  to  accom- 
pany them  a  little  in  the  park — you  can  go  in  yonr  garden 
chair — yon  will  have  new  companions  to  talk  with  by  the 
way;  and  it  is  always  warm  and  sanny  at  the  slope  of  the 
bill,  toward  the  bottom  of  the  park." 

Sir  Miles  assented  cheerfally  :  the  gaests  came ;  strolled 
over  the  house,  admired  the  pictures  and  the  armor,  and 
the  hall  and  the  staircase :  paid  due  respect  to  the  sub- 
stantial old-fashioned  luncheon;  and  then,  refreshed,  and 
in  great  good  humor,  acquiesced  in  Sir  Miles's  proposition 
to  saunter  through  the  park. 

The  poor  baronet  was  more  lively  than  usual.  The 
younger  people  clustered  gayly  round  his  chair  (which  was 
wheeled  by  his  valet),  smiling  at  his  jests,  and  charmed 
with  his  courteous  high  breeding.  A  little  in  the  rear 
walked  Gabriel,  paying  special  attention  to  the  prettiest 
and  merriest  girl  of  th(B  company,  who  was  a  great  favofite 
with  Sir  Miles,  perhaps  for  those  reasons. 

**  What  a  delightful  old  gentleman  I"  said  the  young 
lady.     "  How  I  envy  Miss  Clavering  such  an  uncle  I" 

"Ah  1  but  you  are  a  little  out  of  favor  to-day,**  I  can 
tell  you,"  said  Gabriel,  laughingly;  "you  were  close  by 
Sir  Miles  when  he  went  through  the  picture-gallery,  and 
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700  n«Ter  asked  him  the  history  of  the  did  knight  in  the 
baff  doublet  and  blue  sash  ^' 

"Dear  me!  what  of  that?" 

"  Why,  that  was  brare  Colonel  Gay  St  John,  the  cava- 
lier; the  pride  and  boast  of  Sir  Miles :  yon  know  his  weak- 
ness. He  looked  so  displeased  when  yon  said,  'what  a 
droll-looking  ignre  V    I  was  on  thorns  for  yon  I" 

**  What  a  pity  I  I  wotdd  not  offend  dear  Sir  Miles  for 
the  world." 

"Well,  it's  easy  to  make  it  np  with  him.  Oo  and  tell 
him  that  he  mnst  take  yon  to  see  Gay's  Oak,  in  the  dell, 
that  yoa  have  heard  so  much  about  it;  and  when  yoa 
g€t  him  on  his  hobby,  it  is  hard  if  you  can't  make  your 
peace." 

"Oh!  I'll  certainly,  do  it,  Master  Yarney;"  and  the 

•yt>nng  lady  lost  no  time  in  obeying  the  hint.     Gabriel  had 

set  other  tongues  on  the  same  cry,  so  that  there  was  a 

general  exclamation,  when  the  girl  named  the  subject — 

"  Oh,  Guy's  Oak,  by  all  means  I" 

« 

\  Much  pleased  with  the  enthusiasm  this  memorial  of  his 
pet  ancestor  produced,  Sir  Miles  led  the  way  to  the  dell, 
and,  paosing  as  he  reached  the  verge,  said : 

'*I  fear  I  cannot  do  you  the  honors:  it  is  too  steep  for 
my  chair  to  descend  safely." 

Gabriel  whispered  the  fair  companion,  whose  side  he  still 
kept  to. 

*'  Now,  my  dear  Sir  Miles,"  cried  the  girl,  "  I  positively 
•won't  stir  without  you ;  I  am  sure  we  could  get  down  the 
'chair  without  a  jolt     Look  there,  how  nicely  the  ground 
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alopoB  I    Jane,  Lacy,  1x17  dears,  let  at  take  charge  of  Sir 
Miles.     Now,  then." 

The  gallant  old  gentleman  would  have  mtfrched  to  the 
breach  in  such  gaidance :  be  kissed  the  fair  hands  that  iay 
60  temptingly  on  his  chair,  and  then  rising  with  some 
dilBcalty,  said : 

'*  No,  my  dears,  yon  have  made  tne  so  young  again, 
that  I  think  I  can  walk  down  the  steep  with  the  best  of 
you." 

80,  leaning  partly  on  his  valet,  and  by  the  help  of  the 
hands  extended  to  him,  step  aft«r  step,  Sir  Miles,  with 
well-<lisguised  effort,  reached  the  huge  roots  of  the  oak. 

**  The  hollow  then  was  much  smaller,"  said  he,  **  so  he 
was  not  so  easily  detected  as  a  man  would  be  now :  the 
damned  crop-ears — I  beg  pardon,  my  dears,  the  rascally 
rebels — poked  their  swords  through  the  fissure,  and  two 
went,  one  through  his  jerkin,  one  through  his  arm ;  but 
he  took  care  not  to  swear  at  the  liberty,  and  they  went 
away,  not  suspecting  him." 

While  thus  speaking,  the  young  people  were  already 
playfully  struggling  which  should  first  enter  the  oak.  Two 
got  precedence,  and  went  in  and  out,  one  after  tiie  other. 
Gabriel  breathed  hard — ''The  blind  owlets!"  thought  he, 
"  and  I  put  the  letter  where  a  mole  would  have  seen  it  I" 

"You  know  the  spell  when  you  enter  an  oak-tree  where 
the  fairies  have  been,"  he  whispered  to  the  fair  object  of 
bis  notice.  "  You  must  turn  round  three  times,  look  care- 
fully on  the  ground,  and  you  will  see  the  face  you  love 
best   If  I  wiis  but  a  little  older,  how  I  should  pray  I-p--^'' 
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"Nonsense]"  said  the  girl,  blashing,  as  she  now  vad 
throogh  the  crowd,  and  went  timidly  in;  presentlj  she 
ottered  a  little  exclamation. 

The  gallant  Sir  Miles  stooped  down  to  see  what  was 
the  matter,  and  offering  his  hand  as  she  came  oat,  was 
startled  to  see  her  holding  a  letter. 

''  Only  think  what  I  hare  found  !"  said  the  girl.  ''  What 
»  strange  place  for  a  post-office  t  Bless  me  I  it  is  directed 
to  Mr.  Mainwaring  I" 

"  Mr.  Mainwaring  1"  cried  three  or  four  Toices ;  bat  the 
baronet's  was  mate.  His  eye  recognized  Lacretia's  hand ; 
his  tongne  cIotc  to  the  roof  of  his  month ;  tlie  blood 
surged,  like  a  sea,  in  his  temples ;  his  face  became  purple. 
Suddenly  Gabriel,  peeping  orer  the  girl's  shoulder,  snatched 
a#ray  the  letter. 

"  It  is  my  letter — it  is  mine  1  What  a  shame  in  Main- 
waring not  to  have  come  for  it  as  he  promised  1" 

Sir  Miles  looked  round,  and  breathed  more  freely. 

**  Yours,  Master  Yarney  I"  said  the  young  lady,  astoo- 
ished.  **  What  can  make  your  letters  to  Mr.  Mainwaring 
Buch  a  secret?" 

"  Oh  1  you'll  laugh  at  me  ;  but        bat 1  wrote  a 

poem  on  Guy's  Oak,  and  Mr.  Mainwaring  promised  to  get 
it  into  the  eoantj  paper  for  me ;  and  as  he  was  to  pass 
close  by  the  park  pales,  through  the  wood  yonder^  on  his 

way  to  D ,  last  Saturday,  we  agreed  that  I  shoald 

lea?e  it  here ;  but  he  has  forgotten  his  promise,  I  see." 

Sir  Miles  grasped  the  boy's  arm  with  a  convulsiye 
pressure  of  gratitade.     There  was  a  general  cry  ior  Ga- 
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briel  to  read  his  poem  on  the  spot ;  bat  the  boy  looked 
sheepish,  and  hang  down  his  bead,  and  seemed  rather 
more  disposed  to  cry  than  to  recite.  Sir  Miles,  with  an 
effort  at  simalation  that  all  his  long  practice  of  the  world 
never  could  have  nerved  him  to,  unezcited  by  a  motive  less 
strong  than  the  honor  of  his  blood  and  hoase,  came  to  the 
relief  of  the  yonng  wit  that  had  jast  come  to  his  own. 

**  Nay,"  he  saiid,  almost  calmly,  "I  know  oar  yoang  poet 
is  too  shy  to  oblige  yoa.  I  will  take  charge  of  yoor  verses, 
Master  Gabriel ;''  and,  with  a  grave  air  of  command,  he 
took  the  letter  from  the  boj  and  placed  it  in  his  pocket. 

The  retarn  to  the  house  was  less  gay  than  the  visit  to 
the  oak.  The  baronet  himself  made  a  feverish  effort  to 
appear  blithe  and  debonnair  .as  before ;  but  it  was  not 
successful.  Fortunately,  the  carriages  were  all  at  the  d(M>r 
as  they  reached  the  house,  and,  luncheon  being  over,  no- 
thing delayed  the  parting  compliments  of  the  guests.  As 
the  last  carriage  drove  away,  Sir  Miles  beckoned  to  Gabriel 
and  bade  him  follow  him  into  his  room. 

When  there,  he  dismissed  his  valet,  and  said : 

"You  know,  then,  who  wrote  this  letter.  Have  you 
been  in  the  secret  of  the  correspondence  ?  Speak  the 
truth,  my  dear  boy,  it  shall  cost  you  nothing." 

''Oh,  Sir  Miles  1"  cried  Gabriel,  earnestly,  "I  know 
nothing  whatever  beyond  this — that  I  saw  the  hand  of  my 
dear  kind  Miss  Lucretia;  that  I  felt,  I  hardly  knew  why, 
that  both  you  and  she  would  not  have  those  people  dis- 
cover it,  which  they  would  if  the  letter  had  been  circulated 
from  one  to  the  other,  for  some  one  would  have  known  thu 
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hand  as  well  as  myself,  and  therefore  I  spoke,  without 
thinking,  the  first  thing  thai;  came  into  my  head." 

**  Yon — yon '  have  obliged  me  and  my  niece,  sir/'  said 
the  baronet^  tremnlonsly;  and  then,  with  a  forced  and 
sickly  smile,  he  added — **  some  foolish  vagary  of  Lncretia's, 
I  suppose ;  I  mnst  scold  her  for  it.  Say  nothing  about 
it,  however,  to  any  one." 
Oh  no,  sir  t" 

Good-by,  my  dear  Gabriel  t" 

And  that  boy  saved  the  honor  of  my  niece's  name-^ 
my  mother's  grandchild  1  Oh,  God  1  this  is  bitter  I — in  my 
old  age,  tool" 

He  bowed  his  head  over  his  hands,  and  tears  forced 
themselves  through  his  fingers.  He  was  long  before  he 
bad  courage  to  read  the  letter,  though  he  little  foreboded 
all  the  shock  that  it  would  give  him.  It  was  the  first 
letter,  not  destined  to  himself,  of  which  he  had  ever  broken 
the  seal.  Even  that  recollection  made  the  honorable  old 
man  panse';  but  his  duty  was  plain  and  evident,  as  head  of 
the  house  and  guardian  to  his  niece.  Thrice  he  wiped  his 
spectacles ;  still  they  were  dim,  still  the  tears  would  come. 
He  rose  tremblidgly,  walked  to  the  window,  and  saw  the 
stately  deer  grouped  in  the  distance,  saw  the  church  spire, 
that  rose  above  the  bnrial-vault  of  his  ancestors,  and  his 
heart  sunk  deeper  and  deeper,  as  he  muttered — "Yain 
pride  1  pride  I"  Then  he  crept  to  the  door  and  locked  it, 
and  at  last,  seating  himself  firmly,  as  a  wounded  man  to 
some  terrible  operation,  he  read  the  letter. 

Heaven  support  thee,  old  manl   thou  hast  to  pass 
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tiiroQgh  the  bitterest  trial  which  honor  and  rfeetion  caii 
undergo, — household  treason  I  When  the  wife  Ufts  high 
the  blnshlesft  front,  and  brazens  ont  her  gnilt ;  when  the 
child,  with  load  Toice,  throws  off  all  control,  and  makes 
boast  of  disobedience,  man  revolts  at  the  aodacity;  his 
spirit  arms  agtunst  bis  wrong ;  its  faoe^  at  least,  is  bare ; 
the  blow,  if  sacrilegions,  is  direct  Bnt^  when  mild  words  < 
and  soft  kisses  conceal  the  worst  foe  Fate  can  arm — when 
amid  the  confidence  of  the  heart  starts  np  the  form  of 
Perfidy — when  oat  from  the  reptile  swells  the  fiend  in  its 
terror-^when  the  breast  on  which  man  leaned  for  comfort 
has  taken  counsel  to  deceive  him — when  he  learns  that, 
day  after  day,  the  life  entwined  with  his  own  has  been  a 
lie  and  a  stage-mime,  he  feels  not  the  softness  of  grief,  nor 
the  absorption  of  rage ;  it  is  mightier  than  grief,  and  more 
withering  than  rage;  it  is  a  horror  that  appalls.  The 
heart  does  not  bleed ;  the  tears  do  not  flow,  as  in  woes 
to  which  humanity  is  commonly  sobfected; — it  is  as  if 
something  that  violates  the  course  of  nature  had  taken 
place ;  something  monstrous  and  out  of  all  thought  and 
forewarning;  for  the  domestic  traitor  is  a  being  apart 
from  the  orbit  of  crimtnaTs.  The  felon  has  no  fear  of  hie 
innocent  children ;  with  a  price  on  his  bead,  he  lays  it  in 
safety  on  the  bosom  of  his  wife.  In  bis  kome,  the  ablest 
man,  the  most  subtle  and  saspecting,  can  be  as  mnoh  a 
dupe  as  the  simplest  Were  it  not  so  as  the  rule,  and  the 
exceptions  most  rare,  this  world  were  the  riot  of  a  hell  I 

And  therefore  it  is  that  to  the  household  perfidy,  in  all 
latfds,  in  all  ages,  God\i  curse  seems  to  cleave,  and  to 
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God's ^arse  man  abaindonB  it:  he  does  not  honor  it  by 
hate,  still  less  will  he  lighten  and  share  the  gnilt  by  de- 
scending to  revenge.  He  tnms  aside  with  a  sickness  and 
loathing,  and  leaves  Nature  to  purify  from  the  earth  the 
ghastly  phenomenon  she  abhors. 

Old  man,  that  she  wlllfnlly  deceived  thee — that  she 
abused  thy  belief^ — and  denied  to  thy  question — and  pro* 
faned  maidenhood  to  stealth-^all  this  might  have  galled 
thee, — bat  to  these  wrongs  old  men  are  subjected ; — they 
give  mirth  to  onr  farces ; — maid  and  lover  are  privileged 
impostors.  Bat  to  have  c<Hinted  the  sands  in  thioe  hour- 
glass,  to  have  sate  by  thy  side,  marveling  when  the  worms 
should  have  thee — and  looked  smiling  on  thy  face  for  the 
signs  of  the  death- writ, — die  quick,  old  man,  the  execu- 
tioner hungers  for  the  fee  I 

There  were  no  tears  in  those  eyes  when  they  came  to 
the  close — the  letter  fell  noiselessly  to  the  floor ;  and  the 
head  sank  on  the  breast,  and  the  hands  drooped  upon  the 
poor  crippled  limbs,  whose  crawl  in  the  sunshine  hard 
youth  had  grudged.  He  felt  humbled,  stunned — crushed ; 
the  pride  was  clean  gone  from  him ;  the  cruel  words  struck 
home — worse  than  a  cipher,  did  he  then  but  cumber  the 
earth  ?  At  that  moment,  old  Ponto,  the  setter,  shook  him- 
self, looked  up,  and  laid  his  head  in  his  master's  lap  ;  and 
Dash,  jealous,  rose  also,  and  sprang  —  not  actively,  for 
Dash  was  old,  too — upon  his  knees,  and  licked  the  numbed 
drooping  hands.  Now,  people  praise  the  fidelity  of  dogs 
till  the  theme  is  worn  out,  but  nobody  knows  what  a  dog 
is,  unless  he  has  been  deceived  by  men ;  then,  that  honest 
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/ace ;  then,  that  sincere  caress ;  then,  that  coaxing  whine 
that  never  lied  I  Well,  then — what  then  ?  A  dog  is  long- 
lived  if  he  live  to  ten  jears — small  career  this  to  troth  and 
friendship  I  Now,  when  Sir  Miles  felt  that  be  was  not  de~ 
serted,  and  his  look  met  those  four  fond  eyes,  fixed  with 
that  strange  wistfalness  which,  in  oar  hours  of  trouble,  the 
eyes  of  a  dog  sympathizingly  assume — an  odd  thought  f(Mr 
a  sensible  man  passed  into  him — showing,  moie  than  pages 
of  somber  elegy,  how  deep  was  the  suddeb  misanthropy 
that  blackened  the  world  around.  "  When  (  am  dead," 
ran  that  thought,  "  is  there  one  human  being  whom  I  can 
trust  to  take  charge  of  the  old  man's  dogs  P 
So — let  the  scene  close  I 
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THE  WILL. 

The  next  day,  or  rather  the  next  eveoing,  Sir  Miles  St. 
John  was  seated  before  his  unshared  chicken ;  seated  alone, 
and  Tagnelj  surprised  at  himself,  in  a  large  comfortable 
room  in  his  old  hotel,  Hanover  Square; — yes,  he  had 
escaped.  Hast  thon,  O  reader,  tasted  the  Inznry  of  escape 
from  a  home  where  the  charm  is  broken — where  Distrust 
looks  askant  from  the  Lares?  In  vain  had  Dalibard  re- 
monstrated, conjured  up  dangers,  and  asked  at  least  to 
accompany  him.  Excepting  his  dogs  and  his  old  valet, 
who  was  too  like  a  dog  in  his  fond  fidelity  to  rank  among 
bipeds,  Sir  Miles  did  not  wish  to  have  about  him  a  single 
face,  familiar  at  Laughton, — Dalibard  especially.  Lu- 
cretia's  letter  had  hinted  at  plans  and  designs  in  Dalibard. 
It  might  be  unjust,  it  might  be  ungrateful,  but  he  grew 
sick  at  the  thought  that  he  waff^the  center  stoniB  of  strata- 
gems and  plots.  The  smooth  face  of  the  ProTen9al  took 
a  wily  expression  in  his  eyes ;  nay,  he  thought  his  very 
footmen  watched  his  steps  as  if  to  count  how  long  before 
they  followed  his  bier  I  So,  breaking  from  all  roughly 
with  a  shake  of  his  head,  and  a  laconic  assertion  of  busi- 
ness in  London,  he  got  into  his  carriage — ^his  own  old 

bachelor's  lumbering  traveling  carriage — and  bade  the 
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post-boys  drive  fast,  fast.  Then,  when  he  felt  alont 
quite  alone — and  the  gates  of  the  lodge  swung  behind  him, 
he  rubbed  his  hands  with  a  schoolboy's  glee,  and  chuckled 
loud,  as  if  he  enjoyed  not  only  the  sense  but  the  fun  of  his 
safety — as  if  he  had, done  something  prodigiously  canning 
and  clever. 

So  when  he  saw  himself  snug  in  his  old  well- remembered 
hotel,  in  the  same  room  as  of  yore — when  returned,  brisk 
and  gay,  from  the  breezes  of  Weymouth,  or  the  brouil- 
lard9  of  Paris,  he  thought  he  shook  hands  again  with  his 
youth.  Age  and  lameness,  apoplexy  and  treason,  all  were 
forgotten  for  the  moment.  And  when,  as  the  excitement 
died,  those  grim  specters  came  back  again  to  his  thoughts, 
they  found  their  yictim  braced  and  prepared,  standing 
erect  on  that  hearth,  for  whose  hospitality  he  paid  his 
guinea  a  day — his  front,  proud  and  defying.  He  felt  yet 
that  he*  had  fortune  and  power,  that  a  movement  of  bis 
hand  could  raise  and  strike  down,  that,  at  the  verge  of  the 
tomb,  he  was  armed,  to  punish  or  reward,  with  the  balance 
and  the  sword.  Tripped  in  the  smug  waiter,  and  an- 
nounced *^  Mr.  Parcfamount." 

"  Set  a  chair,  and  show  him  in." 

The  lawyer  entered. 

<<  My  dear  Sir  Miles,  this  is  indeed  a  surprise.  Whtft 
has  brought  you  to  town  ?" 

"  The  common  whim  of  the  old,  sir.  I  would  alter  my 
will." 

Three  days  did  lawyer  and  client  devote  to  the  task,  for 
^ir  Miles  w^  minute,  and  Mr.  Parcfamount  was  Dreeise ; 
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mnd  little  difficalties  arose,  and  changes  in  the  first  outlino 
were  made ;  and  Sir  Miles,  from  the  yery  depth  of  his  dis- 
gust, desired  not  to  act  only  from  passion.  In  that  last 
deed  of  his  life  the  old  man  was  sablime.  He  sought  to 
rise  oat  of  the  mortal,  fix  bis  ejes  on  the  Oreat  Judge, 
veigh  circumstances  and  excuses,  and  keep  justice  e?en 
and  serene. 

Meanwhile,  unconscious  of  the  train  kid  afar,  Lucretia 
reposed  on  the  mint'^repoaed,  indeed,  is  not  the  word, 
for  she  was  agitated  and  restless  that  Main  waring  had 
not  obeyed  her  summons.  She  wrote  to  him  again  from 
Southampton  the  third  day  of  her  arrival ;  but  before  his 
iinswer  came,  she  received  this  short  epistle  from  London : 

"Mr.  Parohmount  presents  his  compliments  to  Miss 
Clavering,  and,  by  desire  of  Sir  Miles  St.  John,  requests 
her  not  to  return  to  Laughton.  Miss  Clavering  will  hear 
farther  in  a  few  days,  when  Sir  Miles  has  concluded  the 
business  that  has  brought  him  to  London." 

This  letter,  if  it  excited  much  curiosity,  did  not  produce 
alarm.  It  was  natural  that  Sir  Miles  should  be  busy  in 
winding  up  his  afiairs :  his  journey  to  London  for  that  pur- 
pose was  no  111  omen  to  her  prospects,  and  her  thoughts 
flew  back  to  the  one  subject  that  tyrannized  over  them. 
Mainwaring's  reply,  which  came  two  days  afterward,  dis- 
quieted her  much  more.  He  had  not  found  the  letter  she 
had  left  for  him  in  the  tree.  He  was  full  of  apprehensions ; 
he  condemned  the  imprudence  of  calling  on  her  at  Mr. 
Fielden's ;  he  begged  her  to  renounce  the  idea  of  such  a 

risk.    He  would  return  again  to  Ony's  Oak,  and  seardi 
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more  narrowly — had  she  changed  the  spot  where  tha 
former  letters  were  placed  ?  Yet  now,  not  even  the  non- 
receipt  of  her  letter,  which  she  ascribed  to  the  care  with 
which  she  had  concealed  it  amid  the  dry  leaves  and  moss, 
disturbed  her  so  much  as  the  evident  constraint  with  which 
Main  waring  wrote^— the  eantions  and  lakewarm  remon- 
strance which  answered  her  passionate  appeal  It  may  be, 
that  her  very  doobts,  at  times,  of  Mainwaring's  affection 
had  increased  the  ardor  of  her  own  attachment;  for  in 
some  natures  the  excitement  of  fear  deepens  lore  more 
than  the  calmness  of  trnst  Now  with  the  donbt  for  the 
first  time  flashed  the  resentment,  and  her  answer  to  Main- 
waring  was  Tehement  and  imperions.  But  the  next  day 
came  a  messenger  express  from  London,  with  a  letter  from 
Mr.  Parchmount,  that  arrested  for  the  moment* even  the 
fierce  current  of  love. 

When  the  task  had  been  completed — the  will  signed, 
sealed,  and  delivered — the  old  man  had  felt  a  load  lifted 
from  his  heart.  Three*  or  four  of  his  old  friends,  bona 
vivans  like  himself,  had  seen  his  arrival  duly  proclaimed 
in  the  newspapers,  and  had  hastened  to  welcome  him. 
Warmed  by  the  genial  sight  of  faces  associated  with  the 
frank  joys  of  his  youth.  Sir  Miles,  if  he  did  not  forget  the 
prudent  counsels  of  Dalibard,  conceived  a  proud  bitterness 
of  joy  in  despising  them.  Why  take  such  care  of  the 
worn-out  carcass?  His  will  was  made.  What  was  left 
to  life  so  peculiarly  attractive  f  He  invited  his  friends  to 
a  feast  worthy  of  old  :  seasoned  revelers  were  they,  with  a 
free  gout  for  a  vent  to  all  indulgence.    So  they  came ;  and 
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they  drank,  and  they  laughed,  and  they  talked  back  their 
young  days :  they  saw  not  the  nervoas  irritation,  the  strain 
on  the  spirits,  the  heated  membrane  of  the  brain,  which 
made  Sir  Miles  the  most  jovial  of  all.  It  was  a  night  of 
nights — the  old  fellows  were  lifted  back  into  their  chariots 
or  sedans.  Sir  Miles  alone  seemed  as  steady  and  sober  as 
if  he  had  supped  with  Diogenes.  His  servant,  whose  re- 
spectful admonitions  had  been  awed  into  silence,  lent  him 
his  arm  to  bed,  but  Sir  Miles  scarcely  touched  it.  The 
next  morning,  when  the  servant  (who  slept  in  the  same 
room)  awoke,  to  his  surprise  the  glare  of  a  candle  streamed 
on  his  eyes ;  he  rubbed  them  :  could  he  see  right  ? — Sir 
Miles  was  seated  at  the  table — ^he  must  have  got  up  and 
lighted  a  candle  to  write — ^noiselessly,  indeed.  The  servant 
looked  and  looked,  |ind  the  stillness  of  Sir  Miles  awed 
him :  he  was  seated  on  an  arm-chair,  leaning  back.  As 
awe  succeeded  to  suspicion,  he  sprang  up,  approached  his 
master,  took  his  hand  :  it  was  cold,  and  fell  heavily  from 
his  clasp — Sir  Miles  must  have  been  dead  for  houi-s. 

The  pen  lay  on  the  ground,  where  it  had  dropped  from 
.the  hand ;  the  letter  on  the  table  was  scarcely  commenced ; 
the  words  ran  thus : 

"LucRETiA, — ^You  will  return  no  more  to  my  house 
You  are  free  as  if  I  were  dead ;  but  I  shall  be  just.    Would 
that  I  had  been  so  to  your  mother — to  your  sister  I    But  I 
am  old  now,  as  you  say,  and ^ 

To  one  who  could  have  seen  into  that  poor,  proud  heart, 
at  the  moment  the  hand  paused  forever,  what  remained 
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unwritten  woold  hare  been  clear.  There  was,  first,  the 
sharp  straggle  to  conquer  loathing  repngnance,  and  ad- 
dress at  all  the  false  and  degraded  one;  then  came  the 
sharp  sting  of  ingratitude  —  then  the  idea  of  the  life 
gradged,  and  the  grave  desired — then  the  stoat  victory 
over  scorn — the  resolution  to  be  just — ^then  the  reproach 
of  the  conscience,  that  for  so  far  less  an  offense  the  sister 
had  been  thrown  aside— the  comfort,  perhaps,  found  in  her 
gentle  and  neglected  child,  obstinately  repelled — then  the 
conviction  of  all  earthly  vanity  and  nothingness — the  look 
on  into  life,  with  the  chilling  sentiment  that  affection  was 
gone — ^that  he  could  never  trust  again — ^tbat  he  was  too 
old  to  open  his  arms  to  new  ties;  and  then,  before  felt 
singly,  all  these  thoughts  united,  and  snapped  the  cord ! 

In  announcing  his  mournful  intelligence,  with  more  feel- 
ing than  might  have  been  expected  from  a  lawyer  (but 
even  his  lawyer  loved  Sir  Miles),  Mr.  Parchmount  observed, 
"  that  as  the  deceased  lay  at  an  hotel,  and  as  Miss  Ciaver- 
ing's  presence  would  not  be  needed  in  the  performance  of 
the  last  rites,  she  would  probably  forbear  the  Journey  to 
town.  Nevertheless,  as  it  was  Sir  Miles's  wish  that  the 
will  should  be  opened  as  soon  as  possible  after  his  death, 
and  it  would,  doubtless,  contain  instructions  as  to  his 
funeral,  it  would  be  well  that  Miss  Clavering  and  her  sister 
should  immediately  depute  some  one  to  attend  the  reading 
of  the  testament,  on  their  behalf.  Perhaps  Mr.  Fielden 
would  kindly  undertake  that  melancholy  office." 

To  do  justice  to  Lueretia,  it  must  be  said  that  her  first 
amotions,  on  the  receipt  of  this  letter,  were  those  of  a 


LUOBSTIA.  166 

poignant  and  remorsefal  gri^f,  for  which  she  was  nnpre* 
pared.  Bat  how  different  it  is  to  count  on  what  shall 
follow  death,  and  to  know  that  death  has  come  I  Snsan's 
sobbing  sympathy  availed  not,  nor  Mr.  Fielden's  pions  and 
tearful  exhortations;  her  own  sinful  thoughts  and  hopes 
came  back  to  her,  haunting  and  stem  as  furies.  She  in- 
sisted at  first  upon  going  to  London — gazing  once  more 
on  the  clay:  nay,  the  carriage  was  at  the  door,  for  all 
yielded  to  her  vehemence ;  but  then  her  heart  misgave  her : 
she  did  not  dare  to  face  the  dead!  Conscience  waved 
her  back  from  the  solemn  offices  of  nature ;  she  hid  her 
face  with  her  hand^,  shrunk  again  into  her  room;  and 
Mr.  Fielden,  assuming  unbidden  the  responsibility,  went 
alone. 

Only  Yemon  (summoned  from  Brighton),  the  good 
clergyman,  and  the  lawyer,  to  whom,  as  sole  executor, 
the  will  was  addressed,  and  in  whose  custody  it  had  beeu 
left,  were  present  when  the  seal  of  the  testament  was 
broken  The  will  was  long,  as  is  common  when  the  dust 
that  it  ifllposes  of  covers  some  fourteen  or  fifteen  thousand 
acres.  But  out  of  the  mass  of  technicalities  and  repeti 
tions  these  points  of  interest  rose  salient, — To  Charles 
Yernon,  of  Yemon  Grange;  Esq.,  and  his  heirs  by  him 
lawfully  begotten,  were  left  all  the  lands  and  woods  and 
manors  that  covered  that  space,  in  the  Hampshire  map, 
known  by  the  name  of  the  "Laughton  property,"  on  con* 
dition  that  he  and  his  heirs  assumed  the  name  and  arms 
of  St  John  ;  and  on  the  failure  of  Mr.  Yemon's  issue,  the 
38tate  passed,  first  (with  the  same  conditions)  to  the  issue 
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of  Sasan  Miy^^;  next,  to  that  of  Lncretia  ClayeriDg. 
There  the  entail  ceased — and  the  contingeocj  fell  to  the 
rival  iDgenoitj.of  lawyers  in  hanting  oot^  among  the  re- 
mote and  forgotten  descendants  of  some  ancient  St.  John, 
the  heir-at-law.     To  Lncretia  Olarering,  without  a  word 
of  endearment,  was  beqneathed  10,000L,  the  nsnal  portion 
which  the  house  of  St.  John  bad  allotted  to  its  daughters ; 
to  Susan  Mirers  the  same  snro,  bat  with  the  addition  of 
these  words,  withheld  from  her  sister — ^''and  my  blessing  P^ 
To  Olivier  Dalibard,  an  annuity  of  2002.  a  year ;  to  Honors 
Gabriel  Yarney,  30002.;   to  the  Bev.  Matthew  Fielden, 
40002.;  and  the  same  sum  to  John  Wi^lter  Ard worth.    To 
his  favorite  servant,  Henry  Jones,  an  ample  provision,  and 
the  charge  of  his  dogs  Dash  and  Ponto,  with  an  allowance 
therefor,  to  be  paid  weekly,  and  «cease  at  their  deaths. 
Poor  old  man  I  he  made  it  the  interest  of  their  gaardian 
not  to  grudge  their  lees  of  life.     To  his  other  attendants, 
suitable  and  munificent  bequests,  proportioned  to  the  length 
of  their  services.   For  his  body,  he  desired  it  buried  in  the 
vault  of  his  ancestors  without  pomp,  but  withoili^a  pre- 
tense to  a  humility  which  he  had  not  manifested  in  life ; 
and  he  requested  that  a  small  miniature  in  his  writing- 
desk  should  be  placed  in  his  coffin.     That  last  injunction 
was  more  than  a  sentiment,  it  bespoke  the  moral  convic- 
tion of  the  happiness  the  original  might  have  conferred  on 
his  life, — of  that  happiness  his  pride  had  deprived  him ; 
nor  did  he  repent,  for  he  had  deemed  pride  a  duty ;  but 
the  muto  likeness,  buried  in  his  grave — thcU  told  the  might 
of  the  sacrifice  he  had  made  I     Death  removes  all  distiuc- 
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tions,  and  in  the  coffin  the  Lord  of  Laugbton  might  ehoose 
hi^  partner. 

When  the  will  had  been  read,  Mr.  Parchmonnt  pro- 
duced two  letters,  one  addressed  in  the  hand  of  the  de- 
ceased to  Mr.  Yernon,  the  other  in  the  lawyer's  own  hand 
to  Miss  Clavering;  The  last  inclosed  the  fragment  fonnd 
on  Sir  Miles's  table,  and  her  own  letter  to  Mainwaring, 
redirected  to  her  in  Sir  Miles's  boldest  and  stateliest  auto* 
graph.  He  hftd,  no  donbt,  meant  to  return  it  in  the  letter 
left  uncompleted. 

The  letter  to  Yernon  contained  a  copy  of  Lucretia's 
fatal  epistle,  and  the  following  lines  to  Yernon  himself: 

^'Mt  dear  CHASiiEa,  —  With  much  deliberation,  and 
with  natural  reluctance  to  reveal  to  jou  my  niece's  shame^ 
I  feel  it  my  duty  to  transmit  to  yoo  the  accompanying  in- 
closure,  copied  from  the  original  with  my  own  hand,  which 
the  task  sullied.  I  do  so,  firsts  because  otherwise  you^ 
might,  as  I  should  haye  done  in  your  place,,  feel  bound  in 
honor  tt^ersist  in  the  offer  of  your  hand — ^feel  bound  the 
more,  because  Miss  ClaTering  is  not  my  heiress ;  secondlj, 
because  had  her  attachment  been  stronger  than  her  interest, 
and  she  had  refused  your  offer,  you  might  still  haye  deemed 
her  hardly  and  capricioudy  dealt  with  by  me,  and  not  only 
sought  to  augment  her  portion,  but  have  profaned  the 
house  of  my  ancestors  by  receiving  her  there  as  an  honored 
and  welcomed  relative  and  gurat  Now,  Charles  Yernon, 
I  believe,  to  the  utmost  of  my  poor  .judgment,  I  have  done 
jFhat  is  right  and  just.     I  have  taken  into  consideration 
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that  this  yoang  person  has  been  brooght  np  as  a  daughter 
of  mj  hoQse,  and  what  the  daughters  of  my  honse  have 
received,  I  bequeath  her ;  I  put  aside,  as  far  as  I  can,  all 
resentment  of  mere  family  pride ;  I  show  that  I  do  so, 
when  I  repair  my  harshness  to  my  poor  sister,  and  leave 
both  her  children  the  same  provision.  And  if  yon  ezoeed 
what  I  have  done  for  Locretia,  nnless,  on  more  dispassion- 
ate consideration  than  I  can  give,  yon  conscientioosly 
think  me  wrong,  yon  insnlt  my  memory  and  impugn  my 
justice ;  be  it  in  this  as  your  conscience  dictates ;  but  I 
entreat,  I  adjure,  I  command  at  leaet,  that  you  never 
knowingly  admit  by  a  hearth,  hitherto  sacred  to  nnblem* 
ished  truth  and  honor,  a  person  who  has  desecrated  it  with 
treason.  As  gentleman  to  gentleman,  I  impose  on  you 
this  solemn  injunction.  I  could  have  wished  to  leave  that 
young  woman's  children  barred  from  the  entail;  but  our 
old  tree  has  so  few  branches  I  You  are  unwedded ;  Susan, 
too.  I  must  take  my  chance  that  Miss  Olavering's  chil- 
dren, if  ever  they  inherit,  do  not  imitate  the  mother.  I 
conclnde  she  will  wed  that  Mainwaring ;  he/  chflRren  will 
have  a  low-bom  father.  Well,  her  race,  at  least,  is  pure. 
•Olavering  and  St.  John  are  names  to  guarantee  &ith  and 
honor ;  yet  you  see  what  she  is  I — Cbaries  Yeroon,  if  her 
issue  inherit  the  soul  oi  gentlemen,  it  must  come^  after  all, 
not  from  the  weU-bom  mother  I  I  have  lived  to  say  this ; 
I,  wbo-^but  perhaps  if  we  had  looked  more  closely  into 

the  pedigree  of  those  Claverings  I 

"  Marry  yourself— marry  soon,  Charles  Yetnon,  my  dear 
kinsman — keep  the  old  house  in  the  old  line  and  true  to 
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its  old  fame.  Be  kiod  and  good  to  my  poor — don't  strain 
on  the  tenants.  By-the-way,  Farmer  Strongbow  owes 
three  years'  rent — I  forgive  him — pension  him  off — ^he  can 
do  no  good  to  the  land,  but  he  was  born  on  it,  and  must 
not  fall  on  the  parish.  But  to  be  kind  and  good  to  the 
poor,  not  to  strain  on  the  tenants,  you  must  learn  not  to 
waste,  my  dear  Charles.  A  needy  man  can  never  be  gen- 
erous without  being  niyasi  How  gire,  if  yon  are  in  debt  ? 
Ton  will  think  of  this — now — now — while  your  good  heart 
is  soft — while  your  feelings  are  moved.  Charley  Yernon,  I 
think  yon  will  shed  a  tear  when  you  see  my  arm-cha^  still 
and  empty.  And  I  would  have  left  yon  the  care  of  my 
doga,  bat  yon  are  thoughtless,  and  will  go  moch  to  Lon* 
don,  and  they  are  used  to  the  country  now.  Old  Jones 
will  have  a  cottage  in  the  village ;  he  has  promised  to  live 
there;  drop  in  now  and  then,  and  see  poor  Pouto  and 
Dash.  It  is  late,  and  old  friends  come  to  dine  here.  So, 
if  anything  happens  to  me,  and  we  don't  meet- again,  good- 
by,  and  God  bless  you  I 

''Your  affectionate  kinsman, 

**  MzLXB  St.  John." 
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THE  ENGAG£BIXNT. 


It  is  somewhat  less  than  three  motiths  after  the  death  of 
Sir  Miles  St.  John — November  reigns  in  London.  And 
''  reigns  "  seems  scarcely  a  metaphysical  expression  as  ap- 
^  plied  to  the  sallen,  absolute  sway  which  that  dreary  month 
—(first  in  the  dynasty  of  Winter) — ^spreads  over  the  pas- 
sive dejected  city.  Elsewhere,  in  England,  November  is 
no  such  gloomy  grim  fellow  as  he  is  described.  Over  the 
brown  glebes  and  changed  woods  in  the  country  his  still 
face  looks  contemplative  and  mild,  and  he  has  soft  smiles, 
too,  at  times^^Ughting  up  his  taxed  vassals  the  groves- 
gleaming  where  the  leaves  still  cling  to  the  bonghs — and 
reflected  in  dimples  from  the  waves  whkh  still  glide  free 
from  his  chains.  Bnt  as  a  conqueror,  who  maizes  his  home 
in  the  capital,  weighs  down  with  hard  policy  the  mntinons 
citizens,  long  ere  his  iron  influence  is  felt  in  the  province, 
so  the  first  tyrant  of  Winter  has  only  rigor  and  frowns  for 
London.  The  very  aspect  of  the  wayfarers  has  the  look 
of  men  newly  enslaved ;  cloaked  and  muffled,  lhey«te^  to 
and  fro  through  the  dismal  fogs.  Even  the  children  creep 
timidly  through  the  streets ;  the  carriages  go  cautious  and 
hearse- like  along;  daylight  is  dim  and  obscure;  the  town 

is  not  filled,  nor  the  brisk  mirth  of  Christmas  commenced ; 
(m) 
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the  nnsocial  shadows  flit  amid  the  mist,  like  men  on  the 
eve  of  a  fatal  conspiracy.  Each  other  month  in  London 
has  its  charms  for  the  experienced.  Even  from  Angnst  to 
October,  when  The  Season  lies  dormant,  and  Fashion  for- 
bids her  sons  to  be  seen  within  hearing  of  Bow,  the  trae 
lover  of  London  finds  pleasure  still  at  hand  if  he  search 
for  her  duly ; — the  early  walks  through  the  parks  and  green 
Kensington  Gardens,  which  now  change  their  character  of 
resort,  and  seem  rural  and  conntrylike,  but  yet  with  more 
life  than  the  country  ;  for  on  the  benches  beneath  the  trees, 
and  along  the  sward  and  np  the  malls,  are  living  beings 
enongh  to  interest  the  eye  and  divert  the  thoughts,  if  you 
are  a  gaesser  into  character,  and  amateur  of  the  human 
face ;  fresh  nursery- maid  and  playful  children,  and  the  old 
shabby-genteel  bnttolied-np  officer,  musing  on  half-pay,  as 
he  sits  alone  in  some  alcove  of  Kenna,  or  leans  pensive 
over  the  rail  of  the  vacant  Ring ;  and  early  tradesman,  or 
clerk  from  the  subarban  lodging,  trudging  brisk  to  his 
business,  for  business  never  ceases  in  London ;  then  at 
noon,  what  delight  to  escape  to  the  banks  at  Putney  or 
Richmond — the  row  up  the  river — ^the  fishing-punt — the 
ease  at  your  inn  till  dark  I — or,  if  this  tempt  not,  still, 
Antnmn  shines  clear  and  calm  over  the  roofs,  where  the 
smoke  has  a  holiday;  and  how  clean  gleam  the  vistas 
through  the  tranquilized  thoroughfares,  and  as  you  saun- 
ter along  yon  have  all  London  to  yourself,  Alexander  Sel- 
kirk, but  with  the  mart  of  the  world  for  your  desert! 
And  when  October  comes  on,  it  has  one  characteristic  of 
spring, — ^life  busily  returns  to  the  city ;  yoQ  see  the  shops 
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basiling  up,  trade  flowing  back ;  as  birds  scent  the  April, 
so  the  children  of  commerce  plume  their  wings  and  pre- 
pare for  the  first  slack  returns  of  the  season.  But  No- 
Tember  1 — strange  the  taste,  stout  the  lungs,  grief  defying 
the  heart  of  the  visitor  who  finds  channs  and  joy  in  a 
London  November. 

In  a  small  lodging-house  in  Bulstrode  Street,  Manches- 
ter Square,  grouped  a  family  in  mourning,  who  had  had 
the  temerity  to  cotoe  to  town  in  November,  for  the  pur- 
pose, no  doubt,  of  raising  their  spirits.  In  the  dull  small 
drawing-room  of  the  dull  small  house  we  introduce  to  you, 
first,  a  middle-aged  gentleman,  whose  Hress  showed,  what 
dress  now  fails  to  show — his  profession ;  nobody  could  mis- 
take the  cut  of  the  cloth,  and  the  shape  of  the  hat,  for  he 
had  just  come  in  from  a  walk,  and  not  from  discourtesy, 
but  abstraction,  the  broad  brim  still  shadowed  his  pleasant 
placid  face.  Parson  spoke  out  in  him,  from  beaver  to 
buckle.  By  the  coal  fire,  where,  through  volumes  of  smoke, 
fussed  and  flickered  a  pretension  to  flame,  sate  a  middle* 
aged  lady,  whom,  without  being  a  conjuror,  you  would 
pronounce  at  once  to  be  wife  to  the  parson;  and  sundry 
children  sate  on  stools  all  about  her,  with  one  book  be- 
tween them,  and  a  low  whispered  murmur  from  their  two 
or  three  pursed- up  lips,  announcing  that  that  book  was 
superfluous.  By  the  last  of  three  dim-looking  windows, 
made  dimmer  by  brown  moreen  draperies,  edged  genteely 
with  black  cotton  velvet,  stood  a  girl  of  very  soft  and  pen- 
sile expression  of  featiires  — pretty,  unquestionably — ey- 
cessively  pretty — but  there  was  something  so  delicate  and 
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elegant  about  her — ^the  bend  of  her  head,  the  shape  of  her 
Blight  figure,  the  little  fair  hands  crossed  one  on  each  other, 
as  the  face  mournfully  and  listlessly  turned  to  th^  window, 
—that  "  pretty  "  would  have  seemed  a  word  of  praise,  too 
often  proffered  to  milliner  and  serving-maid  ;  nevertheless, 
it  was  perhapr  the  right  one ;— handsome  would  have  im- 
plied something  statelier  and  more  commanding — beau- 
tiful, greater  regularity  of  feature,  or  richness  of  coloring. 
The  parson,  who,  since  his  entrance,  had  been  walking  up 
and  down  the  small  room,  with  his  hands  behind  him, 
glancing  now  and  then  at  the  young  lady,  but  not  speak- 
ing, at  length  paused  from  that  monotonous  exercise,  by 
the  chair  of  his  wife,  and  touched  her  shoulder.  She 
stopped  from  her  work,  which,  more  engrossing  than  ele- 
gant, was  nothing  less  than  what  is  technically  called  "  the 
taking  in'*  of  a  certain  blue  jacket,  which  was  about  to 
pass  from  Matthew,  the  eldest  born,  to  David,  the  second, 
and  looked  up  at  her  husband  affectionately;  her  husband, 
however,  spoke  not, — he  only  made  a  sign,  partly  with  his 
eyebrow,  partly  with  a  jerk  of  his  thumb  over  his  right 
shoulder,  in  the  direction  of  the  young  lady  we  have  de- 
scribed, and  then  completed  the  pantomime  with  a  melan- 
choly shake  of  the  head.  The  wife  turned  round  and 
looked  hard,  the  scissors  horizontally  raised  in  one  hand, 
while  the  other  reposed  on  the  cuff  of  the  jacket.  At 
this  moment  a  low  knock  was  heard  at  the  street  door. 
The  worthy  pair  saw  the  girl  shrink  back,  with  a  kind  of 

tremulous  movement ;  presently  there  came  the  sound  of  a 
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footstep  below — the  creak  of  a  hinge  on  the  ground  floor 
—and  again  all  was  silent. 

''That  is  Mr.  Mainwaring's  knock,"  said  one  of  the 
children. 

The  girl  left  the  room  abraptly,  and,  light  as  was  her 
step,  they  heard  her  steal  up  the  stairs. 

"My  dears,"  said  the  parson,  "it  wantB  an  hour  yet  to 
dark,  you  may  go  and  walk  in  the  square." 

"  'Tis  so  dull  in  that  ugly  square,  and  they  won't  let  us 
into  the  green.  I  am  sure  we'd  rather  stay  here,"  said 
one  of  the  children,  as  spokesman  for  the  rest,  and  they  all 
nestled  closer  round  the  hearth. 

"  But,  my  dears,"  said  the  parson,  simply,  "  I  want  to 
talk  alone  with  your  mother.  However,  if  you  like  best 
to  go  and  keep  quiet  in  your  own  room,  you  may  do  so." 

"  Or  we  can  go  into  Susan's  ?" 

" No,"  said  the  parson;  "you  must  not  disturb  Susan." 

"  She  never  used  to  care  about  being  disturbed.  I 
wonder  what's  come  to  her  ?" 

The  parson  made  no  rejoinder  to  this  half-petulant  ques- 
tion. The  children  consulted  together  a  moment,  and  re- 
solved that  the  square,  though  so  dull,  was  less  dull  than 
their  own  little  attic.  That  being  decided,  it  was  the 
mother's  turn  to  address  them.  And  though  Mr.  Fielden 
was  as  anxious  and  fond  as  most  father's,  he  grew  a  little 
impatient  before  comforters,  kerchiefs,  and  muffatees  were 
arranged,  and  minute  exordiums  as  to  the  danger  of  cross- 
ing the  street,  and  the  risk  of  patting  strange  dogs,  etc., 
were  half-way  concluded ; — with  a  shrue:  and  a  smile,  he 
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$A  length  fairly  poshed  out  the  children,  shut  the  door,  and 
drew  his  chair  close  to  his  wife's. 

**Hy  dear,"  he  began  at  once,  "I  am  extremely  uneasy 
aboat  that  poor  girl." 

*'  What  I  Miss  Clavering  ?  Indeed,  she  eats  almost  no- 
thing at  all,  and  sits  sO  oioping  alou^;  bnt  she  sees  Mr. 
Ma&nwaring  erery  day.  What  eaa  toe  do?  She  is  so 
prond,  I'm  afraid  of  her." 

^*  My  dear,  I  was  not  thinking  of  Miss  Clayering,  though 
I  did  not  interrapt  yon,  for  it  is  very  trae  that  she  is  mnch 
•to  be  pitied."      .   . 

"And  I  am  sore  it  was  for  her  sake  alone  that  yon 
agreed  to  Susan's  request,  and  got  Blackman  to  do  duty 
for  you  at  the  vicarage,  while  we  all  came  np  here,  in 
hopes  London  town  woqld  divert  her.  We  left  all  at  sixes 
and  sevens ;  and  I  should  not  at  all  wonder  if  John  made 
away  with  the  apples." 

''  But,  I  say,"  resumed  the  parson,  without  heeding  that 
mournful  foreboding — ''  I  say,  I  was  then  only  thinking  of 
•  Susan.    You  see  how  pale  and  sad  she  is  grown." 

*'  Why,  she  is  sp  very  soft-hearted,  and  she  must  feel  for 
her  sister." 

"But  her  sister,  though  she  thinks  much,  and  keeps 
aloof  from  us,  is  not  sad  herself;  only  reserved  On  the 
contrary,  I  believe  she  has  now  got  over  even  poor  Sir 
Miles's  death." 

'*And  the  loss  of  the  great  property  I" 

"  Fie,  Mary  I"  said  Mr.  Fielden,  almost  austerely. 

Mary  looked  down,  rebuked,  for  she  was  not  one  of  the 
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high-spirited  wiyes  who  despite  their  hasbands  for  good- 
ness. 

"I  beg  pardon,  my  dear,"  she  said,  meel^ly;  "it  was 
very  wrong  in  me ;  but  I  cannot — do  what  I  will— I  can- 
not like  that  Miss  Glarering. '' 

''The  more  need  to  judge  her  with  charity.  And  if 
what  I  fear  is  the  case,  I'm  snre  we  cant  feel  too  much 
compassion  for  the  poor  blinded  young  lady.'* 

"  Bless  my  heart,  Mr.  Fielden,  what  is  it  you  mean  f ^ 

The  parson  looked  round  to  be  snre  the  door  was  quite 
closed,  and  replied,  in  a  whisper — **  I  mean,  that  I  fear 
William  Main  waring  loves  not  Lucretia,  but  Snsan.'' 

The  scissors  fell  from  the  hand  of  Mrs.  Fielden ;  and 
though  one  point  stuck  in  the  ground,  and  the  other  point 
threatened  war  upon  flounces  and  toes,  strange  to  say,  she 
did  not  even  stoop  to  vemove  the  chevaux  de  /rise. 

"  Why,  then,  he's  a  most  false-hearted  young  man  I'' 

"  To  blame,  certainly,"  said  Fielden ;  "  I  don't  say  to 
the  contrary,  though  I  like  the  young  man,  and  am  sure 
that  he's  more  timid  than  false.  I  may  now  tell  you — for 
I  want  your  advice,  Mary — what  I  kept  secret  before. 
When  Mainwaring  visited  us,  many  months  ago,  at  South- 
ampton, he  confessed  to  me  that  he  felt  warmly  for  Susan, 
and  asked  if  I  thought  Sir  Miles  would  consent  I  knew 
too  well  how  proud  the  poor  old  gentleman  was  to  give 
him  any  such  hopes.  So  he  left  very  honorably.  You 
remember,  after  he  went,  that  Susan's  spirits  were  low— 
you  remarked  it." 

"  Yes,  indeed,  I  remember.    But  when  the  first  shock 
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of  Sir  Miles's  death  was  over,  she  got  back  her  sweet 
color  and  looked  cheerful  enough." 

"Because,  perhaps,  then  she  felt  that  she  had  a  fortune 
to  bestow  on  Mr.  Mainwaring^and  thought  all  obstacle 
was  over." 

"Why,  how  clever  you  arel  How  did  you  get  at  her 
thoughts?" 

"My  own  folly — my  own  rash  folly,"  almost  groaned 
Mr.  PieTden.  "For,  not  guessing  that  Mr.  Mainwaring 
could  have  got  engaged  meanwhile  to  Lucretia,  and  sus- 
pecting how  it  was  with  Susan's  poor  little  heart,  I  let 
out,  in  a  jest — Heaven  forgive  me ! — what  William  had 
said ;  and  the  dear  child  blushed,  and  kissed  me,  and — 
why,  a  day  or  two  after,  when  it  was  fixed  that  we  should 
come  op  to  London,  Lucretia  informed  me,  with  her  freez- 
ing politeness,  that  she  was  to  marry  Mainwaring  herself, 
as  soon  as  her  first  mourning  was  over." 

"  Poor,  dear — dear  Susan  1" 

"  Susan  behaved  like  an  angel ;  and  when  I  broached  it 
to  her,  I  thought  she  was  calm  ;  and  I  am  sure  she  prayed 
with  her  whole  heart  that  both  might  be  happy." 

"I'm  sure  she  did.  What  is  to  be  done ?  I  understand 
it  all  now.  Dear  me,  dear  me ! — a  sad  piece  of  work, 
iuieed."  And  Mrs.  Pielden  abstractedly  picked  up  the 
scissors. 

"  It  was  not  till  our  coming  to  town,  and  Mr.  Mainwar- 
ing'g  visits  to  Lucretia,  that  her  strength  gave  way." 

"A  hard  sight  to  bear :  I  never  could  have  borne  it,  my 
love.    If  I  had  seen  you  paying  court  to  another,  I  should 
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have — I  don't  know  what  I  should  have  done  I    Bat  what 
an  artful  wretch  this  ydung  Mainwariog  must  be  1" 

''Not  very  artful ;  for  you  see  that  he  looks  even  sadder 
than  Susan.  He  got  entangled  somehow,  to  be  sure. 
Perhaps  he  had  given  up  Susan  in  despair;  and  Miss 
Glayering,  if  haughty,  la  no  doubt  a  very  superior  young 
lady ;  and,  I  dare  say,  it  is  only  now  in  seeing  them  both 
together,  and  comparing  the  two,  that  he  feels  what  a 
treasure  he  has  lost  Well,  what  do  you  advise,  Mary? 
Mainwaring,  no  doubt,  is  bound  in  honor  to  Miss  Claver- 
ing;  but  she  will  be  sure  to  discover,  sooner  or  later,  the 
state  of  his  feelings,  and  then  I  tremble  for  both.'  I'm 
sure  she  will  never  be  happy,  while  he  will  be  wretched ; 
and  Susan — I  dare  not  think  upon  Susan  — she  has  a 
sough  that  goes  to  my  heart." 

"  So  she  has ;  that  cough — you  don't  know  the  money  I 
spend  on  black-currant  jelly  I  What's  my  advice  ?  why, 
I'd  speak  to  Miss  Glavering  at  once,  if  I  dared.  I'm  sure 
love  never  will  break  her  heart ;  and  she's  so  proud,  she'd 
throw  him  off  without  a  sigh,  if  she  knew  how  things 
stood." 

*'  I  belieye  yon  are  right,"  said  Mr.  Fielden ;  "  for  truth 
is  the  best  policy  after  all.  Still,  it's  scarce  my  business 
to  meddle;  and  if  it  were  not  for  Susan — well,  well,  I 
must  think  of  it,  and  pray  Heaven  to  direct  me." 

This  conference  safiGices  to  explain  to  the  reader  the 
stage  to  which  the  history  of  Lucretia  had  arrived.  Will- 
ingly we  pass  over  what  it  were  scarcely  possible  to  de- 
Msrlbe — her  first  shock  at  the  fall  from  the  expectations  of 
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her  life ; — fortane,  rank,  and  .what  she  valned  more  than 
either,  power — crushed  at  a  blow.  From  the  dark  and 
sullen  despair  into  which  she  was  first  plang;ed,  she  was 
roased  into  hope — ^into  something  like  joy — by  Mainwar- 
ing's  letters.  Never  had  they  been  so  warm  and  so  tender ; 
for  the  young  man  felt  not  only  poignant  remorte  that  he 
had  been  the  canse  of  her  downfall  (thongh  she  broke  it  to 
him  with  more  delicacy  than  might  .haye  been  expected 
from  the  state  of  her  feelings  and  the  hardness  of  her  char- 
acter), bat  he  felt  also  imperiously  the  obligations  which 
her  loss  rendered  more  binding  than  ever.  He  persuaded, 
he  urged,  he  forced  himself  into  affection;  and,  probably, 
withont  a  murmur  of  his  heart,  he  would  have  gone  with 
her  to  the  altar,  and,  once  wedded,  custom  and  duty  would 
have  strengthened  the  chain  imposed  on  himself,  had  it 
not  been  for  Lucrelia's  fatal  eagerness  to  see  him,  to  come 
up  to  London,  where  she  induced  him  to  meet  her — ^for 
with  her  came  Susan;  and  in  Susan's  averted  face,  and 
treml^ing  hand,  and  mute  avoidance  of  his  eye,  he  read 
all  which  the  poor  dissembler  fancied  she  concealed.  But 
the  die  was  cast,  the  union  announcedf  the  time  fixed,  and 
day  by  day  he  came  to  the  houSe,  to  leave  it  in  anguish 
and  despair.  A  feeling  they  shared  in  common  caused 
tliese  two  unhappy  persons  to  shun  each  other.  Main- 
waring  rarely  came  into  the  usual  sitting-room  of  the 
family;  and  when  he  did  so,  chiefly  in  the  evening,  Susan 
usually  took  refuge  in  her  own  room.  If  they  met,  it  was 
by  accident,  on  the  stairs,  or  at  the  sudden  opening  of  a 
door;   then  not  only  no  word,  but. scarcely  even  a  look 
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was  exchanged ;  neither  had  the  coorage  to  face  the  other. 
Perhaps,  of  the  two,  this  reserve  weighed  most  on  Sosan ; 
perhaps  she  most  yearned  to  break  the  silence,  for  she 
thought  she  divined  the  catise  of  Mainwaring's  gloomy 
and  mute  constraint,  in  the  npbraidings  of  his  conscience, 
which  might  donbtless  recall  —  if  no  positive  pledge  to 
Snsan — at  least,  those  words  and  tones  which  betray  the 
one  heart  and  seek  to  allure  the  other ;  and  the  profound 
melancholy  stamped  on  his  whole  person,  apparent  even  to 
her  harried  glance,  touched  her  with  a  compassion  free 
from  all  the  bitterness  of  selfish  reproach.  She  fancied 
she  could  die  happy  if  she  could  remove  that  cloud  from 
his  brow,  that  shadow  from  his  conscience.  Die — for  she 
thought  not  of  life.  She  loved  gently,  quietly ;  not  with 
the  vehement  passion  that  belongs  to  stronger  natures; 
but  it  was  the  love  of  which  the  young  and  the  pure  have 
died.  The  face  of  the  Genius  was  calm  and  soft;  and 
only  by  the  lowering  of  the  hand  do  you  see  that  the 
torch  bums  out,  and  that  the  image  too  serene  for  earthly 
love  is  the  genius  of  loving  Death. 

Absorbed  in  the^egetisra  of  her  passion — increased,  as 
is  ever  the  case  with  women,  even  the  worst,  by  the  sacri- 
fices it  had  cost  her — and  if  that  passion  paused,  by  the 
energy  of  her  ambition,  which  already  began  to  scheme 
and  reconstruct  new  scaffolds  to  repair  the  ruined  walls  of 
the  past,  Luoretia  as  yet  had  not  detected  what  was  so 
apparent  to  the  simple  sense  of  Mr.  Fielden.  That  Main- 
waring  was  grave,  and  thoughtful,  and  abstracted,  she 
ascribed  only  to  his  grief  at  the  thought  of  her  loss,  and 
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his  anxieties  for  her  altered  futare ;  and  in  her  efforts  to 
console  him,  her  attempts  to  convince  him  that  greatness 
in  England  did  not  consist  only  in  lands  and  manors— 
that  in  the  higher  walks  of  life  which  conduct  to  the  Tem- 
ple of  Renown,  the  leaders  of  the  procession  are  the  aris- 
tocracy of  knowledge  and  of  intellect — she  so  betrayed, 
not  generous  emulation  and  high-sonled  aspiring,  but  the 
dark,  unscrupulous,  tortuous  ambition  of  cunning,  strat- 
agem, and  intrigue,  that  instead  of  feeling  grateful  and 
encouraged,  he  shuddered  and  revolted.  How,  accom- 
panied and  led  by  a  spirit  which  he  felt  to  be  stronger  and 
more  commanding  than  his  own — ^how  preserve  the  white- 
ness of  his  soul,  the  uprightness  of  his  honor  f  .  Already 
he  felt  himself  debased.  But  in  the  still  trial  of  domestic 
intercourse,  with  the  daily,  hourly  dripping  on  the  stone^ 
in  the  many  struggles  between  truth  and  falsehood,  guile 
and  candor,  which  men — and,  above  all,  ambitious  men— « 
must  wage,  what  darker  angel  would  whisper  him  in  his 
monitor  ?  Still  he  was  bound — bound  with  an  iron  band; 
he  writhed^  but  dreamed  not  of  escape. 

The  day  after  that  of  Fielden's  conference  with  his  wife, 
an  unexpected  visitor  came  to  thd  house.  Olivier  Dali- 
bard  called.  He  had  not  seen  Lucretia  since  she  had  left 
Laughton,  nor  h&d  any  correspondence  passed  between 
them.  He  came  at  dusk,  just  after  Mainwaring's  daily 
visit  was  over,  and  Lucretia  was  still  in  the  parlor  which 
she  had  appropriated  to  herself.  Her  brow  contracted  as 
ais  name  was  announced,  and  Uie  maid-servant  lighted  tba 
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candle  on  the  table,  stirred  the  fire,  and  gave  a  tog  at  the 
curtains.  Her  eye,  glancing  frpm  his  round  the  mean 
room,  with  its  dingy,  horsehair  furniture,  inyoluntarilj 
implied  the  contrast  between  the  past  state  and  the  pres- 
ent, which  his  sight  could  scarcely  help  to  impress  on  her. 
But  she  welcomed  him  with  her  usual  stately  composure, 
and  without  reference  to  what  had  been.  Dalibard  was 
secretly  enxious  to  discoTcr  if  she  suspected  himself  of 
any  agency  in  the  detection  of  the  eventful  letter,  and, 
assured  by  her  manner  that  no  such  thougkt  was  yet  har- 
bored, he  thought  it  best  to  imitate  her  own  reserve.  He 
assumed,  however,  a  manner  that,  far  more  respectful  than 
he  ever  before  observed  to  his  pupil,  was  neverthel^s  suffi- 
ciently kind  and  familiar  to  restore  them  gradually  to  their 
old  footing;  and  that  be  succeeded  was  apparent,  when, 
after  a  pause,  Lucretia  said  abruptly:  ''How  did  Sir 
Miles  St  John  discover  my  correspondence  with  Mr.  Main- 
waring  ?" 

''Is  it  possible  that  yon  are  ignorant?  Ah,  how— -how 
should  you  know  it  ?"  And  Dalibard  so  simply  explained 
the  occurrence,  in  which,  indeed,  it  was  impossible  to  trace 
the  hand  that  had  moved  springs  which  seemed  so  entirely 
set  at  work  by  an  accident,  that  despite  the  extreme  sus- 
piciousness of  her  nature,  Lucretia  did  not  see  a  pretense 
for  accusing  him.  Indeed,  when  he  related  the  little  sub- 
terfuge of  Gabriel,  his  attempt  to  save  her  by  taking  the 
'letter  on  himself,  she  felt  thankful  to  the  boy,  and  deemed 
GabrieFs  conduct  quite  in  keeping  with  his  attachment  to 
herself      And  this  accounted  satisfactorily  for  the  only 
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circumstance  that  had  ever  troubled  her  with  a  doubt — 
viz.,  the  legacy  left  to  Gabriel.  She  knew  enoagb  of  Sir 
Miles  to  be  aware  that  he  would  be  grateful  to  any  one 
who  had  saved  the  name  of  his  niece,  even  while  most 
embittered  against  her,  from  the  shame  attached  to  clan- 
destine correspondence. 

'^It  is  strange,  nevertheless,"  said  she,  thoughtfully, 
after  a  pause,  "  that  the  girl  should  have  detected  the  let- 
ter, concealed,  as  it  was,  by  the  leaves' that  covered  it." 

''But,"  answered  Dalibard,  readily,  "you  see  two  or 
three  persons  had  entered  before,  and  their  feet  must  have 
displaced  the  leaves." 

''Possibly;  the  evil  is  now  past  recall." 

"And  Mr.  Mainwaring  t  do  you  still  adhere  to  one  who 
has  cost  you  so  much,  poor  child  7" 

"In  three  months  more  I  shall  be  his  wife  " 

Dalibard  sighed  deeply,  but  offered  no  remonstrance. 

"  Well,"  he  said,  taking  her  hand  with  mingled  rever- 
ence and  affection — "  well,  I  oppose  your  inclinations  no 
more,  for  now  there  is  nothing  to  risk,  you  are  mistress  of 
your  own  fortune ;  and  since  Mainwaring  has  talents,  that 
fortune  will  sufiGice  for  a  career.  Are  you  at  length  con* 
vinced  that  I  have  conquered  my  folly?  that  I  was  dis- 
interested when  I  incurred  your  displeasure  ?  If  so,  can 
you  restore  to  me  your  friendship  ?  You  will  have  sonne 
struggle  with  the  world,  and,  with  my  long  experience  of 
men  and  life,  even  I,  the  poor  exile,  may  assist  you." 

And  so  thought  Lueretia ;  foi  with  some  dread  of  Dali- 
bard's  craft,  she  yet  credited  his  attachment  to  herself,  and 
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she  felt  profoand  admiration  for  an  intelligeoce  more  con- 
snmmate  and  accomplished  than  any  ever  yet  submitted  to 
her  comprehension  From  that  time,  Dalibard  became  an 
habitual  visitor  at  the  house ;  he  never  interfered  with  Lu- 
cretia's  interviews  with  Mainwaring ;  he  took  the  union 
for  granted,  and  conversed  with  her  cheerfully  on  the  pros- 
pects before  her ;  he  ingratiated  himself  with  the  Fieldens, 
played  with  the  children,  made  himself  at  home,  and  in  the 
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evenings  when  Mainwaring,  as  often  as  he  could  find  the 
excuse,  absented  himself  from  the  family  circle,  he  contrived 
to  draw  Lncretia  into  more  social  intercourse  with  her 
homely  companions  than  she  had  before  condescended  to 
admit.  Good  Mr.  Fielden  rejoiced :  here  was  the  very 
person,  the  old  friend  of  Sir  Miles,  the  preceptor  of  Ln- 
cretia herself,  evidently  most  attached  to  her,  having  in- 
fluence over  her — ^the  very  person  to  whom  to  confide  his 
embarrassment.  One  day,  therefore,  when  Dalibard  had 
touched  his  heart  by  noticing  the  paleness  of  Susan,  he 
took  him  aside  and  told  him  all.  "And  now,"  concluded 
the  pastor,  hoping  he  had  found  one  to  relieve  him  of  his 
dreaded  and  ungracious  task,  "  don't  you  think  that  I — or 
rather  you — ^as  so  old  a  friend,  Sihould  speak  frankly  to 
Miss  Clavering  herself." 
"  No,  indeed,"  said  the  Provencal,  quickly ;  "if  we  spoke 
'  to  her  she  would  disbelieve  us.  She  would  no  doubt  ap- 
peal to  Mainwaring,  and  Mainwaring  would  have  no  choice 
but  to  contradict  us.  Once  put  on  his  guard,  he  would 
sontrol  his  very  sadness.  Lucretia,  offended,  might  leave 
four  bouse,  and  certainly  she  would  regard  her  sister  as 
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having  influenced  yonr  confession — a  position  nnworiby 
Miss  Mivers.  Bat  do  not  fear ;  if  the  evil  be  so,  it  carries 
with  it  its  inevitable  remedy.  Let  Lncretia  discover  it 
herself;  bat,  pardon  me,  she  mast  have  seen,  at  your  first 
reception  of  Mainwaring,  that  he  had  before  been  ac- 
quainted with  you  ?'' 

"  She  was  not  in  the  room  when  we  first  received  Main- 
waring,  and  I  have  always  been  distant  to  him,  as  yon 
may  suppose,  for  I  felt  disappointed  and  displeased.  Of 
coarse,  however,  she  is  aware  that  we  knew  him  before 
she  did.     What  of  that  ?." 

"Why,- do  you  think  then  he  told  her  at  Laughton  of 
this  acquaintance  f — that  he  spoke  of  Susan  f — I  suspect 
not." 

"I  cannot  say,  I  am  sure,''  said  Mr.  Fielden. 

"Ask  her  that  question  accidentally,  and  for  the  rest  be 
discreet,  my  dear  sir.  I  thank  you  for  your  confidence.  I 
will  watch  well  over  my  poor  young  pupil.  She  must  not, 
indeed,  be  sacrificed  to  a  man  whose  affections  are  engaged 
elsewhere." 

Dalibard  trod  on  air  as  he  left  the  house;  his  very 

countenance  had  changed;'  he  seemed  ten  years  younger. 

It  was  evening;  and  suddenly,  as  he  came  into  Oxford 

Street,  he 'encountered  a  knot  of  young  men — noisy  and 

laughing  loud — obstructing  the  pavement,  breaking  jests 

on  the  more  sober  passengers,  and  attracting  the  especial 

and  admiring  attention  of  sundry  ladies  in  plumed  hats 

and  scariet  pelisses;  for  the  streets  then  enjoyed  a  gay 

liberty  which  has  vanished  from  London  with  the  lanterns 

16* 
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of  the  watchmen.  Noisiest,  and  most  conspicuoas  of  these 
descendaDts  of  the  Mohawks,  the  sleek  and  orderly  scholar 
beheld  the  childish  figure  of  his  son.  Nor  did  Gabriel 
shrink  from  his  father's  eye,  stern  and  scornful  as  it  was, 
but  rather  braved  the  glance  with  an  impudent  leer. 

Right,  however,  in  the  midst  of  the  group  strode  the 
.Proyen9al,  and  laying  his  hand  very  gently  on  the  boy's 
shoulder,  he  said — ^'My  son,  come  with  me." 

Gabriel  looked  irresolute,  and  glanced  at  his  companions. 
Delighted  at  the  pro&pect  of  a  scene,  they  now  gathered 
round,  with  countenances  and  gestures  that  seemed  little 
disposed  to  acknowledge  the  parental  authority. 

''  Gentlemen,"  8i^.id  Dalibard,  turning  a  shade  more  pale, 
for  though  morally  most  resolute,  physically  he  was  not 
brave — ^'gentlemen,  I  must  beg  you  to  excuse  me — this 
child  is  my  son  !" 

''But  Art  is  his  mother,"  replied  a  tall  raw-boned  young 
man,  with  long  tawny  hair  streaming  down  from  a  hat 
very  much  battered.  "At  the  juvenile  age,  the  child  is 
consigned  to  the  mother  I  Have  I  said  it?"  and  he  turned 
round  theatrically  to  bis  comrades. 

'*  Bravo !"  cried  the  rest,  clapping  their  hands. 

**  Down  with  all  tyrants  and  fathers — hip,  hip,  hurrah !" 
and  the  hideous  diapason  nearly  split  the  dram  of  the  ears 
into  which  it  resounded. 

"  Gabriel,"  whispered  the  father,  '*  you  had  better  follow 
me,  had  you  notf  Reflect!"  So  saying,  he  bowed  low 
to  the  nnpropittous  assembly,  and,  as  if  yielding  the  victory, 
stepped  aside  and  crossed  over  toward  Bond  Street 
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Before  the  din  of  derision  and  triamph  died  away,  Bali- 
bard  looked  back,  and  saw  Gabriel  behind  him. 

"Approach,  sir,"  he  said ;  and  as  the  boy  stood  still,  he 
added,  "I  promise  peace,  if  you  will  accept  it." 

"  Peace,  then  I'^  answered  Gabriel,  and  he  joined  his 
father's  side. 

"  So,"  said  Dalibard,  "  when  I  consented  to  yonr  study- 
ing Art,  as  yon  eall  it,  under  yoar  mother's  most  respeeta- 
ble  brother,  I  ought  to  have  contemplated  what  wonld  be 
the  natural  and  becoming  companions  of  the  rising  Baf- 
faelle  I  have  given  to  thq  world," 

"I  own,  sir,"  replied  Gabriel,  demurely,  "that  they  are 
riotous  fellows,  but  some  of  them  are  clever,  and " 

"And  excessively  drunk,"  interrupted  Dalibard,  examin- 
ing the  gait  of  his  son.  "  Do  you  learn  that  accomplish- 
ment also,  by  way  of  steadying  your  hand  for  the  easel  ?" 

"No,  sir;  I  like  wine  well  enough,  but  I  would  not  be 
drunk  for  the  world.  I  see  people  when  they  are  drunk 
are  mere  fools — let  out  their  secrets,  and  show  themselves 
up." 

"  Well  said,"  replied  the  father,  almost  admiringly ; 
"  but  a  truce  with  this  bantering,  Gabriel.  Can  you  im- 
agine that  I  will  permit  you  any  longer  to  remain  with 
that  vagabond  Yarney,  and  yon  crew  of  Vauriensf  You 
will  come  home  with  m.e ;  and  if  yon  must  be  a  painter,  I 
will  look  out  for  a  more  trustworthy  master." 

"I  shall  stay  where  I  am,"  answered  Gabriel,  firmly, 
and  compressing  his  lips  with  a  force  that  left  them  blood- 
less. 
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"  What,  boy  f  do  I  hear  right  f  Dare  yon  disobey  me? 
Dare  you  defy  ?*' 

"  Not  in  your  house,  so  I  will  not  enter  it  again." 

Dalibard  laughed  mockingly. 

''Pestel  but  this  is  modest  I  You  are  not  of  age  yet, 
Mr.  Yarney :  you  are  not  free  from  a  father's  tyrannical 
control." 

**  The  law  does  not  own  you  as  my  father,  I  am  told, 
sir;  you  have  said  my  name  rightly — it  is  Varney,  not 
Dalibard.  We  have  no  rights  over  each  other ;  so  at  least 
says  Tom  Passmore,  and  his  father's  a  lawyer  I" 

Dalibard 's  hand  griped  his  son's  arm  fiercely.  Despite 
his  pain,  which  was  acute,  the  child  uttered  no  cry ;  but 
he  growled  beneath  his  teeth,  "  Beware !  beware  I — or  my 
mother's  son  may  avenge  her  death  I" 

Dalibard  removed  his  hand  and  staggered  as  if  struck. 
Gliding  from  his  side,  Gabriel  seized  the  occasion  to 
escape ;  he  paused,  however,  midway  in  the  dull  lamp-lit 
kennel,  when  he  saw  himself  out  of  reach,  and  then  ap- 
proaching cautiously,  said — "  I  know  I  am  a  boy,  but  you 
have  made  me  man  enough  to  take  care  of  myself.  Mr. 
Varney,  my  uncle,  will  maintain  me— when  of  age,  old  Sir 
Miles  has  provided  for  me.  Leave  me  in  peace — treat  me 
as  free;  and  I  will  visit  you,  help  you  when  you  want  me — 
obey  you  still, — yes,  follow  your  instructions  ;  for  I  know 
you  are" — he  paused — "you  are  toi,se ;  but  if  you  seek 
again  to  make  me  your  slave,  you  will  only  find  me  your 
foe.  Good  night;  and  remember  that  a  bastard  has  no 
rather  I" 
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With  these  words  he  moved  on,  and  harrying  dowc  the 
street,  turned  the  corner  and  vanished. 

Dalibard  remained  motionless  for  some  minutes;  at 
length  he  mattered,  "Aj,  let  him  go,  he  is  dangeroasl 
What  son  ever  revolted  even  from  the  worst  father,  and 
throve  in  life  ? — Food  for  the  gibbet  I     What  matters  ?" 

When  next  Dalibard  visited  Lucretia,  his  manner  was 
changed — ^the  cheerfulness  Ite  had  before  assumed  gave 
place  to  a  kind  of  melancholy  compassion ;  he  no  longer 
entered  into  her  plans  for  the  future,  bat  would  look  at 
her  mournfullj,  start  up,  and  walk  awaj.  She  would  have 
attributed  the  change  to  some  return  of  his  ancient  passion, 
but  she  heard  him  once  murmur,  with  unspeakable  pitj, 
**  Poor  child — poor  child  I"  A  vagae  apprehension  seized 
her — first,  indeed,  caught  from  some  remarks  dropped  bj 
Mr.  Fielden,  which  were  less  discreet  than  Dalibard  had 
recommended.  A  daj  or  two  afterward,  she  asked  Main* 
waring,  carelessly,  "  why  he  had  never  spoken  to  her  at 
Laughton  of  his  acquaintance  with  Fielden." 

"  You  asked  me  that  before,"  he  said  somewhat  sullenly. 

"Did  I?  I  forgot!"  But  how  was  it?  Tell  me 
again." 

"I  scarcely  know,"  he  replied,  confusedly;  "we  were 
always  talking  of  each  other,  or  poor  8ir  Miles — our  own 
hopes  and  fears." 

This  was  true,  and  a  lover's  natural  excuse.  In  the 
present  of  love  all  the  past  is  forgotten. 

"  Still,"  said  Lucretia,  with  her  sidelong  glance — "  still, 
18  you  must  hAve  seen  much  of  mj  own  sister     .  " 


19D*  LtJCRBTlA. 

Mainw^aring,  while  she  spoke,  was  at  work  on  a  bnttoD 
on  his  gaiter — (gaiters  were  then  worn  tight  at  the  ankle) 
—the  effort  brought  the  blood  to  his  forehead. 

"But,"  he  said,  still  stooping  at  his  occupation,  "jovl 
were  so  little  intimate  with  your  sister, —  I  feared  to  offend. 
Family  differences  are  so  difficult  to  approach." 

Lncretia  was  satisfied  at  the  moment.     For- so  vast  was 
her  stake  in  Mainwaring's  heart,  so  did  her  whole  heart 
and  soul  grapple  to  the  rock  left  serene  amid  the  deluge, 
that  she  habitually  and  resolutely  thrust  from  her  mind  all- 
the  doubts  that  ai  times  invaded  it. 

"  I  know,"  she  would  often  say  to  herself — "  I  know  he 
does  not  love  as  I  do — ^but  man  never  can,  never  ought  to 
love  as  woman  !  Were  I  a  man,  I  should  scorn  myself  if 
I  could  be  so  absorbed  in  one  emotion  as  I  am  proud  to 
be  now  —  I,  poor  woman!  —  I  know,"  again  she  would 
think, — "  I  know  how  suspicions  and  distrustful  I  am — I 
must  not  distrust  him — I  shall  only  irritate — I  may  lose 
him  :  I  dare  not  distrust — ^it  would  be  too  dreadful." 

Thus,  as  a  system  vigorously  embraced  by  a  determined 
mind,  she  had  schooled  and  forced  herself  into  reliance  on 
her  lover.  His  words  now,  we  say,  satisfied  her  at  the 
moment ;  but  afterward,  in  absence,  they  were  recalled,  in 
spite  of  herself — in  the  midst  of  fears,  shapeless  and  unde- 
fined. Involuntarily  she  began  to  examine  the  counte- 
nance, the  movements,  of  her  sister — ^to  court  Snsan^s  so- 
ciety more  than  she  had  done — for  her  previous  indifference 
had  now  deepened  into  bitterness.  Susan,  the  neglected 
3knd  despised,  had  become  her  equal — ^nay,  more  than  her 


LUORETIA.  191 

equal — Susan's  children  wonld  have  precedence  to  her  own 
in  the  heritage  of  Laughton  I  .Hitherto  she  had  never 
deigned  to  talk  to  her  in  the  sweet  familiaritj  of  sisters 
so  placed— -never  deigned  to  confide  to  her  those  feelings 
for  her  future  husband,  which  burned  lone  and  ardent  in 
the  close  vault  of  her  guarded  heart  Now,  however,  she 
began  to  name  him,  wind  her  arm  into  Susan's,  talk  of  love 
and  home,  and  the  days  to  come ;  and  as  she  spoke  she 
read  the  workings  of  her  sister's  face.  That  part  of  the 
secret  grew  clear  almost  at  the  first  glance.  Susan  loved 
— Gloved  William  Mainwaring ;  but  was  it  not  a  love  hope- 
less and  unreturned?  Might  not  this  be  the  cause  that 
had  made  Mainyraring  so  reserved  ?  He  might  have  seen, 
or  conjectured,  a  conquest  he  had  not  sought ;  and  hence, 
with  manlj  delicacy,  he  had  avoided  naming  Susan  to 
Lucretia ;  and  now,  perhaps,  sought  the  excuse  which  at 
times  had  chafed  and  wounded  her  for  not  joining  the 
household  circle.  If  one  of  those  who  glance  over  these 
pages  chance  to  be  a  person  more  than  usually  able  and 
acute — a  person  who  has  loved  and  been  deceived — he  oi 
she,  no  matter  which,  will  perhaps  recall  those  first  mo- 
ments when  the  doubt,  long  put  off,  insisted  to  be  heard ; 
a  weak  and  foolish  heart  gives  way  to  the  doubt  at  once, 
not  so  the  subtler  and  more  powerful ;  it  rather,  on  the 
contrary,  recalls  all  the  little  circumstances  that  justify 
trust  and  make  head  against  suspicion ;  it  will  not  render 
the  citadel  at  the  mere  sound  of  the  trumpet ;  it  arms  all 
its  forces,  and  bars  its  gates  on  the  foe.  Hence  it  is,  that 
the  persons  most  easy  to  dupe  in  matters  of  affection  are 
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asaally  those  most  astute  in  the  larger  affairs  of  life. 
Moli^re,  reading  «very  riddle  in  the  vast  complexities  of 
human  character,  and  clinging,  in  self*  imposed  credalitj, 
to  his  profligate  wife,  is  a  type  of  a  striking  truth.  Still, 
a  foreboding,  a  warning  instinct  withheld  Lacretia  from 
plnmbing  farther  into  the  deeps  of  her  own  fears.  So  hor- 
rible was  the  thought  that  she  had  been  deceiyed,  that 
rather  than  face  it,  she  would  hare  preferred  to  deceiye 
herself  This  poor  bad  heart  shrunk  from  inquiry — it 
trembled  at  the  idea  of  condemnation.  She  hailed,  with  a 
sentiment  of  release  that  partook  of  rapture,  Susan's  abrupt 
announcement  one  morning,  that  she  had  accepted  an  in- 
yitation  from  some. relations  of  her  fother,  to  spend  some 
time  with  them  at  their  yilla  near  Hampstead ;  she  was  to 
go  the  end  of  the  week.  Lucretia  hailed  it,  though  she 
saw  the  cause.  Susan  shrank  from  the  name  of  Mainwar- 
ing  on  Lucretia's  lips — shrank  from  the  familiar  inter- 
course so  ruthlessly  forced  on  her  1  With  a  bright  eye, 
that  day,  Lucretia  met  herJoyer;  yet  she  would  not  tell 
him  of  Susan's  intended  departure  —  she  had  not  the 
courage. 

Dalibard  was  foiled.  This  contradiction  in  Lucretia's 
temper — so  suspicious — so  determined — puzzled  eyen  his 
penetration.  He  saw  that  bolder  tactics  were  required. 
He  waylaid  Mainwaring  on  the  young  man's  way  to  his 
lodgings,  and,  after  talkiug  to  him  on  indifferent  matters, 
asked  him  carelessly  whether  he  did  not  think  Susan  far 
gone  in  a  decline.  Affecting  not  to  notice  the  conyulsiye 
start  with  which  the  question  was  received,  he  went  on : 


LUGRETIA.  19d 

''There  is  evidentlj  something  on  her  mind — I  observe 
that  her  ejes  are  often  red  as  with  weeping — poor  girl  I— 
perhaps  some  silly  love  affair.  However,  we  shall  not  see 
her  again  before  your  marriage;  she  is  going  away  in  a 
^ay  or  two ;  the  change  of  air  may  possibly  yet  restore 
her:  I  own,  thongh,  I  fear  the  worst.  At  this  time  of  the 
year,  and  in  your  climate,  sach  complaints  as  I  take  hers 
to  be  are  rapid.    Good  day.     We  may  meet  this  evening.'' 

Terror-stricken  at  these  barbarous  words,  Main  waring 
no  sooner  reached  his  lodgings  than  he  wrote  and  dis- 
patched a  note  to  Fielden,  entreating  him  to  call. 

The  vicar  obeyed  the  summons,  and  found  Mainwaring 
in  a  state  of  mind  bordering  on  distraction ;  nor  when 
Susan  was  named  did  Fielden's  words  take  the  shape  of 
comfort;  for  he  himself  was  seriously  alarmed  for  her 
health ;  the  sound  of  her  low  cough  rang  in  his  ears,  and 
he  rather  heightened  than  removed  the  picture  which 
haunted  Mainwaring  —  Susan,  stricken,  dying,  broken- 
hearted 1 

Tortured  both  in  heart  and  conscience,  Mainwaring  felt 
as  if  he  had  but  one  wish  left  in  the  world — ^to  see  Susan 
once  more !  What  to  say,  he  scarce  knew ;  but  for  her 
to  depart — depart,  perhaps,  to  her  grave,  believing  him 
coldly  indifferent — for  her  not  to  know,  at  least,  his  strug- 
gles, and  pronounce  his  pardon,  was  a  thought  beyond 
endurance.  After  such  an  interview  both  would  have 
new  fortitude->-each  would  unite  in  encouraging  the  other 
in  the  only  step  left  to  honor.  And  this  desire  he  urged 
upon  Fielden,  with  all  the  eloquence  of  passionate  grief^ 
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as  he  entreated  him  to  permit  and  procare  one  last  confer- 
ence with  Susan.  Bat  t^is,  the  plain  sense  and  straight- 
forward conscience  of  the  good  man  long  refused.  If 
Mainwaring  had  been  left  in  the  position  to  explain  his 
heart  to  Lncretia,  it  would  not  have  been  for  Fielden  to 
object;  but  to  have  a  clandestine  interview  with  one  sister 
while  betrothed  to  the  other,  bore  in  itself  a  character  too 
equivocal  to  meet  with  the  simple  vicar's  approval. 

**  What  can  you  apprehend  ?"  exclaimed  the  young  man, 
almost  fiercely — for,  harassed  and  tortured,  his  mild  nature 
was  driven  to  bay.  **  Can  you  suppose  that  I  shall  en- 
courage  my  own  misery  by  the  guilty  pleadings  of  unavail- 
ing love  ?  All  that  I  ask  is  the  luxury — yes,  the  luxury, 
long  unknown  to  me,  of  candor — to  place  fairly  and  man- 
fully before  Susan  the  position  in  which  fate  has  involved 
me.  Can  you  suppose  that  we  shall  not  both  take  comfort 
and  strength  from  each  other  ?  Our  duty  is  plain  and 
obvious ;  but  it  grows  less  painful,  encouraged  by  the  lipg 
of  a  companion  in  suffering.  I  tell  you  fairly,  that  see 
Susan  I  will  and  must.  I  will  watch  round  her  home 
wherever  it  be — hour  after  hour — come  what  may,  I  will 
find  my  occasion.  Is  it  not  better  that  the  interview  should 
be  under  your  roof,  within  the  same  walls  which  shelter 
her  sister  ?  There,  the  place  itself  imposes  restraint  on 
despair.  Oh,  sir,  this  is  no  time  for  formal  scruples — be 
merciful,  I  beseech  yon,  not  to  me,  but  to  Susan  I  I  judge 
of  her  by  myself.  I  know  that  I  shall  go  to  the  altar 
more  resigned  to  the  future,  if  for  once  I  can  give  vent  to 
what  weighs  upon  my  heart.     She  will  then  see  as  I  do. 
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that  the  path  before  me  is  inevitable,  she  will  compose 
herself  to  face  the  fate  that  compels  ns.  We  shall  swear 
tacitlj  to  each  other,  not  to  love,  bat  to  conqoer  love. 
Beliere  me,  sir,  I  am  not  selfish  in  this  prayer :  an  instinct, 
the  intnition  which  haman  grief  has  into  the  secrets  of 
human  grief,  assures  me  that  that  which  I  ask  is  the  best 
consolation  yon  can  afford  to  Sasan.  Ton  own  she  is  ill 
— suffering.  Are  not  your  fears  for  her  very  life — 0  Hea- 
ven, for  her  very  life — gravely  awakened  ?  And  yet  yon 
see  we  have  been  silent  to  each  other !    Can  speech  be 

more  fatal  in  its  results  than  silence  ?    Oh,  for  her  sake 

* 

hear  me  I" 

The  good  man's  tears  fell  fast  —  his  scruples  were 
shaken ;  there  was  truth  in  what  Main  waring  urged.  He 
did  not  yield ;  but  he  promised  to  reflect,  and  inform 
Mainwaring,  by  a  line,  in  the  evening.  Finding  this  was 
all  he  could  effect,  the  young  man  at  last  suffered  him  to 
leave  the  house,  and  Fielden  hastened  to  take  counsel  of 
Dalibard ;  that  wily  persuader  soon  reasoned  away  Mr. 
Fielden's  last  faint  objection — it  now  only  remained  to 
procure  Susan's  assent  to  the  interview,  and  to  arrange 
that  it  should  be  undisturbed.  Mr.  Fielden  should  take 
out  the  children  the  next  morning.  Dalibard  volunteered 
to  contrive  the  absence  of  Lucretia  at  the  hour  appointed. 
Mrs.  Fielden,  alone,  should  remain  within,  and  might,  if  it 
were  judged  proper,  be  present  at  the  interview,  which  was 
fixed  for  the  forenoon  in  the  usual  drawing-room.  Nothing 
but  Susan's  consent  was  now  necessary,  and  Mr.  Fielden 
ascended  to  her  room.    He  knocked  twice —  po  sweet  voice 
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bade  him  enter ;  he  opened  the  door  gentlj — Susan  was 
in  prayer.  At  the  opposite  comer  of  the  room,  bj  tiie 
side  of  her  bed»  she  knelt,  her  face  buried  in  her  hands, 
and  he  heard,  low  and  indistinct,  the  mnrmnr  broken  by 
the  sob.  Bnt  gradnally,  and,  as  he  stood  anperceiyed, 
sob  and  marmor  ceased — prayer  had  its  cnstomary  and 
blessed  effect  with  the  pure  and  earnest.  And  when  SnsaQ 
rose,  thoagh  the  tears  yet  rolled  down  her  cheeks,  the  face 
was  serene  as  an  angePs. 

The  pastor  approached  and  took  her  hand; — a  blosli 
then  broke  over  her  conntenance — she  trembled,  and  her 
eyes  fell  on  the  ground.  "My  child,''  he  said  solemnly, 
''God  will  hear  yon!''  And,  after  those  words,  there  was 
a  long  silence.  He  then  drew  her  passively  toward  a  seat, 
and  sate  down  by  her,  embarrassed  how  to  begin.  At 
length  he  said,  looking  somewhat  aside,  ''Mr.  Mainwar- 
ing  has  made  me  a  request — a  prayer  which  relates  to  yon, 
and  which  I  refer  to  you.  He  asks  you  to  grant  him  an 
interview  before  you  leave  us — to-morrow,  if  you  will.  I 
refused  at  first — I  am  in  doubt  still ;  for,  my  dear,  I  have 
always  found  that,  when  the  feelings  move  us,  our  duty 
becomes  less  clear  to  the  human  heart — corrupt,  we  know 
— ^but  still  it  is  often  a  safer  guide  than  our  reason;  I 
never  knew  reason  unerring,  except  in  mathematics;  we 
have  no  Euclid"  (and  the  good  man  smiled  mournfully)  "in 
the  problems  of  real  life ;  I  will  not  urge  you  one  way  or 
the  other — I  put  the  case  before  you.  Would  it,  as  the 
young  man  says,  give  you  comfort  and  strength  to  see  him 
once  again  while,  while — ^in  short,  before  your  sister  is — I 
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mean  before — that  is,  would  it  soothe  yon  now,  to  have  an 
anreserved  commnDication  with  him  f  He  implores  it 
What  shall  I  answer  ?" 

'*  This  trial,  too  I"  muttered  Sasan,  almost  inandibly— i 
"this  trial  which  I  once  yearned  for"  —  and  the  hand 
clasped  in  Fielden's  was  as  cold  as  ice ;  then,  taming  her 
eyes  to  her  gaardian  somewhat  wildly,  she  cried,  "  Bat  to 
what  end  ?  what  object  f  why  shonld  he  wish  to  see  me  ?" 

"  To  take  greater  courage  to  do  his  duty — ^to  feel  less 
unhappy  at — at " 

**  I  will  see  him,"  interrupted  Susan,  firmly ;  **  he  is  right, 
it  will  strengthen  both — I  will  see  him  I" 

"  But  hnman  nature  is  weak,  my  child ;  if  my  heart  be 
80  now,  what  will  be  yours  ?" 

**  Fear  me  not,"  answered  Susan,  with  a  sad  wandering 
Jimile;  and  she  repeated  vacantly,  "I  will  see  him  I" 

The  good  man  looked  at  her,  threw  his  arms  round  her 
wasted  form,  and,  lifting  up  his  eyes,  his  lips  stirred  with 
gQch  half-syllabled  words  as  fathers  breathe  on  hitch. 
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THE  DISOOVERT. 


Daubabd  had  undertaken  to  get  Lncretia  from  the 
honse ;  in  fact,  her  approaching  marriage  rendered  neces- 
sary a  commnnication  with  Mr.  Parch  mount,  as  executor 
to  her  uncle's  will,  relative  to  the  transfer  of  her  portion ; 
and  she  had  asked  Dalibard  to  accompany  her  thither,  for 
her  pride  shrank  from  receiving  the  lawyer  in  the  shabby 
parlor  of  the  shabby  lodging-house;  she  therefore,  that 
evening,  fixed  the  next  day,  before  noon,  for  the  visit.  A 
carriage  was  hired  for  the  occasion,  and,  when  it  drove  off, 
Mr.  Fielden  took  his  children  a  walk  to  Primrose  Hill, 
and  called,  as  was  agreed,  on  Mainwaring  by  the  way. 

The  carriage  had  scarcely  rattled  fifty  yards  through 
the  street  when  Dalibard  fixed  his  eyes,  with  deep  and 
solemn  commiseration,  on  Lncretia.  Hitherto,  with  mas- 
terly art,  he  had  kept  aloof  from  direct  explanations  with 
his  pupil;  he  knew  that  she  would  distrust  no  one  like 
himself.  The  plot  was  now  ripened,  and  it  was  time  for 
the  main  agent  to  conduct  the  catastrophe.  The  look 
was  so  expressive  that  Lncretia  felt  a  chill  at  her  heart, 
and  could  not  help  exclaiming,  "What  has  happened? 
you  have  some  terrible  tidings  to  communicate  V^ 

''I  have,  indeed,  to  say  that  which  may,  perhaps,  cause 

(  198  ) 
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yoa  to  hate  me  forever ;  as  we  hate  those  who  report  onr  • 
afflictions.     I  mast  endare  this;    I  have  straggled  long 
between  mj  indignation  and  my  compassion.     Roase  op 
yoar  strong  mind,  and  hear  me.     Main  waring  loves  your 
sister  1" 

Lncretia  attered  a  cry  that  seemed  scarcely  to  come 
from  a  hnman  voice : 

"No — no  I"  she  gasped  out,  "do  not  tell  me.  I  will 
hear  no  more — I  will  not  believe  you  1" 

With  an  inexpressible  pity  and  softness  in  his  tone,  this 
man,  whose  career  had  given  him  such  profoand  expe- 
rience in  the  frailties  of  the  human  heart,  continaed  :  "  I 
do  not  ask  yoa  to  believe  me,  Lncretia ;  I  would  not  now 
speak,  if  you  had  not  the  opportunity  to  convince  your- 
self; even  those  with  whom  yon  live  are  false  to  you ;  at 
this  moment,  they  have  arranged  all, — for  Main  waring  to 
steal,  in  your  absence,  to  your  sister;  in  a  few  moments 
more  he  will  be  with  her;  if  you  yourself  would  learn 
what  passes  between  thera,  you  have  the  power." 

"I  have — I  have  not — not — ^the  courage; — drive  on — 
faster — faster. " 

Dalibard  again  was  foiled.  In  this  strange  cowardice 
there  was  something  so  terrible,  yet  so  touching,  that  it 
became  sublime — it  was  the  grasp  of  a  drowning  soul  at 
the  last  plank. 

"You  are  right,  perhaps,"  he  said,  after  a  pause;  and 
wisely  forbearing  all  taunt  and  resistance,  he  left  the  heart 
iio  its  own  workings. 

Suddenly,  Lncretia  caught  at  the  check-string — "  Stop/' 
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Blie  ezclaimed — "stopl    I  will  not,  I  cannot  endare  thia 

r 

Buspense,  to  last  through  a  life !  I  v^ill  learn  the  worst  Bid 
him  drive  back." 

"We  must  descend  and  walk;  yon  forget  we  mast  en- 
ter unsaspected;"  and  Dalibard,  as  the  carriage  stopped, 
opened  the  door  and  let  down  the  steps. 

Lucretia  recoiled,  then  pressing  one  hand  to  her  heart, 
she  descended  withont  touching  the  arm  held  oat  to  her. 

Dalibard  bade  the  coachman  wait,  and  they  walked  back 
to  the  hoose. 

'^Yes,  he  may  see  her,"  exclaimed  Lacretia,  her  face 
brightening.  "Ah,  there  yon  have  not  deceived  me;  I 
see  yoar  stratagem — I  despise  it ;  I  know  she  loves  him ; 
she  has  songht  this  interview.  He  is  so  mild  and  gentle, 
so  fearfal  to  give  pain  ;  he  has  consented,  from  pity — that 
is  all.  Is  he  not  pledged  to  me  ?  He,  so  candid,  so  in- 
genuous I  There  must  be  troth  somewhere  in  the  world. 
If  he  is  false,  where  find  truth  ?  Dark  man,  must  I  look 
for  it  in  you  ? — you  /" 

"  It  is  not  my  truth  I  require  you  to  test ;  I  pretend  not 
to  truth  universal ;  I  can  be  true  to  one,  as  you  may  yet 
discover :  but  I  own  your  belief  is  not  impossible ;  my  in 
terest  in  you  may  have  made  me  rash  and  unjust — what 
you  may  overhear,  far  from  destroying,  may  confirm  for- 
ever your  happiness.     Would  that  it  may  be  so  I" 

"  It  must  be  so,"  returned  Lucretia,  with  a  fearful  gloom 
on  her  brow  and  in  her  accent ;  "  I  will  interpret  every 
word  to  my  own  salvation." 

Dalibard's  countenance  changed,  despite  his  usual  con* 
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trol  over  it  He  had  set  all  his  chances  apoii  ihis  cast, 
and  it  was  more  hazardoas  than  he  had  deemed.  He  had 
counted  too  much  upon  the  jealoasj  of  common  natures. 
After  all,  how  little  to  the  ear  of  one  resoWed  to  deceive 
herself  might  pass  between  these  young  persons,  meeting 
not  to  avow  attachment,  but  to  take  courage  fh)m  each 
other  1  what  restraint  might  they  impose  on  their  feelings  I 
Still  the  game  must  be  played  out. 

As  they  now  neared  the  house,  Dalibard  looked  care- 
fully round,  lest  they  should  encounter  Mainwaring  on  hia 
way  to  it.  He  had  counted  on  arriving  before  the  young 
man  could  get  there. 

''  But,"  said  Lucretia,  breaking  silence,  with  an  ironical 
amile — ''but  (for  your  tender  anxiety  for  me  has,  no  doubt, 
provided  all  means  and  contrivance,  all  necessary  aids  to 
baseness  and  eaves  dropping,  that  can  assure  my  happi- 
ness) how  am  I  to  be  present  at  this  interview?" 

''  I  have  provided,  as  you  say,"  answered  Dalibard,  in 
the  tone  of  a  man  deeply  hurt,  "  those  means  which  I,  who 
have  found  the  world  one  foe  and  one  traitor,  deemed  the 
best,  to  distinguish  falsehood  from  truth.  I  have  arranged 
that  we  shall  enter  the  house  unsuspected.  Mainwaring 
and  your  sister  will  be  in  the  drawing-room — the  room 
next  to  it  will  be  vacant,  as  Mr.  Fielden  is  from  home ; 
there  is  but  a  glass  door  between  the  two  chambers." 

"  Enough,  enough  1"  and  Lucretia  turned  round,  and 
placed  her  hand  lightly  on  the  Proven9al's  arm.  '^The 
next  hour  will  decide  whether  the  means  you  suggest,  to 
learn  truth  and  defend  safety,  will  be  familiar  or  loathsome 
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to  me  for  life — will  decide  whether  trust  is  a  madness— 
whether  yon,  my  youth's  teacher,  are  the  wisest  of  men,  or 
.only  the  most  dangeroos. " 

"Believe  me  or  not,  when  I  say  I  would  rather  the 
decision  should  condemn  me;  for  I,  too,  have  need  of 
confidence  in  men." 

Nothing  further  was  said;  the  dull  street  was  q^iet 
and  desolate  as  usual.  Dalibard  had  taken  with  him  the 
key  of  the  house  door.  The  door  opened  noiselessly — 
•they  were  in  the  house.  Mainwaring's  cloak  was  in  the 
hall ;  he  had  arrived  a  few  moments  before  them.  Dali- 
bard pointed  silently  to  that  evidence  in  favor  of  his  tale. 
Lucretia  bowed  her  head,  but  with  a  look  that  implied  de- 
fiance ;  and  (still  without  a  word)  she  ascended  the  stairs 
and  entered  the  room  appointed  for  concealment.  But  as  she 
entered,  at  the  farther  comer  of  the  chamber  she  saw  Mrs. 
Fielden  seated — seated,  remote  and  out  of  hearing!  The 
good-natured  woman  had  yielded  to  Mainwaring's  prayer, 
and  Susan's  silent  look  that  enforced  it,  to  let  their  inter- 
view be  unwitnessed.  She  did  not  perceive  Lucretia  till 
the  last  walked  glidingly,  but  firmly,  up  to  her,  placed  a 
burning  hand  on  her  lips,  and  whispered — ''  Hush,  betray 
me  not;  my  happiness  for  life  —  Susan's  —  his*— are  at 
stake!  I  must  hear  what  passes;  it  is  my  fate  that  is 
deciding.     Hush — ^I  command  I — for  I  have  the  right  1'' 

Mrs.  Fielden  was  awed  and  startled;  and  before  she 
could  recover  even  breath,  Lucretia  had  quitted  her  side 
and  taken  her  post  at  the  fatal  door.  She  lifted  the  comer 
of  the  curtain  from  the  glass  panel  and  looked  in 
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MaiDwaring  was  seated  at  a  little  distance  from  Susan, 
whose  face  was  turned  from  her.  Mainwaring's  coante- 
nance  was  in  fall  view.  Bat  it  was  Sasan's  voice  that 
met  her  ear;  and  though  sweet  and  low,  it  was  distinct, 
and  even  firm.  It  was  evident  from  the  words  that  the 
conference  had  just  begun. 

''  Indeed,  Mr.  Mainwaring,  yott  have  nothing  to  explain 
—nothing  of  which  to  accuse  yourself.  It  was  not  for 
this,  believe  me" — and  here  Susan  turned  her  face,  and  its 
aspect  of  heavenly  innocence  met  the  dry  lurid  eye  of  the 
unseen  witness — **  not  for  this,  believe  me,  that  I  consented 
to  see  you.  If  I  did  so,  it  was  only  because  I  thought-^ 
because  I  feared  from  your  manner,  when  we  met  at  times, 
still  more  from  your  evident  avoidance  to  meet  me  at  all, 
that  you  were  unhappy  (for  I  know  you  kind  and  honest); 
unhappy  at  the  thought  that  you  had  wounded  me,  and 
my  heart  could  not  bear  that,  nor,  perhaps,  my  pride  either. 
That  you  should  have  forgotten  me " 

'*  Forgotten  you  1" 

"  That  you  should  have  been  captivated,"  continued 
Susan,  in  a  more  harried  tone,  *'  by  one  so  superior  to  me 
in  all  things  as  Lucre tia,  is  very  natural.  I  thought,  then 
— thought  only — ^that  nothing  could  cloud  your  happiness 
but  some  reproach  of  a  conscience  too  sensitive.  For  this 
I  have  met  you — met  you  without  a  thought  which  Lu- 
cretia  would  have  a  right  to  blame,  could  she  read  my 
heart;  met  yon,"  and  the  voice  for  the  first  time  faltered, 
<*that  I  might  say,  'Be  at  peace:  it  is  your  sister  that 
addresses  you.     Requite  Lucretia's  love — it  is  deep  and 
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strong ;  give  her  as  she  gives  to  you — a  whole  heart ;  and 
in  your  happiness,  I,  your  sister — sister  to  both — /  shall 
be  blest.'"  With  a  smile  inexpressibly  touching  and  in- 
genuous, she  held  out  her  hand  as  she  ceased.  Main  war- 
ing sprang  forward,  and,  despite  her  struggle,  pressed  it 
to  his  lips — ^his  heart. 

''  Oh,"  he 'exclaimed,  in  broken  accents,  which  gradually 
became  more  clear  and  loud,  ''  what — what  have  I  lost ! — 
lost  forever  \  No,  no,  I  will  be  worthy  of  you  I  I  do  not 
— I  dare  not  say  that  I  love  you  still !  I  feel  what  I  owe 
to  Lncretia.  How  I  became  first  ensnared,  infatuated; 
how,  with  your  image  graven  so  deeply  here ^" 

*'  Mainwaring^Mr.  Mainwaring— I  must  not  hear  yon. 
Is  this  your  promise  7" 

'*  Yes,  you  must  hear  me  yet.  How  I  became  engaged 
to  your  sister — so  difi'erent,  indeed,  from  you — I  start  in 
amaze  and  bewilderment  when  I  seek  to  conjecture.  But 
so  it  was.  For  me  she  has  forfeited  fortune,  rank — all 
which  that  proud,  stern  heart  so  prized  and  coveted. 
Heaven  is  my  witness  how  I  have  struggled  to  repay  her 
affection  with  my  own ;  if  I  cannot  succeed,  at  least  all 
that  faith  and  gratitude  can  give  are  hers.  Yes ;  when  I 
leave  you,  comforted  by  your  forgiveness,  your  prayers,  I 
shall  have  strength  to  tear  you  from  my  heart—it  is  my 
duty — my  fate.  With  a  firm  step  I  will  go  to  these  ab- 
horred nuptials.  Oh,  shudder  not ;  turn  not  away  I  For- 
give the  word;  but  I  must  speak — my  heart  will/ out — 
yes,  abhorred  nuptials  I  Between  my  grave  and  the  altar, 
would — would  that  I  had  a  choice  I" 
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From  this  bnrst,  which  in  vain  from  time  to  time  Sasan 
had  sought  to  check,  MaiQwaring  was  startled  by  an  ap» 
paritioD  which  froze  his  veins,  as  a  ghost  from  the  grave. 
The  door  was  thrown  open,  and  Lucretia  stood  in  the 
aperture — stood,  gazing  on  him,  face  to  face;  and  her 
own  was  so  colorless,  so  rigid,  so  locked  in  its  livid  and 
awful  solemnity  of  aspect,  that  it  was,  indeed,  as  one  risen 
from  the  dead. 

Dismayed  by  the  abrupt  cry,  and  the  changed  face  of 
her  lover,  Susan  turned  and  beheld  her  sister.  With  the 
impulse  of  the  pierced  and  loving  heart,  which  divined  all 
the  agony  inflicted,  she  sprang  to  Lucretia's  side — sheifell 
to  the  ground  and  clasped  her  knees.   . 

**  Do  not  heed — do  not  believe  him :  it  is  but  the  frenzy 
of  a  moment  He  spoke  but  to  deceive  me — me,  who 
loved  him  once  I  Mine  alone— mine  is  the  crime.  He 
knows  all  your  worth ;  pity — pity — pity  on  yoorself,  on 
him-^nmel' 

Lucretia's  eyes  fell  with  the  glare  of  a  fiend  upon  the 
imploring  face  lifted  to  her  own.  Her  lips  moved,  but  no 
sound  was  audible.  At  length  she  drew  herself  from  her 
Bister's  clasp,  and  walked  steadily  up  to  Main  waring.  She 
surveyed  him  with  a  calm  and  cruel  gaze,  as  if  she  enjoyed 
his  shame  and  terror.  Before,  however,  she  spoke, — Mrs. 
Eielden,  who  had  watched,  as  one  spell-bound,  Lucretia's 
movements,  and  without  hearing  what  had  passed,  had  the 
full  foreboding  of  what  would  ensue,  bat  had  not  stirred 
till  Lucretia  herself  terminated  the  suspense  and  broke 
the  charm  of  her  awe, — before  she  spoke,  Mrs.  Fielden 
roL  I. — 18 


i06  LUORETIA. 

rashed  in,  and  giving  vent  to  her  agitation  in  load  sobs, 
as  she  threw  her  arms  round  Sasan,  who  was  still  kneeling 
on  the  floor,  brought  something  of  grotesque  to  the  more 
tragic  and  fearfal  character -of  the  sceoe. 

"  Mj  uncle  was  right ;  there  is  neither  courage  nor  honor 
in  the  low-born  I  He,  the  schemer,  too,  is  right.  All  hol- 
low— all  false  1"  Thus  said  Lncretia,  with  a  strange  sort 
of  musing  accent,  at  first  scornful,  at  last  only  quietly  ab< 
stracted.  ''Rise,  sir,"  she  then  added,  with  her  most 
imperious  tone ;  ''  do  you  not  hear  your  Susan  weep  ?  do 
you  fear  in  my  presence  to  console  her  ?  Coward  to  her, 
Mforsworn  to  me.     Go,  sir,  you  are  free !" 

''  Hear  me,"  faltered  Main  waring,"  attempting  to  seize 
her  hand ;  "  I  do  not  ask  you  to  forgive ;  but " 

^'Forgive,  sir  I"  interrupted  Lncretia,  rearing  her  head, 
and  with  a  look  of  A*eezing  and  unspeakable  majesty, 
**  there  is  only  one  person  here  who  needs  a  pardon ;  but 
her  fault  is  inexpiable :  it  is  the  woman  who  stooped  be- 
neath her  1 " 

With  these  words,  hurled  from  her  with  a  scorn  which 
crushed,  while  it  galled,  she  mechanically  drew  round  her 
form  her  black  mantle ;  her  eye  glanced  on  the  deep 
mourning  of  the  garment,  and  her  memory  recalled  all  that 
that  love  had  cost  her ;  but  she  added  no  other  reproach. 
Slowly  she  turned  away :  passing  Susan,  who  lay  sense- 
less in  Mrs.  Fielden's  arms,  she  paused,  and  kissed  her 
forehead. 

"  When  she  recovers,  madam,"  she  said  to  Mrs.  Fielden, 
•who  was  moved  and  astonished  by  this  softness,  **  say  that 
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Lacretia  ClaveriDg  uttered  a  vow,  when  she  kissed  the 
brow  of  William  Mainwarlng's  future  wife  I" 

Olivier  Dalibard  was  still  seated  in  the  parlor  below 
when  Lucretia  entered.  Her  face  yet  retained  its  almost 
unearthly  rigidity  and  calm ;  but  a  sort  of  darkness  had 
come  over  its  ashen  pallor — that  shade  so  indescribable 
which  is  seen  in  the  human  face,  after  long  illness,  a  day 
or  two  before  death.  Dalibard  was  appalled,  for  he  had 
too  often  seen  that  hue  in  the  dying,  not  to  recognize  it 
now.  His  emotion  was  sufficiently  genuine  to  give  more 
than  usual  earnestness  to  his  voice  and  gesture,  as  he 
poured  out  every  word  that  spoke  sympathy  and  soothing. 
For  a  long  time  Lucretia  did  not  seem  to  hear  him :  at 
last  her  face  softened — ^the  ice  broke. 

"  Motherless — ^friendless — lone — alone  forever — ^undone 
— ^undonel"  she  murmured.  Her  head  sunk  upon  the 
shoulder  of  her  fearful  counselor,  unconscious  of  its  rest- 
ing-place, and  she  burst  into  tears — tears  which,  perhaps, 
saved  her  reason  or  her  life. 


CHAPTER    IX, 

A  SOUL  WITHOUT  HOPE. 

When  Mr.  Flelden  retarned  home,  Lucretia  had  qaitted 
the  hoase.  She  left  a  line  for  him  in  her  usual  bold,  clear 
handwriting,  referring  him  to  his  wife  for  explanation  of  the 
reasons  that  forbade  a  further  residence  beneath  his  roo£ 
She  had  removed  to  a  hotel,  until  she  had  leisure  to 
arrange  her  plans  for  the  future.  In  a  few  months,  she 
should  be  of  age ;  and  in  the  mean  while,  who  now  living 
claimed  authority  over  her?  For  the  rest,  she  added,  "I 
repeat  what  I  told  Mr.  Mainwaring,  all  engagement  be- 
tween us  is  at  an  end;  he  will  not  insult  me  either  by 
letter  or  by  visit  It  is  natural  that  I  should  at  present 
shrink  from  seeing  Susan  Mi  vers.  Hereafter,  if  permitted, 
I  will  visit  Mrs.  Mainwaring." 

Though  all  had  chanced  as  Mr.  Fielden  had  desired  (if, 
as  he  once  half  meditated,  he  had  spoken  to  Lucretia  her- 
self), though  a  marriage  that  could  have  brought  happi- 
ness to  none,  and  would  have  made  the  misery  of  two,  was 
at  an  end,  he  yet  felt  a  bitter  pang,  almost  of  remorse,  when 
he  learned  what  had  occurred.  And  Lucretia,  before  se- 
cretly disliked  (if  any  one  he  could  dislike),  became  dear 
to  him  at  once,  by  sorrow  and  compassion.  Forgetting 
every  other  person,  he  hurried  to  the  hotel  Lucretia  had 
(208) 
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chosen,  bat  her  coldness  deceived  and  her  pride  repelled 
him.  She  listened  dryly  to  all  he  said,  and  merely  replied, 
**  I  feel  only  gratitude  at  my  escape.  Let  this  subject  now 
close  forever." 

Mr.  Fielden  left  her  presence  with  less  anxious  and  com* 
miserating  feelings — perhaps  all  had  chanced  for  the  best. 
And,  on  returning  home,  his  whole  mind  became  absorbed 
in  alarm  for  Susan.  She  was  delirious  and  in  great  danger ; 
it  was  many  weeks  before  she  recovered.  Meanwhile,  Lu- 
cretia  had  removed  into  private  apartments,  of  which  she 
withheld  the  address.  During  this  time,  therefore,  they 
lost  sight  of  her. 

If,  amid  the  punishments  with  which  the  somber  imag- 
ioation  of  poets  has  diversified  the  Realm  of  the  tortured 
Shadows,  it  had  depicted  some  soul  condemned  to  look 
evermore  down  into  an  abyss — all  change  to  its  gaze  for- 
bidden— chasm  upon  chasm,  yawning  deeper  and  deeper, 
darker  and  darker,  endless  and  infinite ;  so  that,  eternally 
gazing,  the  soul  became,  as  it  were,  a  part  of  the  abyss, — 
such  an  image  would  symbol  forth  the  state  of  Lncretia's 
mind. 

It  was  not  the  mere  desolation  of  one  whom  love  has 
abandoned  and  betrayed.     In  the  abyss  were  mingled,  in- 

« 

extricably  together,  the  gloom  of  the  past  and  of  the  future 
— there,  the  broken  fortunes,"  the  crushed  ambition,  the 
ruin  of  the  worldly  expectations  long  inseparable  from  her 
schemes;  and  amid  them,  the  angry  shade  of  the  more 
than  father,  whose  heart  she  had  wruug,  and  whose  old 
age  she  bad  speeded  to  the  grave.     These  sacrifices  to 

18*  o 


210  LUCRETIA. 

love,  while  love  was  left  to  her,  might  have  hannted  her  at 
moments,  hot  a  smile,  a  word,  a  glance  banished  the  regret 
and  the  remorse.  Now,  love  being  rased  out  of  life,  the 
ruins  of  all  else  loomed  dismal  amid  the  darkness ;  and  a 
▼oice  rose  up,  whispering,  **  Lo,  fool  I  what  thou  hast  lost 
because  thou  didst  believe  and  love  I"  And  this  thought 
grasped  together  the  two  worlds  of  being — ^the  what  has 
been,  and  the  what  shall  be.  All  hope  seemed  stricken 
from  the  future,  as  a  man  strikes  from  the  calcnlations  of 
his  income  the  returns  from  a  property  irrevocably  lost. 
At  her  age,  but  few  of  her  sex  have  parted  with  religion ; 
but  even  such  mechanical  faith  as  the  lessons  of  her  child- 
hood, and  the  constrained  conformities  with  Christian  cere- 
monies, had  instilled,  had  long  since  melted  away  in  the 
hard  scholastic  skepticism  of  her  fatal  tutor — a  skepticism 
which  had  won,  with  little  effort,  a  reason  delighting  in 
the  maze  of  doubt,  and  easily  narrowed  into  the  cramped 
and  iron  logic  of  disbelief,  by  an  intellect  that  scorned  to 
submit  where  it  failed  to  comprehend.  Nor  had  faith 
given  place  to  those  large  moral  truths  from  which  phi 
losophy  has  sought  to  restore  the  proud  statue  of  Pagan 
Virtue  as  a  substitute  for  the  meek  symbol  of  the  Christian 
Cross.  By  temperament  unsocial — nor  readily' moved  to 
the  genial  and  benevolent — that  absolute  egotism  in  which 
Olivier  Dalibard  centered  his  dreary  ethics  seemed  sanc- 
tioned to  Lucretia  by  her  studies  into  the  motives  of  man 
and  the  history  of  the  world.  She  had  read  the  chronicles 
of  states  and  the  memoirs  of  statesmen,  and  seen  how  craft 
carries  on  the  movements  of  an  age.      Those  Yiscontia, 
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Castraccios,  aod  Medici — those  Bicheliens,  and  Macarins, 
and  de  Betzs — ^those  Lojolas,  and  MobamnAde,  and  Crom- 
wells — ^those  Monks  and  Oodolphins — those  Marlboronghs 
and  Walpoles — ^those  founders  of  history,  and  dynasties, 
and  sects — ^those  leaders  and  dupers  of  men,  greater  or 
lesser,  corrupters  or  cormpt — all  standing  out  prominent 
and  renowned  from  the  guiltless  and  laurelless  obscure — 
seemed  to  win,  by  the  homage  of  posterity,  the  rewards 
that  attend  the  deceivers  of  their  time.  By  a  superb  ar- 
rogance of  generalization,  she  transferred  into  private  life, 
and  the  rule  of  commonplace  actions,  the  policy  that,  to 
the  abasement  of  honor,  has  so  often  triumphed  in  the 
guidance  of  states.  Therefore,  betimes,  the  whole  frame  of 
society  was  changed  to  her  eye,  from  the  calm  aspect  it 
wears  to  those  who  live  united  with  their  kind — she  viewed 
all  seemings  with  suspicion ;  and  before  she  had  entered 
the  world,  prepared  to  live  in  it  as  a  conspirator  in  a  city 
convulsed,  spying  and  espied,  schemed  against  and  schem- 
ing— here  the  crown  for  the  crafty,  there  the  axe  for  the 
outwitted. 

But  her  love,  for  love  is  trust,  had  led  her  half  way  forth 
from  this  maze  of  the  intellect.  That  fair  youth  of  inex- 
perience and  candor,  which  seemed  to  bloom  out  in  the 
face  of  her  betrothed — ^his  very  shrinking  from  the  schemes 
so  natural  to  her,  that  to  her  they  seemed  even  innocent — 
his  apparent  reliance  on  mere  masculine  ability,  with  the 
plain  aids^^of  perseverance  and  honesty, — all  had  an  attrac- 
tion that  plucked  her  back  from  herself.  If  she  clung  to 
him,  firmly,  blindly,  credulously,  it  was  not  as  th^  lover 
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alone.  In  the  lover,  she  beheld  the  good  angeL  Had  ha 
only  died  to  her — still  the  angel  smile  would  have  Bar- 
vfved  and  warned.  Bat  the  man  had  not  died — the  angel 
itself  had  deceived ; — the  wings  could  uphold  her  no  more 
— ^they  had  touched  the  mire,  and  were  sullied  with  the 
soil ; — with  the  stain  was  forfeited  the  strength.  All  was 
deceit  and  hoUowness  and  treachery.  Lone  again  in  the 
universe  rose  the  eternal  /.  So  down  into  Uie  abyss  she 
looked,  depth  upon  depth,  and  the  darkness  had  no  relief, 
and  the  deep  had  no  end. 

Olivier  Dalibard  alone,  of  all  she  knew,  was  admitted  to 
her  seclusion.  He  played  his  part  as  might  be  expected 
from  the  singular  patience  and  penetration  which  belonged 
to  the  genius  of  his  character.  He  forbore  the  most  dis- 
tant allusion  to  bis  attachment  or  his  hopes.  He  evinced 
sympathy  rather,  by  imitating  her  silence,  than  attempts 
to  console.  When  he  spoke,  he  sought  to  interest  her 
mind  more  than  to  heal  directly  the  deep  wounds  of  her 
heart  There  is  always,  to  the  afflicted,  a  certain  charm 
in  the  depth  and  bitterness  of  eloquent  misanthropy.  And 
Dalibard,  who  professed  not  to  be  a  man-hater,  but  a 
world- scomer,  had  powers  of  language  and  of  reasoning 
commensurate  with  his  astute  intellect  and  his  profound 
research.  His  society  became  not  only  a  relief,  it  grew 
almost  a  want,  to  that  stern  sorrower.  But,  whether 
alarmed  or  not  by  the  influence  she  felt  him  gradually 
acquiring,  or  whether,  through  some  haughty  desire  to 
rise  once  more  aloft  from  the  state  of  her  rival  and  her 
lover,  she  made  one  sudden  effort  to  grasp  at  the  rank  from 
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which  she  had  been  harled.  The  only  living  person  whose 
connection  coald  reopen  to  her  the  great  world,  with  its 
splendors  and  it^  scope  to  ambition,  was  Charles  Yernoki. 
She  scarcely  admitted  to  her  own  mind  the  idea  that  she 
would  now  accept,  if  offered,  the  soit  she  had  before  de- 
spised— she  did  not  even  contemplate  the  renewal  of  that 
Buit — ^though  there  was  something  in  the  gallant  and  dis- 
interested character  of  Yernon  which  should  have  made 
her  believe  he  would  regard  their  altered  fortunes  rather 
as  a  claim  on  his  honor  than  a  release  to  his  engagements. 
But  hitherto  no  communication  had  passed  between  them, 
and  this  was  strange  if  he  retained  the  same  intentions 
which  he  had  announced  at  Langhton.  Putting  aside, 
we  say,  however,  all  such  considerations,  Yernon  had 
sought  her  friendship,  called  her  ''cousin,"  enforced  the 
distant  relationship  between  them.  Not  as  lover,  bat  as 
kinsman,  the  only  kinsman  of  her  own  rank  she  possessed 
—•his  position  in  the  world,  his  connections,  his  brilliant 
range  of  acquaintance,  made  his  counsel  for  her  future 
plans,  his  aid  in  the  re-establishment  of  her  consequence 
(if  not  as  wealthy,  still  as  well  born),  and  her  admission 
among  her  equals,  of  price  and  value.  It  was  worth 
sounding  the  depth  of  the  friendship  he  had  offered,  even 
if  his  love  had  passed  away  with  the  fortune  on  which 
doubtless  it  had  been  based. 

She  took  a  bold  step — she  wrote  to  Yernon — not  even 
to  allude  to  what  had  passed  between  them:  her  pride 
forbade  such  unwomanly  vulgarity.  The  baseness  that 
was  in  her  took  at  least  a  more  delicate  exterior.     She 
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wrote  to  him  simply  and  distantly,  to  state  that  there 
were  some  books  and  trifles  of  hers  left  at  Laughton, 
which  she  pnzed  beyond  their  trivial  valne;  and  tp  re- 
qaest,  as  she  believed  him  to  be  absent  from  the  hall,  per- 
mission to  call  at  her  old  home,  in  her  way  to  a  visit  in  a 
neighboring  county,  and  point  oat  to  whomsoever  he 
mi^ht  appoint  to  meet  her,  the  effects  she  deemed  herself 
privileged  to  claim.  The  letter  was  one  merely  of  busi- 
ness, bat  it  was  a  sufficient  test  of  the  friendly  feelings  of 
her  former  suitor. 

She  sent  this  letter  to  Yernon's  house  in  London,  and 
the  npxt  day  came  the  answer. 

Yernon,  we  must  own,  entirely  sympathized  with  Sir 
Miles,  in  the  solemn  injunctions  the  old  man  had  be- 
queathed. Immediately  after  the  death  of  one  to  whom 
we  owe  gratitude  and  love,  all  his  desires  take  a  sanctity 
irresistible  and  ineffable.  We  adopt  his  affection,  his  dis- 
likes, his  obligations,  and  his  wrongs.  And  after  he  had 
read  the  copy  of  Lucre tia's  letter,  inclosed  to  him  by  Sir 
Miles,  the  conquest  the  poor  baronet  had  made  over  re- 
sentment and  vindictive  emotion,  the  evident  effort  at  pas- 
sionless justice  with  which  he  had  provided  becomingly 
for  his  niece,  while  he  canceled  her  claims  as  his  heiress, 
had  filled  Yernon  with  a  reverence  for  his  wishes  and  de- 
cisions, that  silenced  all  those  inclinations  to  overgener- 
osity  which  an  unexpected  inheritance  -is  apt  to  create 
toward  the  less  fortunate  expectants;  nevertheless,  Lu- 
cretia's  direct  application,  her  formal  appeal  to  his  com- 
mon courtesy  as  host  and  kinsman,  perplexed  greatly  a 
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man  ever  accastomed  to  a  certain  chivalry  toward  the 
sex;  the  asaal  frankness  of  his  disposition  suggested,  how- 
ever, plain  dealing  as  the  best  escape  from  his  dilemma, 
and  therefore  he  answered  thns : 

''Madam, — Under  other  circumstances  it  would  have 
given  me  no  common  pleasure  to  place  the  house,  that 
you  so  long  inhabited,  again  at  your  disposal.  And  I 
feel  so  painfully  •the  position  which  my  refusal  of  your 
request  inflicts  upon  me,  that  rather  than  resort  to  excuses 
and  pretexts,  which,  while  conveying  an  impression  of  my 
sincerity,  would  seem  almost  like  an  insult  to  yourself,  f 
venture  frankly  to  inform  you  that  it  was  the  dying  wi  !i 
of  my  lamented  kinsman,  in  consequence  of  a  letter  wiiich 
came  under  his  eye,  that  the  welcome  you  had  hitherto 
received  at  Laughton  should  be  withdrawn.  Pardon  me, 
Madam,  if  I  express  myself  thus  bluntly — it  is  somewhat 
necessary  to  the  vindication  of  my  character  in  your  eyes, 
both  as  regards  the  honor  of  your  request  and  my  tacit 
resignation  of  hopes,  fervently,  but  too  presumptuously, 
entertained.  In  this  most  painful  candor,  Heaven  forbid 
that  I  should  add  wantonly  to  your  self-reproaches  for  the 
fault  of  youth  and  inexperience,  which  I  should  be  the 
last  person  to  judge  rigidly,  and  which,  had  Sir  Miles's 
life  been  spared,  you  would  doubtless  have  amply  repaired. 
The  feelings  which  actuated  Sir  Miles  in  his  latter  days 
might  have  changed;  bat  the  injunction  those  feelings 
prompted  I  am  bound  to  respect. 

**  For  the  mere  matter  of  business,  on  which  you  have 
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done  me  the  honor  to  address  me,  I  have  only  to  saj,  that 
any  orders  you  may  give  to  the  steward,  or  transmit 
through  any  person  yon  may  send  to  the  hall,  with  regard 
to  the  effects  you  so  naturally  desire  to  claim,  shall  be 
implicitly  obeyed. 

''And  belicTe  me,  Madam  (though  I  do  not  presume  to 
add  those  expressions,  which  might  rather  heighten  the 
offense  I  fear  this  letter  will  give  you),  that  the  assurance 
of  your  happiness  in  the  choice  you  havetmade,  and  which 
now  no  obstacle  can  oppose,  will  considerably  lighten  the 
pain  with  which  I  shall  long  recall  my  ungracious  reply 
to  your  communication. 

**  I  have  the  honor  to  be,  etc.  etc. 

"  C.  Vbrnon  St.  John. 

«Brook  Street,  Deo.  ISth,  18—." 

The  receipt  of  such  a  letter  could  hardly  add  to  the 
profounder  grief  which  preyed  in  the  innermost  core  of 
Lucretia's  heart,  but  in  repelling  the  effort  she  had  made 
to  distract  that  grief  by  ambition,  it  blackened  the  sullen 
despondency  with  which  she  regarded  the  futare.  As  the 
insect  in  the  hollow  snare  of  the  ant-lion,  she  felt  that 
there  was  no  footing  up  the  sides  of  the  cave  into  which 
she  had  fallen  —  the  sand  gave  way  to  the  step.  But 
despondency  in  her  brought  no  meekness — the  cloud  did 
not  descend  Iq  rain ; — ^resting  over  the  horizon,  its  dark- 
ness was  tinged  with  the  fires  which  it  fed.  The  heart, 
already  so  embittered,  was  stung  and  mortified  into  intol- 
erable shame  and  wrath.     From  the  home  that  should 
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have  been  hers,  in  which,  as  ackoowledged  heiress,  she  had 
smiled  down  on  the  rained  Vernon,  she  was  banished  bj 
him  who  had  supplanted  her,  as  one  worthless  and  polluted. 
Though,  from  motives  of  obvious  delicacy,  Vernon  had 
not  said  expressly  that  he  had  seen  the  letter  to  Mainwar- 
log,  the  unfamiliar  and  formal  tone  which  he  assumed 
indirectly  declared  it,  and  betrayed  the  impression  it  had 
made,  in  spite  of  bis  reserve.  A  living  man  then  was  in 
possession  of  a  secret  which  justified  his  disdain,  and  that 
man  was  master  of  Laaghton  1  The  suppressed  rage  which 
embraced  the  lost  lover  extended  darkly  over  this  witness 
to  that  baffled  and  miserable  love.  But  what  availed  rage 
against  either  7  Abandoned  and  despoiled,  she  was  power- 
less to  avenge.  It  was  at  this  time,  when  her  prospects 
seemed  most  dark,  her  pride  was  most  crushed^  and  her 
despair  of  the  future  at  its  height,  that  she  turned  to  Dali<- 
bard  as  the  only  friend  left  to  her  under  the  sun.  Even 
the  vices  she  perceived  in  him  became  merits,  for  they  for- 
bade him  to  despise  her.  And  now,  this  man  rose  sud- 
denly into  another  and  higher  aspect  of  character :  of  late, 
though  equally  deferential  to  her,  there  had  been  some- 
thing more  lofty  in  his  mien,  more  assured  on  his  brow; 
gleams  of  a  secret  satisfaction,  even  of  a  joy,  that  he  ap- 
peared anxious  to  suppress,  as  ill  in  harmony  with  her 
causes  for  dejection,  broke  out  in  his  looks  and  words.  At 
length,  one  day,  after  some  preparatory  hesitation,  he  in- 
formed her  that  he  was  free  to  return  to  Prance^that 
even  without  the  peace  between  England  and  France, 
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which  (known  under  the  name  of  the  Peace  of  Amiens) 
had  been  jast  concladed,  he  should  have  crossed  the  chan- 
nel. The  advocacy  and  interest  of  friends,  whom  he  had 
left  at  Paris,  had  already  brought  him  under  the  special 
notice  of  the  wonderful  man  who  then  governed  France, 
and  who  sought  to  unite  in  its  service  every  description 
and  variety  of  intellect.  He  should  return  to  France,  and 
then — why,  then,  the  ladder  was  on  the  walls  of  Fortune 
and  the  foot  planted  on  the  stepl  As  be  spoke,  confi- 
dently and  sanguinely,  with  the  verve  and  assurance  of  an 
able  man  who  sees  clear  the  path  to  his  goal,  as  he  sketched 
with  rapid  precision  the  nature  of  his  prospects  and  his 
hopes,  all  that  subtle  wisdom  which  had  before  often 
seemed  but  vague  and  general,  took  practical  shape  and 
interest  thus  applied  to  the  actual  circumstances  of  men ; 
the  spirit  of  intrigue,  which  seemed  mean  when  employed 
on  mean  things,  swelled  into  statesmanship  and  masterly 
genius  to  the  listener,  when  she  saw  it  linked  with  the 
large  objects  of  masculine  ambition.  Insensibly,  there- 
fore, her  attention  became  earnest — her  mind  aroused.  The 
vision  of  a  field  afar  from  the  scenes  of  her  humiliation 
and  despair — a  field  for  energy,  stratagem,  and  contest — 
invited  her  restless  intelligence.  As  Dalibard  had  pro- 
foundly calculated,  there  was  no  new  channel  for  her  affec- 
tions— the  source  was  dried  up,  and  the  parched  sands 
heaped  over  it;  but  while  the  heart  lay  dormant,  the  mind 
rose,  sleepless,  chafed,  and  perturbed.  Through  the  mind, 
he  indirectly  addressed  and  subtly  wooed  her. 

**  Such,"  he  said,  as  he  rose  to  take  leave,  "such  is  the 
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career  to  which  I  could  depart  with  joy  if  I  did  not  de- 
part alone  I" 

"Alone  I"  that  word,  more  than  once  that  day,  Lucretia 
repeated  to  herself — "alone I" — and  what  career  was  left 
to  her — she,  too,  alone  I 

In  certain  stages  of  great  grief  oar  natures  yearn  for 
excitement.  This  has  made  some  men  gamblers ;  it  has 
made  even  women  drunkards — it  had  effect  over  the  serene 
calm  and  would-be  divinity  of  the  Poet-sage.  When  his 
son  dies,  Goethe  does  not  mourn — be  plunges  into  the  ab- 
sorption of  a  study  uncultivated  before.  But,  in  the 
great  contest  of  life,  in  the  whirlpool  of  actual  affairs,  the 
stricken  heart  finds  all — the  gambling,  the  inebriation,  and 
the  study. 

We  pause  here.  We  have  pursued  long  enough  that 
patient  analysis,  with  all  the  food  for  reflection  that  it 
possibly  affords,  to  which  we  were  insensibly  led  on  by  an 
interest,  dark  and  fascinating,  that  grew  more  and  more 
upon  us,  as  we  proceeded  in  our  research  into  the  early 
history  of  a  person  fated  to  pervert  no  ordinary  powers 
into  no  commonplace  guilt. 

The  charm  is  concluded — ^the  circle  closed  round — ^the 
self-guided  seeker  after  knowledge  has  gained  the  fiend 
for  the  familiar. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  RECONCILIATION  BETWEEN  FATHER  AND  BON. 

TVb  pass  over  an  interral  of  some  months. 

A  painter  stood  at  work  at  the  easel ;  his  haman  model 
before  him.  He  was  employed  on  a  nymph — ^the  Nymph 
Galatea.  The  subject  had  been  taken  before  by  Salrator, 
whose  genins  foand  all  its  elements  in  the  wild  rocks, 
gnarled  fantastic  trees,  and  gashing  waterfalls  of  the  land- 
scape— in  the  huge  ugliness  of  Polyphemus  the  lover — hi 
the  grace  and  suavity  and  unconscious  abandonment  of  the 
nymph,  sleeking  her  tresses  dripping  from  the  bath.  The 
painter,  on  a  larger  canvas  (for  Salvator's  picture,  at  least 
the  one  we  have  seen,  is  among  the  small  sketches  of  the 
great  artistic  creator  of  the  romantic  and  grotesque),  had 
transferred  the  subject  of  the  master;  but  he  had  left 
subordinate  the  landscape  and  the  giant,  to  concentrate 
all  his  art  on  the  person  of  the  Nymph.  Middle-aged  was 
the  painter,  in  truth ;  but  he  looked  old.  His  hair,  though 
long,  was  gray  and  thin ;  his  face  was  bloated  by  intem- 
perance ;  and  his  hand  trembled  much,  though  from  habit 
no  trace  of  the  tremor  was  visible  in  his  work. 

A  boy,  near  at  hand,  was  also  employed  on  the  same  sub- 
ject, with  a  rough  chalk  and  a  bold  freedom  of  touch.    He 

was  sketching  hU  design  of  a  Galatea  and  Polyphemus  on 
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the  wall ;  for  the  wall  was  only  whitewashed,  and  covered 
already  with  the  maltiform  vagaries  whether  of  master  ot 
papil:  caricatares  and  demigods,  hands  and  feet,  torsos, 
and  monsters,  and  Yenuses — ^the  rude  creations,  all  mnti- 
lated,  jarring  and  mingled,  gave  a  cynical,  mocking,  devil* 
may-care  kind  of  aspect  to  the  sanctom  of  art.  It  was  like 
the  dissection-room  of  the  anatomist.  The  boy's  sketch 
was  more  in  harmony  with  the  walls  of  the  studio  than  the 
canvas  of  the  master.  His  nymph,  accurately  drawn  from 
the  undressed  proportions  of  the  model  down  to  the  waist, 
terminated  in  the  scales  of  a  fish.  The  forked  branches  of 
the  trees  stretched  weird  and  imp-like  as  the  hands  of  skele- 
tons. Polyphemus,  peering  over  the  rocks,  had  the  leer 
of  a  demon ;  and  in  his  gross  features  there  was  a  certain 
distorted,  hideous  likeness  of  the  grave  and  symmetrical 
lineaments  of  Olivier  Dalibard. 

All  around  was  slovenly,  squalid,  and  poverty-stricken ; 
rickety,  wornout,  rush-bottom  chairs;  unsold,  unfinished 
pictures,  pell-mell  in  the  comer,  covered  with  dust;  broken' 
casts  of  plaster;  a  lay-figure  battered  in  its  basket-work 
arms,  with  its  doll-like  face,  all  amudged  and  besmeared : 
a  pot  of  porter  and  noggin  of  gin  on  a  stained  deal  table, 
accompanied  by  two  or  three  broken,  smoke-blackened 
pipes,  some  tattered  song-books,  and  old  numbers  of  the 
Covent  Garden  Magazine,  betrayed  the  tastes  of  the  artist, 
and  accounted  for  the  shaking  hand  and  the  bloated  form. 
A  jovial,  disorderly,  vagrant  dog  of  a  painter,  was  Tom 
Yarney ! — a  bachelor,  of  course — humorous  and  droll — a 

boon  companion,  and  a  terrible  borrower:  clever  enough 
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in  his  calling ;  with  pains  and  some  method,  he  had  easUy 
gained  subsistence  and  established  a  name;  bat  he  had 
one  trick  that  soon  ruined  him  in  the  business  part  of  his 
profession.  He  took  a  fourth  of  his  price  in  advance ;  and 
having  once  clutched  the  money,  the  poor  customer  might 
go  hang  for  his  picture  I  The  only  things  Tom  Yarney 
ever  fairly  completed  were  those  for  which  no  order  had 
been  given;  for  in  them,  somehow  or  other,  his  fancy 
became  interested,  and  on  them  he  lavished  the  gusto 
which  he  really  possessed.  But  the  subjects  were  rarely 
salable.  Nymphs  and  deities  nndraperied  hare  few  wor- 
shipers  in  England  among  the  buyers  of  "furniture  pic- 
tures." And  to  say  truth,  nymph  and  deity  had  usually  a 
very  equivocal  look ;  and  if  they  came  from  the  gods,  you 
would  swear  it  was  the  gods  of  the  galleries  of  Drnry. 
When  Tom  Varney  sold  a  picture,  he  lived  upon  clover 
till  the  money  was  gone.  But  the  poorer  and  less  steady 
alumni  of  the  rising  school,  especially  those  at  war  with 
the  Academy  from  which  Yarney  was  excluded,  pitied, 
despised,  yet  liked  and  courted  him  withal.  In  addition 
to  his  good  qualities  of  blithe  song-singer,  droll  story- 
teller, and  stanch  Bacchanalian,  Tom  Yarney  was  liberally 
good  natured  in  communicating  instruction  really  valuable 
to  those  who  knew  how  to  avail  themselves  of  a  knowledge 
he  had  made  almost  worthless  to  himself.  He  was  a  shrewd, 
thongh'good-natured  critic,  had  many  little  secrets  of  color- 
ing and  composition,  which  an  invitation  to  sapper,  or  the 
loan  of  ten  shillings,  was  sufficient  to  bribe  from  him. 
Bagged,  out  of  elbows,  unshaven,  and  slipshod,  he  still 
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had  bis  set,  among  the  gay  and  the  yonng — a  precioofl 
master,  a  profitable  set,  for  his  nephew,  Master  Houore 
Gabriel  1  Bat  the  poor  rapscallion  bad  a  heart  larger 
than  many  honest  painstaking  men.  As  soon  as  Gabriel 
had  found  him  oa^  and  entreated  refuge  from  his  fear  of 
his  father,  the  painter  clasped  him  tight  in  his  great  slovenly 
arms,  sold  a  Yenus  half  price,  to  buy  him  a  bed  and  a 
wash-stand,  and  swore  a  tremendous  oath,  **  that  the  son 
of  his  poor  guillotined  sister  should  share  the  last  shilling 
in  his  pocket — the  last  drop  in  his  can." 

Gabriel,  fresh  from  the  cheer  of  Laugh  ton,  and  spoiled 
by  the  prodigal  gifts  of  Lucretia,  had  little  gratitude  for 
shillings  and  porter.  Nevertheless,  he  condeteended  to 
take  vrhat  he  could  get,  while  he  sighed,  from  the  depths 
of  a  heart  in  which  cupidity  and  vanity  had  become  the 
predominant  rulers,  for  a  destiny  more  worthy  his  genius, 
and  more  in  keeping  with  the  sphere  from  which  he  had 
descended. 

The  boy  finished  his  sketch,  with  an  impudent  wink 
at  the  model  flung  himself  back  on  his  chair,  folded  his 
arms,  cast  a  discontented  glance  at  the  whitened  seams 
of  his  sleeves,  and  soon  seemed  lost  in  his  own  reflec- 
tions. The  painter  worked  on  in  silence.  Tke  model, 
whom  Gabriel's  wink  had  aroused,  half  flattered,  half 
indignant  for  a  moment,  lapsed  into  a  doze.  Outside 
the  window,  you  heard  the  song  of  a  canary — a  dingy, 
smoke-colored  canary — that  seemed  shedding  its  plumes, 
for  they  were  as  ragged  as  the  garments  of  its  master; 
still  it  contrived  to  sing — ^trill-trill-trill-trill-trill,  as  blithely 
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AS  if  free  in  its  native  woods,  or  pampered  by  fair  haods  in 
A  gilded  cage.  The  bird  was  the  only  true  artist  there :  it 
sang,  as  the  poet  sings,  to  obey  it*  natare  and  vent  its 
heart.  Trill-trill-trillela-la-lfr-trilKtrill,  went  the  song  — 
louder,  gayer  than  nsnal^^for  there  wqs  a  gleam  of  April 
annshioe,  struggling  over  the  roof-tops.  The  song  at 
length  ronsed  up  Gabriel ;  he  turned  his  chair  round,  laid 
his  head  on  one  side,  listened,  and  looked  curiously  at  the 
bird. 

At  length  an  idea  seemed  to  cross  him :  he  rose,  opened 
the  window,  drew  in  the  cage,  placed  it  on  the  chair,  then 
took  up  one  of  his  uncle's  pipes,  walked  to  the  fire-place, 
and  thrust  the  shank  of  the  pipe  into  the  bars.  When  it 
was  red  hot,  he  took  it  ont  by  the  bowl,  having  first  pro- 
tected his  hand  from  the  heat  by  wrapping  round  it  his 
handkerchief;  this  done,  he  returned  to  the  cage.  His 
movements  had  wakened  up  the  dozing  model.  She  eyed 
them  at  first  with  dull  curiosity,  then  with  lively  suspieioii ; 
and  presently  starting  up  with  an  exclamation  such  as  no 
novelist  but  Fielding  dare  put  into  the  mouth  of  a  female 
.^much  less  a  nymph  of  such  renown  as  Galatea-^be 
sprang  across  the  room,  well-nigh  upsetting  easel  and 
painter,  and  fastened  firm  hold  on  Gabriel's  shoulders. 

**  The  varment  1"  she  cried,  vehemently ;  *<  the  good-for- 
nothing  varment  1  If  it  had  been  a  jay,  or  a  nasty  raven, 
well  and  gQod  I — but  a  poor  little  canary  T' 

"Hoity-toity!  what  are  you  about,  nephew F  What's 
the  matter?"  said  Tom  Yarney,  coming  up  to  the  strife. 
And,  indeed,  it  was  time,  for  Gabriel's  teeth  were  sei  in  kis 
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cat-like  jaws,  and  the  gk>wing  point  of  the  pipe-shank  was 
within  an  inch  of  the  cheek  of  the  model. 

"What's  the  matter T'  replied  Qabriel,  snllenlj;  •'why, 
I  was  onJj  going  to  trj  a  little  experiment.^ 

"An  experiment?  not  on  my  canarj,  poor,  dear  little 
thing  I — ^the  hours  and  honrs,  that  creature  has  strained  its 
throat  to  saj — 'sing  and  be  merry,'  when  I  had  not  a 
rap  in  my  pocket  t  It  would  have  made  a  stone  feel  to 
hear  it." 

"But  I  think  I  can  make  it  sing  much  better  than  ever 
— only  just  let  me  try  I  They  say,  that  if  you  put  out  the 
eyes  of  a  canary,  it "  Gabriel  was  not  allowed  to  con- 
clude his  sentence;  for  here  rose  that  clamor  of  horror 
and  indignation,  from  both  painter  and  model,  which 
usually  greets  the  announcement  of  every  philosophical 
discovery — at  least,  when  about  to  be  practically  applied ; 
and  in  the  midst  of  the  hubbub,  the  poor  Kttle  canary, 
who  had  been  flattering  about  the  cage  to  escape  the  hand 
of  the  benevolent  operator,  set  np  no  longer  the  cheerful 
trill-trUlela-la-tdll,  but  a  scared  and  heart-breaking  chirp 
—^  shrill,  terrified  twit- twil- twitter- twit. 

"Damn  the  bird  I — hold  your  tongues!'*  cried  Gabriel 
Vamey,  reluctantly  giving  way ;  but  still  eyeing  the  bird 
with  the  scientific  regret  with  which  the  illustrious  Ma- 
}eiidie  might  contemplate  a  dog  which  some  brute  of  a 
master  refused  to  disembowel  for  the  good  of  the  colics  of 
mankind. 

The  model  seixed  on  the  cage,  shut  the  door  of  the 
wires,  and  carried  it  off.     Tom  Yarney  drained  the  rest  of 
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his  porter,  and  wiped  his  forehead  with  the  sleeve  of  his 
coat. 

"And  to  ase  my  pipe  for  such  cruelty  I  Boy,  boy,  I 
coald  not  have  believed  it !  Bat  yoa  were  not  in  earnest 
— oh,  no,  impossible  I  Snkey,  my  love — Gklatea,  the  di- 
vine— calm  thy  breast;  Cnpid  did  bat  jest: 

*  Ciipid  is  the  god  of  laughter, 
Quip,  and  jest,  and  joke,  sir.'" 

"  If  you  don't  whip  the  little  wretch  within  an  inch  of 
his  life,  he'll  have  a  gallows  end  on't,"  replied  Galatea. 
"  Oo,  Cnpid,  go  and  kiss  Galatea,  and  make  yonr  peace : 

'  Oh,  leave  a  kiss  within  the  oup, 
And  I'll  not  ask  for  wine!' 

And  'tis  no  use  asking  for  wine,  or  for  gin  either— not  a 
drop  in  the  noggin  I" 

All  this  while,  Gabriel,  disdaining  the  reeommendatiocs 
held  forth  to  him,  was  employed  in  brushing  his  jacket 
with  a  very  mangy- looking  brash;  and  when  he  had  com- 
pleted  that  operation,  he  approached  his  uncle  and  coolly 
thrnst  his  hands  into  that  gentleman's  waistcoat-pockets. 

''Uncle,  what  have  you  done  with  those  seven  shillings f 
I  am  going  out  to  spend  the  day." 

**  If  you  give  them  to  him,  Tom,  I'll  scratch  your  eyes 
out,"  cried  the  model;  ''and  then  we'll  see  how  you^ll 
sing.     Whip  him,  I  say — whip  him  1" 

But,  strange  to  say,  this  liberty  of  the  boy's  quite  re- 
opened the  heart  of  his  uncle — ^it  was  a  pleasure  to  him, 
who  put  his  hands  so  UCbitually  into  other  people's  pock- 
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etB,  to  be  invested  with  the  novel  grandeur  of  the  man 
sponged  upon.  "That's  right,  Cupid,  son  of  Cytherea; 
all's  common  property  among  friends.  Seven  shillings,  I 
have  'em  not  I  '  They  now  are  five  who  once  were  seven  j' 
but  such  as  they  are,  we'll  share  I 

*  Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  prize, 
Or  both  divide  the  crown.* " 

"Crowns  bear  no  division,  my  uncle,"  said  Qabrlel, 
dryly — and  he  pocketed  the  five  shillings.  Then,  having 
first  secured  his  escape,  by  gaining  the  threshold,  he  sud- 
denly seized  one  of  the  rickety  chairs  by  its  leg,  and,  re- 
gardless of  the  gallantries  due  to  the  sex,  sent  it  right 
against  the  model,  who  was  shaking  her  fist  at  him.  A 
scream,  and  a  fall,  and  a  sharp  twit  from  the  cage,  which 
was  hurled  nearly  into  the  fire-place,  told  that  the  missive 
had  taken  effect.  Gabriel  did  not  wait  for  the  probable 
reaction  ;  he  was  in  the  streets  in  an  instant. 

"This  won't  do,"  he  muttered  to  himself;  'there  is  no 
getting  on  here.  Foolish,  drunken  vagabond  I  no  good 
to  be  got  from  him.  My  father  is  terrible,  but  he  will 
make  his  way  in  the  world.  Umph  I  if  I  were  but  his 
match — and  why  not  ?  I  am  brave,  and  he  is  not.  There's 
fun,  too,  in  danger." 

Thus  musing,  he  took  his  way  to  Dalibard's  lodgings. 
His  father  was  at  home.  Now,  though  they  were  but 
lodgings,  and  the  street  not  in  fashion,  Olivier  Dalibard's 
apartments  had  an  air  of  refinement,  and  even  elegance, 
that  contrasted  both  the  wretched  squalor  of  the  abode 
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Gabriel  had  jnst  left,  and  the  meanness  of  Dalibar^'s  for* 
mer  qaarters  in  London.  The  change  seemed  to  implj 
that  the  ProTen9aI  had  already  made  some  waj  in  the 
world.  Andy^trath  to  saj,  at  all  tinies,  even  in  the* lowest 
ebb  of  his  fortnnes,  there  was  that  indescribable  nent^ess 
and  formality  of  precision  about  all  the  exterior  seemings 
of  the  ci'devant  friend  of  the  prim  Robespierre  which 
belong  to  those  in  whom  order  and  method  are  strongly 
developed — qualities  which  give  eyen  to  veedineea  a  cer- 
tain dignity.  As  the  room  and  its  owner  met  the  eye  of 
Gabriel,  on  whose  senses  all  externals  had  considerable 
influence^  the  ungrateful  young  ruffian  recalled  the  kind, 
tattered  slovenly  uncle,  whose  purse  he  had  just  emptied, 
without  one  feeling  milder  than  disgust  Olivier  Dalir 
bard,  always  careful,  if  simple,  in  his  dress,  with  hi)  brow 
of  grave  intellectual  power,  and  his  mien  imposing,  not 
only  fpotm  its  calm,  but  f^om  that  namelesa  refinemieiit  wUek 
rarely  fails  to  give  to  the  student  the  air  ol  a  gentleoaiv 
— Olivier  Dalibard  he  might  dread-r-he  might  even  detest; 
but  he  was  not  ashamed  of  him. 

"  I  said  I  would  visit  you,  sir,  if  you  would  permit  me," 
said  Gabriel,  in  a  tone  of  respect,  not  nnmingled  with 
some  defiance,  as  if  m  doubt  of  his  reception. 

The  father's  slow  full  eye,  so  different  from  the  sidelong 
fbHive  glance  of  Luoretja,  rested  on  the  son,  as  if  to  pen- 
etrate his  very  heart. 

*^Tou  look  pale  and  haggard,  child :  you  are  fast  losing    ^ 
your  health  and  beauty.      Good  gifts  these,  not  to  ba 
wasted  before  they  can  be  duly  employed.     Bnt  yon  hav« 
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taken  yoar  ohoice^    Be  aa  artii3t*.i^opj  Tom  Yajroey,  and 
prosper." 

Gabriel  remained  silenti  with  his  eyes  on  the  floor. 

''Ton  come  in  time  for  my  farewell,''  resamed  Dalibard. 
''It  is  a  QQimfoflrt^  at  least,  that  I  lea^e  yonr  yonth  sa honor- 
ably  projected  I  am  about  to  return  to  my  Qoiifitry-.-*my 
eereer  ie.  onee  more  before  me  1^^ 

^*  Your  country'-*to  Paris  f " 

**  There  are  fine  pictures  in  the  LoQTre-*^a  good  place 
to  inapire  an  artist  1" 

**You  go  alone,  father?" 

"  You  forget,  young  gentlemau,  jom  disown  im  as  father  I 
Qo  alone  t  I  thought  I  told  you,  in  the  timeA  of  our  confi- 
dence, that  I  shouid  marry  Lneretia  Glayering..  I  rarely 
fail  in  my  plans.  She  has  lost  Laughton,  It  is  true,  but 
ten  thousand  pouuda  wiU  make  ^  fair  coipmencement  to 
fortune,  eyen  at  Paris.  Well,  what  do  you  want  with  me, 
worthy  godson  of  Honors  Qabriel  Mirabeau  7" 

"  Sir*  if  you  wiU  let  me,  I  will  go  with  you." 

Dalibard  shaded  his  brow  with  his  hand,  aad  reflected 
on  the  filial  proposal.  On  the  one  hand,  it  might  be  con- 
TenienV  ^^d  would  cef  tainly  be  economical  to  rid  himself 
evermore  of  the  mutinous  son.  who  had  already  thrown  off 
his  authority ;  on  the  olber  hand,  there  was  mujch  in  Ga- 
briel, mutinous  and  even  menacing  as  he  had  lately  become, 
that  promised  an  nnserupuloos  tool  or  a  sharp-witted  ac- 
complice, with  iDterests  that  every  year  the  ready  youth 
wonld  more  and  more  discover  were  bound  up  in  his  plot- 
tiifl^  father's.    Tbia  last  eonsideration,.  joined,  if  not  to 
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affection,  still  to  habit — to  the  liak  between  blood  and 
blood,  which  even  the  hardest  find  it  difficult  to  sever,  pre- 
vailed. He  extended  his  pale  hand  to  Gabriel,  and  said, 
gentlj : 

''  I  will  take  you,  if  we  rightly  understand  each  other. 
Once  again  in  my  power,  I  might  constrain  you  to  my 
will,  it  is  true.  But  I  rather  confer  with  you  as  man  to 
man  than  as  man  to  boy.''  * 

"  It  is  the  best  way,"  said  Gabriel,  firmly. 

**  I  will  nse  no  harshness — inflict  no  panishment,  nnless, 
indeed,  amply  merited  by  stubborn  disobedience  or  willful 
deceit.  But  if  I  meet  with  these,  better  rot  on  a  dunghill 
than  come  with  me  I  I  ask  implicit  confidence  in  all  my 
suggestions,  prompt  submission  to  all  my  requests.  Grant 
me  but  these,  and  I  promise  to  consult  your  fortune  as  my 
own — ^to  gratify  your  tastes  as  far  as  my  means  will  allow 
— ^to  grudge  not  your  pleasures;  and,  when  the  age  for 
ambition  comes,  to  aid  your  rise  if  I  rise  myself;  nay,  if 
well  contented  with  you,  to  remove  the  blot  from  your 
birth,  by  acknowledging  and  adopting  you  formally  as  my 
son." 

"Agreed  I  and  I  thank  you,"  said  Gabriel.  ''And  La- 
cretia  is  going,  oh,  I  so  long  to  see  her  I" 

*'  See  her — not  yet ;  but  next  week." 

"Do  not  fear  that  I  should  let  out  about. the  letter.  I 
should  betray  myself  if  I  did,"  said  the  boy,  bluntly  betray- 
ing his  guess  at  his  father's  delay. 

The  evil  scholar  smiled. 

"You  will  do  well  to  keep  it  secret  for  your  own  sake; 
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for  mine,  I  should  not  fear.  Gabriel,  go  back  now  to  your 
master — yon  do  right,  like  the  rats,  to  ran  from  the  falling 
house.     Next  week,  I  will  send  for  you,  Gabriel  I'' 

Not,  however,  back  to  the  studio  went  the  boy.  He 
sauntered  leisurely  through  the  gayest  streets,  eyed  the 
shops  and  the  equipages,  the  fair  women  and  the  well- 
dressed  men — eyed  with  envy,  and  longings,  and  visions  of 
pomps  and  vanities  to  come ;  then,  when  the  day  began 
to  close,  he  sought  out  a  young  painter,  the  wildest  and 
maddest  of  the  crew  to  whom  his  uncle  had  presented 
their  future  comrade  and  rival,  and  went  with  this  youth, 
at  half  price,  to  the  theater,  not  to  gaze  on  the  actors  or 
study  the  play,  but  to  stroll  in  the  saloon.  A  supper  in 
the  Finish  completed  the  void  in  his  pockets,  and  con- 
cluded his  day's  rank  experience  of  life.  By  the  gray 
dawn  he  stole  back  to  his  bed,  and  as  he  laid  himself  down» 
he  thought  with  avid  pleasure  of  Paris,  its  gay  gardens, 
and  brilliant  shops,  and  crowded  streets :  he  thought,  too, 
of  his  father's  calm  confidence  of  success,  of  the  triumph 
that  already  had  attended  his  wiles — a  confidence  and  a 
triumph  which,  exciting  his  reverence  and  rousing  his 
emulation,  had  decided  his  resolution.  He  thought,  too, 
of  Lucretia,  with  something  of  affection,  recalled  her 
praises  and  bribes,  her  frequent  mediation  with  his  father, 
and  felt  that  they  should  have  need  of  each  other.  Oh, 
no,  he  never  would  tell  her  of  the  snare  laid  at  Guy's  Oak 
— ^never,  not  even  if  incensed  with  his  father  I  An  instinct 
told  him  that  that  offense  could  never  be  forgiven,  and 
that,  henceforth,  Lucretia's  was  a  destiny  bound  up  in  hia 
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QWQ.  He  thought,  too,  of  Dalibaid's  warning  and  threat 
Bnt,  with  fear  itself,  came  a  strange  excitement  of  pleasure 
*~to  grapple,  if  necessary,  be  a  mere  chiM,  with  sneh  a 
man  I — his  heart  swelled  at  the  thonght.  So,  at  last,  he 
fell  asleep»  and  dreamed  that  he  saw  his  mother's  trankless 
face  dripping  gore,  and  frowning  on  kim-^rearaed  that 
he  heard  her^saj :  "  Qoest  thou  to  the  scene  of  mj  execa- 
tion  onlj  to  fawn  npon  mj  murderer  V*  Then  a  nightr 
mare  of  horrors,  of  scaffolds,  and  execotioner^  and  grin- 
ning mobs,  and  agonized  fhees,  camo  on  him-^daric, 
eonfased,  and  indistinct.  And  he  woke,  with  his  hair 
standing  on  end^  and  heard  below,  in  the  rising  snn,  the 
merry  song  of  the  poor  canary — trill-Ul^lUl,  trill*trilMill- 
lill-lal  Did  he  feel  glad  that  his  emel  hand  had  boea 
iitajed? 


EPILOGUE  TO  PART  THE  FIRST. 

It  is  a  year  mnee  the  NoYember  day  on  which  Lncretia 
Clavering  quitted  the  roof  of  Mr.  Fielden.  And  first  we 
must  recall  the  eye  of  the  reader  to  the  old-fkshioned  ter- 
race of  Laaghton ;  the  jutting  porch,  the  qnaint  balus- 
trades, the  broad,  dark,  changeless  cedars  on  the  lawn 
beyond.  The  day  is  calm,  clear,  and  mild,  for  November 
In  the  country  is  often  a  gentle  month.  On  that  terrace 
walked  Charles  Vernon,  now  known  by  his  new  name  of 
St.  John.  Is  it  the  change  of  name  that  has  so  changed 
the  person?  Can  the  wand  of  the  Herald's  Office  have 
filled  up  the  hollows  of  the  cheek,  and  replaced  by  elastic 
rigor  the  listless  languor  of  the  tread  ?  No  ;  there  is  an- 
other and  a  better  cause  for  that  healthful  change.  Mr. 
Yernon  St.  John  is  not  alone — a  fair  companionleans  on 
bis  arm.  See,  she  pauses  to  press  closer  to  his  side,  gaze 
on  his  face,  and  whisper,  **  We  did  well  to  have  hope  and 
faith !" 

The  husband's  faith  had  not  been  so  unshaken  as  his 
Mary's,  and  a  slight  blush  passed  over  his  cheek  as  he 
thought  of  his  concession  to  Sir  Miles's  wishes,  and  his 
overtures  to  Lucretia  Clavering.  Still  that  fault  had  been 
fairly  acknowledged  to  his  wife,  and  she  felt,  the  moment 
she  had  spoken,  that  she  had  committed  an  indiscretion ; 
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aeverthcless,  with  an  arch  touch  of  womanly  malice,  she 
added  softly : 

"And  Miss  Clavering,  you  persist  in  saying,  was  not 
really  handsome  ?" 

"My  love,"  replied  the  husband,  gravely,  "you  would 
oblige  me  by  not  recalling  the  very  painful  recollections 
connected  with  that  name.  Let  it  never  be  mentioned  in 
this  house." 

Lady  Mary  bowed  her  graceful  head  in  submission — 
she  understood  Charles's  feelings.  For  though  he  had  not 
shown  her  Sir  Miles's  letter  and  its  inclosure,  he  had  com- 
municated enough  to  account  for  the  unexpected  heritage, 
and  to  lessen  his  wife's  compassion  for  the  disappointed 
heiress.  Nevertheless,  she  comprehended  that  her  hus- 
band felt  an  uneasy  twinge  at  the  idea  that  he  was  com- 
pelled to  act  hardly  to  the  one  whose  hopes  he  had 
snpplanted.  Lucretia's  banishment  from  Laughton  was 
a  just  humiliation,  but  it  humbled  a  generous  heart  to 
inflict  the  sentence.  Thus,  on  all  accounts,  the  remem- 
brance of  Lucretia  was  painful  and  unwelcome  to  the  suc- 
cessor of  Sir  Miles.  There  was  a  silence — Lady  Mary 
pressed  her  husband's  hand. 

"It  is  strange,"  said  he,  giving  vent  to  his  thoughts  at 
that  tender  sign  of  sympathy  in  his  feeling  —  "strange 
that,  after  all,  she  did  not  marry  Mainwaring,  but  fixed 
her  choice  on  that  supple  Frenchman.  But  she  has  set- 
tled abroad  now,  perhaps  for  life — a  great  relief  to  my 
mind.     Yes,  let  us  never  recur  to  her." 

"  Fortunately,"  said  Lady  Mary,  with  some  hesitation, 
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"  she  does  not  seem  to  have  created  maeh  interest  here. 
The  poor  seldom  name  her  to  me,  and  our  neighbors  only 
with  surprise  at  her  marriage.  In  another  year  she  will 
be  forgotten  1" 

Mr.  St.  John  sighed.  Perhaps  he  felt  how  much  more 
easily  he  had  been  forgotten,  were  he  the  banished  one, 
Lncretia  the  possessor !  His  Kght  nature,  however,  soon 
escaped  from  all  thoughts  and  sources  of  annoyance,  and 
he  listened  with  complacent  attention  to  Lady  Mary's 
gentle  plans  for  the  poor,  and  the  children's  school,  and 
the  cottages  that  ought  to  be  repaired,  and  the  laborers 
that  ought  to  be  employed.  F.or,  though  it  may  seem 
singular,  Yernon  St.  John,  insensibly  influenced  by  his 
wife's  meek  superiority,  and  corrected  by  her  pure  com- 
panionship, had  begun  to  feel  the  charm  of  innocent  occu- 
pations ;*>more,  perhaps,  than  if  he  had  been  accustomed 
to  the  larger  and  loftier  excitements  of  life,  and  missed 
that  stir  of  intellect  which  is  the  element  of  those  who 
have  warred  in  the  democracy  of  letters  or  contended  for 
.the  leadership  of  states.  He  had  begun  already  to  think 
that  the  country  was  no  such  exile  after  all.  Naturally 
benevolent,  he  had  taught  himself  to  share  the  occupations 
his  Mary  had  already  found  in  the  busy  "  luxury  of  doing 
good,"  and  to  conceive  that  brotherhood  of  charity  which 
usually  unites  the  lord  of  the  village  with  its  poor. 

"  I  think,  what  with  hunting  once  a  week, — (I  will  not 
venture  more  till  my  pain  in  the  side  is  quite  gone), — and 
with  the  help  of  some  old  friends  at  Christmas,  we  can  get 
through  the  winter  very  well,  Mary." 
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*'Ah,  those  old  friends  I  I  dread  them  more  than  the 
bantingl" 

"Bot  we'll  have  your  grave  father,  and  year  dear,  pre- 
cise, excellent  mother,  to  keep  os  in  order.  And  if  I  sit 
more  than  half  an  honr  after  dinner,  the  old  baUer  shall 
pall  me  out  by  the  ears.  Mary,  what  do  yon  say  to  thin- 
ning the  grove  yonder  f  We  shall  get  a  better  view  of  the 
landscape  beyond.  No,  hang  it !  dear  old  8ir  Miles  loved 
his  trees  better  than  the  prospect*— I  wont  lop  a  bough. 
Bot  that  avenue  we  are  planting  will  be  eertainly  a  noble 
improvement ^^ 

"  Fifty  years  hence,  GMrlesI" 

''It  is  onr  duty  to  think  of  posterity,"  answered  the 
ei'devani  spendthrift,  with  a  gravity  that  was  actually 
pompons.  <<  Bnt  hark  I  is  that  two  o'clock  f  Three,  by 
Jove  1  How  time  flies  I  and  my  new  bollocks  that  I  was 
to  see  at  two  I  Come  down  to  the  farm,  that's  my  own 
Mary.  Ah,  your  fine  ladies  are  not  snch  bad  housewives 
after  all  1" 

**  And  your  fine  gentlemen—" 

**  Capital  farmers  I  I  had  no  idea  till  last  week  that  a 
prize  oz  was  so  interesting  an  animal.  One  lives  to  learn. 
Put  me  in  mind,  by<the-by,  to  write  to  Coke  about  his 
sheep." 

**  This  way,  dear  Charles ;  we  can  go  round  by  the  vil- 
lage, and  see  poor  Ponto  and  Dash." 

The  tears  rushed  to  Mr.  St.  John's  eyes.  "  If  poor  Sir 
Miles  could  have  known  you  1"  he  said,  with  a  sigh ;  and, 
though  the  gardeners  were  at  work  on  the  lawn,  he  bowed 
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his  head,  and  kissed  the  bloshing  cheek  of  his  wife  as 
heartily  as  if  be  had  been  really  a  farmer. 

From  the  terrace  at  Laaghton,  tarn  to  the  hambler 
abode  of  oar  old  friend  the  vicar — the  same  daj,  the  same 
hoar.  Here  also  the  scene  is  without  doors^we  are  in 
the  garden  of  the  vicarage;  the  children  are  playing  at 
hide-and-seek  among  the  espaliers,  which  screen  the  wind- 
ing  gravel  walks  from  the  esculents  more  dear  to  Ceres 
than  to  Flora.  The  vicar  is  seated  in  his  little  parlor, 
from  which  a  glazed  door  admits  into  the  garden.  The 
door  is  now  open,  and  the  good  man  has  paused  from  his 
work  (he  had  just  discovered  a  new  emendation  in  the  first 
chorus  of  the  Medea),  to  look  out  at  the  rosy  faces  that 
gleam  to  and  fro  across  the  scene*  His  wife,  with  a 
basket  in  her  hand,  is  standing  without  the  door,  bat  a 
little  aside,  not  to  obstruct  the  view. 

''It  does  one's  heart  good  to  see  them  I"  said  the  vicar ; 
"  little  dears  I" 

**  Yes,  they  ought  to  be  dear  at  this  time  of  the  year," 
observed  Mrs.  Fielden,  who  was  absorbed  in  the  contents 
of  the  basket. 

"And  so  fresh  1" 

"Fresh,  indeed!— how  different  from  London  I  In 
London  they  were  not  fit  to  be  seen;  as  old  as-^I  am 
sure  I  can't  guess  how  old  they  were.  ^Bat  you  see  here 
they  are  new  laid  every  morning  I" 

"My  dear  I"  said  Mr.  Fielden^  opening  his  eyes-^"new 
laid  every  morning  ?" 

"Two  doaen  and  four." 
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"  Two  dozen  and  four  I — What  on  earth  are  you  talking 
about,  Mrs.  Fielden  T' 

**  Why,  the  eggs  to  be  sure,  my  lore  I" 

"Oh  I"  said  the  vicar,  "two  dozen  and  four  I — you 
alarmed  me  a  little;  'tis  of  no  conseqnence  —  only  my 
foolish  mistake.  Always  prudent  and  saving,  ray  dear 
Sarah ;  just  as  if  poor  Sir  Miles  had  not  left  us  that 
munificent  fortune,  I  may  call  it." 
'' "  It  will  not  go  very  far  when  we  have  our  young  ones 
to  settfe.  And — David  is  very  extravagant  already:  he 
has  torn  such  a  hole  in  his  jacket  I" 

At  this  moment,  up  the  gravel  walk,  two  young  persona 
came  in  sight  The  children  darted  across  them,  whooping 
and  laughing,  and  vanished  in  the  farther  recess  of  the 
garden. 

"All  is  for  the  best — ^blind  mortals  that  we  are  I — all  is 
for  the  best!"  said  the  vicar,  musingly,  as  his  eyes  rested 
upon  the  approaching  pair.  v 

"  Certainly,  my  love ;  you  are  always  right,  and  it  is 
wicked  to  grumble.  Still,  if  you  saw  what  a  hole  it  was 
— past  patching,  I  fear  I" 

"  Look  round  I"  said  Mr.  Fielden,  benevolently.  "  How 
we  grieved  for  them  both ;  how  wroth  we  were  with  Wil- 
liatn — ^how  sad  for  Susan  I  And  now  see  them — ^they  will 
be  the  better  man  and  wife  for  their  trial  I" 

"  Has  Susan  then  consented  ?  I  was  almost  afraid  she 
never  would  consent.  How  often  have  I  been  almost 
angry  with  her,  poor  lamb  I  when  I  have  heard  her  accuse 
herself  of  causing  her  sister's  unhappiness,  and  declare, 
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with  8obs,  that  she  felt  it  a  crime  to  think  of  William 
Main  waring  as  a  husband." 

"  I  trust  I  have  reasoned  her  out  of  a  morbid  sensibility 
which,  while  it  could  not  have  rendered  Lucretia  the  hap- 
pier, must  have  insured  the  wretchedness  of  herself  and 
William.  But  if  Lucretia  had  not  married,  and  so  forever 
closed  the  door  on  William's  repentance  (that  is,  suppos- 
ing he  did  repent),  1  believe  poor  Susan  would  rather 
have  died  of  a  broken  heart  than  have  given  her  hand 
to  Mainwaring." 

"It  was  an  odd  marriage  of  that  proud  young  lady's, 
after  all,"  said  Mrs.  Fielden;  ''  so  much  older  than  her — a 
foreigner,  too  1" 

"But  he  is  a  very  pleasant  man,  and  they  had  known 
each  other  so  long.  I  did  not,  however,  quite  like  a  sort 
of  cunning  he  showed,  when  I  came  to  reflect  on  it,  in 
bringing  Lucretia  back  to  the  house ;  it  looks  as  if  he  had 
laid  a  trap  for  her  from  the  first." 

"Ten  thousand  pounds ! — a  great  catch  for  a  foreigner  I" 
observed  Mrs.  Fielden,  with  the  shrewd  instinct  of  her  sex ; 
and  then  she  added,  in  the  spirit  of  a  prudent  sympathy 
equally  characteristic :  "  but  I  think  you  say  Mr.  Parch- 
mount  persuaded  her  to  allow  half  to  be  settled  on  herself 
That  will  be  a  hold  on  him." 

"A  bad  hold,  if  that  be  all,  Sarah.  There  is  a  better — 
he  is  a  learned  man,  and  a  scholar.  Scholars  are  naturally 
domestic,  and  make  good  husbands." 

"But  yon  know  he  must  be  a  Papist  I"  said  Mrs, 
Fielden. 
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*'  XJmph  I"  mattered  the  vicar,  irresolatelj. 

While  the  worthy  couple  were  thus  conversiDg,  Sosaa 
and  her  lover,  not  having  finished  their  conference,  had 
turned  back  through  the  winding  walk. 

"  Indeed,''  said  William,  drawing  her  arm  closer  to  his 
side,  "  these  scruples — these  fears — are  cruel  to  me  as  well 
as  to  yourself.  If  yon  were  no  longer  existing^  I  could  be 
nothing  to  your  sister.  Nay,  even  were  she  not  married, 
you  must  know  enough  of  her  pride  to  be  assured  that  I 
can  retain  no  place  in  her  affections.  What  has  chanced 
was  not  our  crime.  Perhaps  Heaven  designed  to  save,  not 
only  us,  but  herself,  from  the  certain  misery  of  nuptials  .so 
inauspicious  I" 

"If  she  would  but  answer  one  of  my  letters  1"  sighed 
Susan  ;  '*  or  if  I  could  but  know  that  she  were  happy  and 
contented!" 

**  Your  letters  must  have  miscarried — ^you  are  not  sure 
even  of  her  address.  Rely  upon  it  she  is  happy.  Do  you 
think  that  she  would,  a  second  time,  '  have  stooped  beneath 
ber'" — Mainwaring's  lip  writhed  as  he  repeated  that  phrase 
— '^  if  her  feelings  had  not  been  involved  ?  I  would  not 
wrong  your  sister — I  shall  ever  feel  gratitude  for  the  past 
and  remorse  for  my  own  shameful  weakness — still  I  must 
think  that  the  nature  of  her  attachment  to  me  was  more 
ardent  than  lasting." 

"Ah,  William  I  how  can  you  know  her  heart?" 

"  By  comparing  it  with  yours.  Oh,  there,  indeed,  I  may 
anchor  my  faith  1  Susan^  we  were  formed  for  each  other. 
Our  natures  are  alike — save  that  yours,  despite  its  snr* 
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passing  sweetness,  has  greater  strength  io  its  simple  candor. 
You  will  be  my  guide  to  good.  Without  you  I  should 
have  no  aim  in  life — ^no  courage  to  front  the  contests  of 
this  world.     Ah,  this  hand  trembles  still  i" 

''William,  William,  I  cannot  repress  a  foreboding-^a 
superstition  I  At  night,  I  am  haunted  with  that  pale  face, 
as  I  saw  it  last, — pale  with  suppressed  despair.  Oh,  if 
ever  Lucretia  could  have  need  of  us.— need  of  our  services, 
our  affections — if  we  could  but  repair  the  grief  we  have 
caused  her !" 

Susan's  head  sank  on  her  lover's  shoulder.  8he  had 
said  "need  of  ws" — "need  of  our  services."  In  those 
simple  monosyllables  the  union  was  pledged — the  identity 
of  their  lots  in  the  dark  urn  was  implied. 

From  this  scene  turn  again  —  the  slide  shifts  in  the 
lantern — we  are  at  Paris.  In  the  ante-chamber  at  the 
Tnileries,  a  crowd  of  expectant  courtiers  and  adventurers 
gaze  upon  a  figure  who  passes  with  modest  and  downcast 
eyes  through  the  throng ;  he  has  just  left  the  closet  of  the 
First  Consul. 

*'Far  DieuP^  said  B ,  "power,  like  misery,  makes 

us  acquainted  with  strange  bedfellows.  I  should  like  to 
hear  what  the  First  Consul  can  have  to  say  to  Olivier 
Ualibard." 

Fouche,  who  at  that  period  was  scheming  for  the  return 
to  his  old  dignities  as  minister  of  police,  smiled  slightly, 
and  answered,  "  In  a  time  when  the  air  is  filled  with  dag- 
gers, one  who  was  familiar  with  Robespierre  has  his  dses 
VOL.  I.— 21  Q 
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Olivier  Dalibard  is  a  remarkable  man.  He  is  one  of  those 
children  of  the  Berolation,  wbom  that  great  mother  is 
boand  to  save." 

"  By  betraying  his  brethren  ?"  said  B ,  dryly. 

"  I  do  not  allow  the  inference.  The  simple  fact  is  that 
Dalibard  has  spent  many  years  in  England — ^he  has  married 
an  Englishwoman  of  birth  and  connections — ^he  knows  well 
the  English  language  and  English  people — and  jnst  now, 
when  the  First  Consul  is  so  anxious  to  approfondir  the 
popular  feelings  of  that  strange  nation,  with  whose  govern- 
ment he  is  compelled  to  go  to  war,  he  may  naturally  have 
much  to  say  to  so  acute  an  observer  as  Olivier  Dali- 
bard." 

"Um!"  said  B ;  "with  such  patronage,  Robe- 
spierre's friend  should  hold  his  head  somewhat  higher  I" 

Meanwhile,  Olivier  Dalibard,  crossing  the  gardens  of 
the  palace,  took  his  way  to  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain. 
There  was  no  change  in  the  aspect  of  this  man;  the  same 
meditative  tranquillity  characterized  his  downward  eyes  and 
bended  brow ;  the  same  precise  simplicity  of  dress  which 
had  pleased  the  prim  taste  of  Robespierre,  gave  decorum 
to  his  slender  stooping  form.  No  expression  more  cheerful, 
no  footstep  more  elastic,  bespoke  the  exile's  return  to  his 
native  land,  or  the  sanguine  expectations  of  Intellect  re- 
stored to  a  career.  Yet,  to  all  appearance,  the  prospects 
of  Dalibard  were  bright  and  promising.  The  First  Consal 
was  at  that  stage  of  his  greatness  when  he  sought  to  em- 
ploy  in  bis  service  all  such  talent  as  the  Revolution  had 
made  manifest — provided  only,  that  it  was  not  stained 
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with  notorions  bloodshed,  or  too  strongly  associated  with 
the  Jacobin  clubs.  His  qnick  eye  seemed  to  have  dis- 
coTered  already  the  abilities  of  Dalibard,  and  to  have  ap- 
preciated the  sagacity  and  knowledge  of  men  which  had 
enabled  this  subtle  person  to  obtain  the  friendship  of 
Robespierre  without  sharing  in  his  crimes.  He  had  been 
frequently  closeted  with  Bonaparte;  he  was  in  the  de- 
clared favor  of  Fottche,  who,  though  not  at  that  period  at 
the  head  of  the  police,  was  too  necessary  amid  the  dangers 
of  the  time,  deepened  as  they  were  by  the  rumors  of  some 
terrible  and  profound  conspiracy,  to  be  laid  aside,  as  the 
First  Consul  had  at  one  moment  designed.  One  man 
alone,  of  those  high  in  the  State,  appeared  to  distrust 
Olivier  Dalibard — the  celebrated  Cambac^res.  But  with 
his  aid  the  Proven9al  could  dispense.  What  was  the 
secret  of  Dalibard's  power  ?  was  it,  in  truth,  owing  solely 
to  his  native  talent,  and  his  acquired  experience,  especially 
of  England  ? — was  it  by  honorable  means  that  he  had  won 
the  ear  of  the  First  Consul  ?  We  may  be  sure  of  the  con- 
trary ;  for  it  is  a  striking  attribute  of  men  once  thoroughly 
tainted  by  the  indulgence  of  vicious  schemes  and  strata- 
gems, that  they  become  wholly  blinded  to  those  plain  paths 
of  ambition  which  common  sense  makes  manifest  to  ordi- 
nary ability.  If  we  regard  narrowly  the  lives  of  great 
criminals,  we  are  often  very  much  startled  by  the  extraor- 
dinary acuteness — the  profound  calculation — the  patient 
meditative  energy  which  they  have  employed  upon  the 
conception  and  execution  of  a  crime.  We  feel  inclined  to 
think  that  such  intellectual  power  would  have  commanded 
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great  distinction,  wortbilj  nsed  and  guided  ;  bat  we  never 
find  that  these  great  criminals  seem  to  hare  been  sensible 
of  the  opportunities  to  real  eminence  which  they  have 
thrown  away.  Often  we  observe  that  there  hare  been 
before  them  vistas  into  worldly  greatness,  which,  by  no 
uncommon  prudence  and  exertion,  would  have  conducted 
honest  men,  half  as  clever,  to  fame  and  power ;  but,  with 
a  strange  obliquity  of  vision,  they  appear  to  have  looked 
from  these  broad  clear  avenues  into  some  dark,  tangled 
defile,  in  which,  by  the  subtlest  ingenuity,  and  through  the 
^  most  besetting  perils,  they  might  attain  at  last  to  the  suc- 
cess of  a  fraud,  or  the  enjoyment  of  a  vice.  In  crime  once 
indulged,  there  is  a  wonderful  fascination — and  the  fasci^ 
nation  is,  not  rarely,  great  in  proportion  to  the  intellect 
of  the  criminal.  There  is  always  hope  of  reform  for  a 
dull,  uneducated,  stolid  man,  led  by  accident  or  temptation 
into  guilt ;  but  where  a  man  of  great  ability,  and  highly 
educated,  besots  himself  in  the  intoxication  of  dark  and 
terrible  excitements,  takes  impure  delight  in  tortuous  and 
slimy  ways,  the  good  angel  abandons  him  forever. 

Olivier  Dalibard  walked  musingly  on — gained  a  house 
in  one  of  the  most  desolate  quarters  of  the  abandoned 
Faubourg,  mounted  the  spacious  stairs,  and  rang  at  the 
door  of  an  attic  next  the  roof.  After  some  moments,  the 
door  was  slowly  and  cautiously  opened,  and  two  small 
fierce  eyes,  peering  through  a  mass  of  black  tangled  curls, 
gleamed  through  the  aperture.  The  gaze  seemed  satiiH 
factory. 

''  Enter,  friend,"  said  the  inmate,  with  a  sort  of  cam- 
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placent  grant ;  and,  as  Dalibard  obeyed,  the  man  reclosed 
and  barred  the  door. 

The  room  was  bare  to  beggary, — the  ceiling,  low  and 
sloping,  was  blackened  with  smoke.  A  wretched  bed,  two 
chairs,  a  table,  a  strong  chest,  a  small  cracked  looking- 
glass,  completed  the  inventory.  The  dress  of  the  occupier 
was  not  in  keeping  with  the  chamber ; — true  that  it  was 
not  such  as  was  worn  by  the  wealthier  classes,  but  it  be- 
tokened no  sign  of  poverty.  A  blue  coat,  with  high  col- 
lar, and  half  of  military  fashion,  was  buttoned  tight  over 
a  chest  of  vast  girth ;  the  nether  garments  were  of  leather, 
scrupulously  clean,  and  solid,  heavy  riding  boots  came  half 
way  up  the  thigh.  A  more  sturdy,  stalwart,  stroug-built 
knave,  never  excited  the  admiration  which  physical  power 
always  has  a  right  to  command.  And  Dalibard  gazed  on 
him  with  envy.  The  pale  scholar  absolutely  sighed  as  he 
thought — what  an  auxiliary  to  his  own  scheming  mind 
would  have  been  so  tough  a  frame  I 

But  even  less  in  form  than  face  did  the  nian  of  thews 
and  sinews  contrast  the  man  of  wile  and  craft.  Opposite 
that  high  forehead,  with  its  massive  development  of  organs, 
scowled  the  low  front  of  one  to  whom  thought  was  unfa- 
miliar— protuberant,  indeed,  over  the  shaggy  brows,  where 
phrenologists  place  the  seats  of  practical  perception—* 
strongly  marked  in  some  of  the  brutes,  as  in  the  dog — but 
almost  literally  void  of  those  higher  organs,  by  which  we 
reason,  and  imagine,  and  construct.  But  in  rich  atone^ 
ment  for  such  deficiency,  all  the  animal  reigned  triumphant 

tn  the  immense  mass  and  width  of  the  skull  behind.    And 
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as  the  hair,  long  before^  curled  in  close  rings  to  the  nape 
of  the  bull-like  neck,  you  saw  befoKe  you  one  of  those  use- 
ful instruments  to  ambition  and  fraud,  which  recoil  at  no 
danger,  comprehend  no  crime,  are  not  without  certain 
good  qualities,  under  virtuous  guidance, — for  they  have 
the  fidelity,  the  obedience,  the  stubborn  courage  of  the 
animal ;  but  which,  under  evil  control,  turn  those  very 
qualities  to  unsparing  evil — bull- dogs  to  rend  the  foe,  as 
bull-dogs  to  defend  the  master. 

For  some  moments  the  two  men  gazed  silently  at  each 
other.  At  length,  Dalibard  said,  with  an  air  of  calm 
superiority : 

"  My  friend,  it  is  time  that  I  should  be  presented  to  the 
chiefs  of  your  party  I" 

"  Chiefs,  par  tons  lea  diablesP  growled  the  other ;  "we 
Ghouans  are  all  chiefs,  when  it  comes  to  blows.  You  have 
seen  my  credentials;  you  know  that  I  am  a  man  to  be 
trusted ;  what  more  do  you  need  ?" 

"For  myself,  nothing;  but  my  friends  are  more  .scrupu- 
lous. I  have  sounded,  as  I  promised,  the  heads  of  the  old 
Jacobin  party  —  and  they  are  favorable.  This  upstart 
soldier,  who  has  suddenly  seized  in  his  iron  grasp  all  the 
fruits  of  the  Revolution,  is  as  hateful  to  them  as  to  yon. 
But,  que  voulez  vouSj  man  cher — men  are  men !  It  is  one 
thing  to  destroy  Bonaparte ;  it  is  another  thing  to  restore 
the  Bourbons.  How  can  the  Jacobin  chiefs  depend  on 
your  assurance,  or  my  own,  that  the  Bourbons  will  forget 
the  old  offenses,  and  reward  the  new  service?  You  ap- 
prise me,  so  do  your  credentials,  that  a  prince  of  the  blood 
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is  engaged  in  this  enterprise,  that  he  will  appear  at  the 
proper  season.  Put  me  in  direct  commanication  with  this 
representative  of  the  Bourbons,  and  I  promise  in  return, 
if  his  assurances  are  satisfactory,  that  you  shall  have  an 
imeute  to  be  felt  from  Paris  to  Marseilles.  If  yon  cannot 
do  this,  I  am  useless ;  and  I  withdraw ^' 

*'  Withdraw  I  Oarde  d  vous — Monsieur  le  Savant/  No 
man  withdraws  alive  from  a  conspiracy  like  ours." 

We  have  said  before  that  Olivier  Dalibard  was  not 
physically  brave;  and  the  look  of  the  Chouan^  as  those 
words  were  said,  would  have  frozen  the  blood  of  many  a 
bolder  man.  But  the  habitual  hypocrisy  of  Dalibard  en- 
abled him  to  disguise  his  fear,  and  he  replied,  dryly : 

^*  Monsieur  le  Chouan^  it  is  not  by  threats  that  you 
will  gain  adherents  to  a  desperate  cause,  which,  on  the 
contrary,  requires  mild  words  and  flattering  inducements. 
If  you  commit  a  violence — ^a  murder — man  cher — Paris  is 
not  Bretagne ;  we  have  a  police ;  you  will  be  discovered." 

"Ha,  ha  I — what  then? — do  you  think  I  fear  the  guillo- 
tine ?" 

"  For  yourself — no ;  but  for  your  leaders — yes  I  If  you 
are  discovered,  and  arrested  for  crime,  do  you  fancy  that 
the  police  will  not  recognize  the  right  arm  of  the  terrible 
George  Cadoudal  ? — that  they  will  not  guess  that  Cadoudal 
is  at  Paris  ? — that  Cadoudal  will  not  accompany  you  to  the 
guillotine  ?" 

The  Ghouan^s  face  fell.  Olivier  watched  him,  and  pur* 
sued  his  advantage. 

"I  asked  you  to  introduce  to  me  this  shadow  of  a 
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prince,  under  which  yon  would  march  to  a  coanter-reyola- 
tiou.  Bat  I  will  be  more  easily  contented.  Present  me 
to  George  Cadondal,  the  hero  of  Morbihan ;  he  is  a  man 
in  whom  I  can  trust,  and  with  whom  I  can  deal.  Wbat  I 
— you  hesitate  ? — How  do  you  suppose  enterprises  of  this 
nature  can  be  carried  on  ?  If,  from  fear  and  distrust  of 
each  other,  the  man  you  would  employ  cannot  meet  the 
chief  who  directs  him,  there  will  be  delay — confusion — 
panic, — and  you  will  all  perish  by  the  executioner.  And 
for  me,  Pierre  Quillot,  consider  my  position :  I  am  in  some 
favor  with  the  First  Consul — I  have  a  station  of  respecta- 
bility— a  career  lies  before  me.  Can  you  think  that  I  will 
hazard  these,  with  my  head  to  boot,  like  a  rash  child  ? 
Do  you  suppose  that,  in  entering  into  this  terrible  contest, 
I  would  consent  to  treat  only  with  subordinates  ?  Do  not 
deceive  yourself.  Again,  I  say,  tell  your  employers  that 
they  must  confer  with  me  directly,  or  je  m*en  lane  lea 
mains  J^ 

"  I  will  repeat  what  you  say,"  answered  Guillot,  sullenly. 
"  Is  this  all  ?" 

"All  for  the  present,"  said  Dalibard,  slowly  drawing  on 
his  gloves,  and  retreating  toward  the  door.  The  Chouan 
watched  him  with  a  suspicions  and  sinister  eye ;  and  as 
the  Proven9al's  hand  was  on  the  latch,  he  laid  his  own 
rough  grasp  on  Dalibard's  shoulder : 

"  I  know  not  how  it  is,  Monsieur  Dalibard,  "but  I  mis- 
trust you. " 

"  Distrust  is  natural  and  prudent  to  all  who  conspire," 
Replied  the  scholar,  quietly.     "  I  do  not  ask  yon  to  con- 
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fide  in  me — ^yoor  employers  bade  you  seek  me — I  have 
mentioned  my  conditions — let  them  decide." 

4 

"  YoQ  carry  it  off  well,  Monsieur  Dalibard.  And  I  am 
under  a  solemn  oath,  which  poor  George  made  me  take, 
knowing  me  to  be  a  hot-headed,  honest  fellow — mauvai9€ 
tSte,  if  you  will — that  I  will  keep  my  hand  off  pistol  and 
knife  upon  mere  suspicion — that  nothing  less  than  his  word 
or  than  clear  and  positive  proof  of  treachery  shall  put  me 
out  of  good  humor  and  into  warm  blood.  But  bear  this 
with  you,  Monsieur  Dalibard ;  if  I  once  discover  that  you 
use  our  secrets  to  betray  them, — should  George  see  you, 
and  one  hair  of  his  head  come  to  injury  through  your 
hands,  I  will  wring  your  neck  as  a  housewife  wrings  a 
pullet's." 

*'  I  don't  doubt  your  strength  or  your  ferocity,  Pierre 
Guillot ;  but  my  neck  will  be  safe ;  you  have  enough  to  do 
to  take  care  of  your  own — au  revoir,^^ 

With  a  tone  and  look  of  calm  and  fearless  irony,  the 
scholar  thus  spoke  and  left  the  room ;  but  when  he  was  on 
the  stairs,  he  paused,  and  caught  at  the  balustrade — the 
sickness  as  of  terror  at  some  danger  past,  or  to  be,  came 
over  him  ;  and  this  contrast  between  the  self-command,  or 
simulation  which  belongs  to  moral, courage,  and  the  feeble- 
ness of  natural  and  constitutional  cowardice,  would  have 
been  sublime  if  shown  in  a  noble  cause.  In  one  so  cor- 
rupt, it  but  betrayed  a  nature  doubly  formidable;  for 
treachery  and  murder  hatch  their  brood  amid  the  folds  of 
ft  hypocrite's  cowardice. 

Whiln  thus  the  interview  between  Dalibard  and  the  con« 
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apirator, — we  must  bestow  a  glaoce  upon  th"  Pr  ven9al'g 
home. 

In  an  apartment  in  one  of  the  principal  streets,  between 
the  Boulevards  and  the  Rue  St.  Honore,  a  boy  and  a 
woman  sate  side  by  side,  conyersing  in  whispers.  The 
boy  was  Gabriel  Yarney,  the  woman  Lucretla  Dalibard. 
The  apartment  was  furnished  in  the  then  modern  taste 
which  affected  classical  forms ;  and  though  not  without  a 
certain  elegance,  had  something  meager  and  comfortless  in 
its  splendid  tripods  and  thin-legged  chairs.  There  was  in 
the  apartment  that  air  which  bespeaks  the  straggle  for 
appearances — that  struggle  familiar  with  those  of  limited 
income,  and  vain  aspirings,  who  want  the  taste  which 
smoothes  all  inequalities  and  gives  a  smile  to  home — ^that 
taste  which  affection  seems  to  prompt,  if  not  to  create — 
which  shows  itself  in  a  thousand  nameless,  costless  trifles, 
each  a  grace.  No  sign  was  there  of  the  household  cares 
or  industry  of  women.  No  flowers,  no  music,  no  embroid- 
ery-frame, no  work-table.  Lucretia  had  none  of  the  sweet 
feminine  habits  which  betray  so  lovelily  the  whereabout  of 
women.  All  w^as  formal  and  precise,  like  rooms  which  we 
enter  and  leave — not  those  in  which  we  settle  and  dwell. 

Lucretia  herself  is  changed ;  her  air  is  more  assured,  her 
complexion  more  pale,  the  evil  character  of  her  month 
more  firm  and  pronounced. 

Gabriel,  still  a  mere  boy  in  years,  has  a  premature  look 
of  man.  The  down  shades  his  lips.  His  dress,  though 
showy  and  theatrical,  is  no  longer  that  of  boyhood.  His 
rounded  cheek  has  grown  thin,  as  with  the  care  and 
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thought  which  beset  the  anxious  step  of  youth  on  enter- 
LUfi^  into  life. 

Both,  as  before  remarked,  spoke  in  whispers ;  both  from 
time  to  time  glanced  fearfally  at  the  door ;  both  felt  that 
they  belonged  to  a  hearth  round  which  smile  not  the  jocund 
graces  of  trust  and  love,  and  the  heart's  open  ease. 

**But,"  said  Gabriel — "but  if  you  would  be  safe,  my 
father  must  hare  no  secrets  hid  from  you.'' 

"  I  do  not  know  that  he  has.  He  speaks  to  me  frankly 
of  bis  hopes — of  the  share  he  has  in  the  discovery  of  the 
plot  against  the  First  Consul  —  of  his  interviews  with 
Pierre  Guillot,  the  Breton," 

"Ah,  because  there  your  courage  supports  him,  and 
your  acuteness  -assists  his  own.  Such  secrets  belong  to 
his  public  life — his  political  schemes — with  those  he  will 
trust  you.  It  is  his  private  life — his  private  projects  you 
must  know." 

"  But  what  does  he  conceal  from  me  ?  Apart  from  poli- 
tics, his  whole  mind  seems  bent  on  the  very  natural  object 
of  securing  the  intimacy  with  his  rich  cousin,  Monsieur 
Bellanger,  from  whom  he  has  a  right  to  expect  so  large  an 
inheritance." 

"  Bellanger  is  rich,  but  he  is  not  much  older  than  my 
father. " 
.     "He  has  bad  health." 

"  No,"  said  Gabriel,  with  a  downcast  eye  and  a  strange 
smile — "  he  has  not  bad  health,  but  he  may  not  be  long 
lived." 

"How  do  you  mean  ?"  asked  Lucretia,  sinking  her  voice 
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lato  a  still  lower  whisper,  while  a  shudder,  she  scarce  knew 
why,  passed  over  her  frame. 

''What  does  my  father  do,"  resumed  Gabnel,  "in  that 
room  at  the  top  of  the  house  f  Does  he  tell  yon  t?iai 
secret  ?" 

'*  He  makes  experiments  in  chemistry.  You  know  that 
that  was  always  his  faYorite  study.  Ton  smile  again! 
Gabriel,  do  not  smile  so;  it  appalls  me.  Do  yon  think 
there  is  some  mystery  in  that  chamber  f " 

"  It  matters  not  what  we  think,  belle  m^e — it  matters 
much  what  we  know.  If  I  were  yon,  I  would  know  what 
is  in  that  chamber.  I  repeat,  to  be  safe,  you  must  have 
all  his  secrets  or  none.     Hush,  that  is  his  step  I" 

The  door  handle  turned  noiselessly,  and  Olivier  en* 
tered.  His  look  fell  on  his  son's  face,  which  betrayed 
only  apparent  surprise  at  his  unexpected  return.  He 
then  glanced  at  Lucretia's,  which  was,  as  usnal,  cold  and 
impenetrable. 

'*  Qabrlel,''  said  Dalibard,  gently,  "  I  have  come  in  for 
yon.  I  have  promised  to  take  you  to  spend  the  day  at 
Monsieur  Bellanger's;  you  are  a  great  favorite  with 
Madame.  Come,  my  boy.  I  shall  be  back  soon,  Lucre- 
tia.     I  shall  but  drop  in  to  leave  Gabriel  at  my  cousin's." 

Gabriel  rose  cheerfully,  as  if  only  alive  to  the  expecta- 
tion of  the  bon-bons  and  compliments  he  received  habit- 
ually from  Madame  Bellanger. 

''And  yon  can  take  your  drawing  implements  with  yon," 
continued  Dalibard.  "This  good  Monsieur  Bellanger  has 
given  yon  permission  to  copy  his  Ponssin." 
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*'  His  Poussin  I  Ah,  thai  is  placed  in  his  bed-room,*  ia 
it  not  P'' 

"Yes,"  aniwered  Dalibard,  briefly. 

Gabriel  lifted  his  sharp  bright  eyes  to  his  father's  face. 
Dalibard  tamed  away. 

"  Come  I"  he  said,  with  some  impatience ;  and  the  boy 
took  up  his  hat. 

In  another  minute,  Lacretia  was  alone. 

Alone,  in  an  English  home,  is  a  word  implying  no 
dreary  solitude  to  an  accomplished  woman ;  but  alone  in 
that  foreign  land — alone  in  those  half-furnished,  desolate 
apartments — ^few  books,  no  musical  instruments — no  com- 
panions during  the  day  to  drop  in ; — that  loneliness  was 
wearing.  And  that  mind  so  morbidly  active  I  In  the  old 
Scottish  legend,  the  Spirit  that  serves  the  wizard  must  be 
kept  constantly  employed ;  suspend  its  work  for  a  moment, 
and  it  rends  the  enchanter.  It  is  so  with  minds  that  crave 
for  excitement,  and  live,  without  relief  of  heart  and  affec- 
tion, on  the  hard  tasks  of  the  intellect. 

Lucretia  mused  over  Gabriel's  words  and  warning: 
''To  be  safe,  you  must  know  all  his  secrets  or  none." 
What  was  the  secret  which  Dalibard  had  not  communi- 
cated to  her? 

She  rose,  stole  up  the  cold,  cheerless  stairs,  and  ascended 
to  the  attic  which  Dalibard  bad  lately  hired.  It  was 
locked ;  and  she  observed  that  the  lock  was  small — so 


*  It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  observe  that  bed-chambers  in  Paris, 
when  forming  part  of  the  suite  of  reception  rooms,  are  often  deo- 
Qiated  no  less  elaborately  than  the  other  apartments. 
VOL.  I.— 22 
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small,  that  the  key  might  be  worn  in  a  ring.  She  de- 
scended and  entered  her  husband's  osual  cabinet,  which 
adjoined  the  sitting-room.  All  the  books  which  the  house 
contained  were  there;  a  few  works  on  metaphysics — 
Spinosa  in  especial  —  the  great  Italian  histories,  some 
volumes  (>f  statistics,  many  on  physical  and  mechanical 
philosophy,  and  one  or  two  works  of  biography  and  me- 
moirs : — no  light  literature,  that  grace  and  flower  of  human 
culture — ^that  best  philosophy  of  all,  humanizing  us  with 
gentle  art,  making  us  wise  through  the  humors,  elevated 
through  the  passions,  tender  in  the  affections  of  our  kind ! 
She  took  out  one  of  the  volumes  that  seemed  less  arid  than 
the  rest,  for  she  was  weary  of  her  own  thoughts,  and  began 
to  read.  To  her  surprise,  the  first  passage  she  opened  was 
singularly  interesting,  though  the  title  was  nothing  more 
seductive  than  the  ^'  Life  of  a  Physician  at  Padua,  in  the 
Sixteenth  Century."  It  related  to  that  singular  epoch  of 
terror  in  Italy,  when  some  mysterious  disease,  varying  in  a 
thousand  symptoms,  baffled  all  remedy,  and  long  defied  all 
conjecture — a  disease  attacking  chiefly  the  heads  of  fami- 
lies, father  and  husband — rarely  women.  In  one  city, 
■seven  hundred  husbands  perished,  but  not  one  wife !  The 
disease  was  poison.  The  hero  of  the  memoir  was  one  of 
the  earlier  discoverers  of  the  true  cause  of  this  household 
epidemic.  He  had  been  a  chief  authority  in  a  commission 
of  inquiry.  Startling  were  the  details  given  in  the  work ; 
the  anecdotes,  the  histories,  the  astonishing  craft  brought 
daily  to  bear  on  the  victim,  the  wondrous  perfidy  of  the 
subtle  means,  the  variation  of  the  certain  murder — hero 
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swift  as  epilepsy — ^there  slow  and  wasting  as  long  decline: 
— ^the  lecture  was  absorbing;  and  absorbed  in  the  book 
Lacretia  still  was,  when  she  heard  Dalibard's  voice  behind ; 
he  was  looking  over  her  shoulder. 

"A  strange  selection  for  so  fair  a  student  I  Enfant^  play 
not  with  snch  weapons  ?" 

'*  But  is  this  all  trae  ?" 

''True,  though  scarce  a  fragment  of  the  truth.  The 
physician  was  a  sorry  chemist,  and  a  worse  philosopher. 
He  blundered  in  his  analysis  of  the  means ;  and,  if  I  re- 
member rightly,  he  whines  like  a  priest  at  the  motives  ;  for 
see  yon  not  what  was  really  the  cause  of  this  spreading 
pestilence  ?  It  was  the  Saturnalia  of  the  Weak — a  burst 
of  mocking  license  leigainst  the  Strong :  it  was  more — it 
was  the  innate  force  of  the  individual  waging  war  against 
the  many:*' 

"I  do  not  understand  you." 

"  No  I  In  that  age,  husbands  were,  indeed,  lords  of  the 
household :  they  married  mere  children  for  their  lands ; 
they  neglected  and  betrayed  them  ;  they  were  inexorable  if 
the  wife  committed  the  faults  set  before  her  for  example. 
Suddenly  the  wife  found  herself  armed  against  her  tyrant. 
His  life  was  in  her  hands.  ^So  the  weak  had  no  mercy  on 
the  strong  I  Bat  man,  too,  was  then,  even  more  than  now, 
a  lonely  wrestler  in  a  crowded  arena.  Brute  force  alone 
gave  him  distinction  in  courts  ;  wealth  alone  brought  him 
justice  in  the  halls,  or  gave  him  safety  in  his  home.  Sud- 
denly, the  frail,  puny  man  saw  that  he  could  reach  the 
mortal  part  of  his  giant  foe.     The  noiseless  sling  was  in 
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his  hand  —  it  smote  Goliath  from  afar.  Saddenlj,  the 
poor  man,  ground  to  the  dast,  spat,  upon  by  contempt, 
saw  through  the  crowd  of  richer  kinsmen,  who  shunned 
and  bade  him  rot — saw  those  whose  death  made  him  heir 
to  lordship,  and  gold,  and  palaces,  and  power,  and  esteem  I 
As  a  worm  through  a  wardrobe,  that  man  ate  through 
velvet  and  ermine,  and  gnawed  out  the  hearts  that  beat  in 
his  way.  No  I  A  great  intellect  can  comprehend  these 
criminals,  and  account  for  the  crime.  It  is  a  mighty  thing 
to  feel  in  one's  self  that  one  is  an  atmy — more  than  an 
army  I  What  thousands  and  millions  of  men,  with  trumpet 
and  banner,  and  under  the  sanction  of  glory,  strive  to  do— 
destroy  a  foe^  that,  with  little  more  than  an  effort  of  the 
will — with  a  drop,  a  grain,  for  all  his  arsenal — one  man 
can  do  1" 

There  was  a  horrible  enthusiasm  about  this  reasoning 
devil  as  he  spoke  thus ;  his  crest  rose,  his  breast  expanded. 
That  animation  which  a  noble  thought  gives  to  generous 
hearts,  kindled  in  the  face  of  the  apologist  for  the  darkest 
and  basest  of  human  crimes.  Lucretia  shuddered;  but 
her  gloomy  imagination  was  spelled ;  there  was  an  interest 
mingled  with  her  terror. 

''  Hush  I  you  appall  me,"  /he  said,  at  last,  timidly. 
"But,  happily,  this  fearful  art  exists  no  more  to  tempt 
and  destroy  ?" 

''As  a  mere  philosophical  discovery,  it  might  be  amus- 
ing to  a  chemist  to  learn  exactly  what  were  the  compounds 
of  those  at)(  lent  poisons,"  said  Dalibard,  not  directly  answer** 
ing  the  im|jlietl  question.    ''  Portions  of  the  art  are  iud^^ 
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lost,  anless,  as  I  suspect,  there  is  much  credaloas  exagger- 
ation in  the  accounts  transmitted  to  us.  To  kill  by  a  flower, 
a  pair  of  gloves,  a  soap  ball — kill  by  means  which  elude  all 
possible  suspicion — is  it  credible  ?  What  say  you  ?  An 
amusing  research,  indeed,  if  one  had  leisure  I  But  enough 
of  this  now ;  it  grows  late.     We  dine  with  Monsieur  de 

,     He  wishes  to  let  his  hotel.     Why,  Lucretia,  if  we 

knew  a  little  of  this  old  art,  par  JDieuI  we  could. soon 
hire  the  hotel  I  Well,  well,  perhaps  we  may  survive  my 
cousin,  Jean  Bellanger  I" 

Three  days  afterward,  Lucretia  stood  by  her  husband's 
side  in  the  secret  chamber.  From  the  hour  when  she  left 
it,  a  change  was  perceptible  in  her  countenance,  which 
gradually  removed  from  it  the  character  of  youth.  Paler 
the  cheek  could  scarce  become,  nor  more  cold  the  discon- 
tented, restless  eye.  But  it  was  as  if  some  great  care  had 
settled  on  her  brow,  and  contracted  yet  more  the  stern 
outline  of  the  lips.  Gabriel  noted  the  alteration  ;  but  he 
did  not  attempt  to  win  her  confidence.  He  was  occupied 
rather  in  considering,  first,  if  it  were  well  for  him  to  sound 
deeper  into  the  mystery  he  suspected ;  and,  secondly,  to 
what  extent,  and  on  what  terms,  it  became  his  interest  to 
aid  the  designs  in  which,  by  Dalibard's  hints  and  kindly 
treatment,  he  foresaw  that  he  was  meant  to  participate. 

A  word  now  on  the  rich  kinsman  of  the  Dalibards:  Jean 

Bellanger  had  been  one  of  those  prudent  republicans  who 

had  put  the  Revolution  to  profit     By  birth  a  Marseillais, 

— he  had  settled  in  Paris,  as  an  epicier,  about  the  year 

It 85,  and  had  distinguished  himself  by  the  adaptability  and 

22*  B 
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finesse  which  become  those  who  fish  in  such  troubled  waters. 
He  had  sided  with  Mirabeau,  next  with  Yergniaud,  and  the 
Girondins.  These  he  forsook  iu  time  for  Dan  ton,  whose 
facile  corruptibility  made  him  a  seductive  patron.  He  was 
a  large  purchaser  in  the  sale  of  the  emigrant  property ;  he 
obtained  a  contract  for  the  supply  of  the  army  in  the 
Netherlands ;  he  abandoned  Danton  as  he  had  abandoned 
the  Girondins,  but  without  taking  any  actiye  part  in  the 

4 

after  proceedings  of  the  Jacobins.  His  next  connection 
was  with  Tallien  and  Barras,  and  he  enriched  himself  yet 
more  under  the  Directory  than  he  had  done  in  the  earlier 
stages  of  the  Revolution.  Under  cover  of  an  appearance 
of  bonhomie  and  good  humor,  a  frank  laugh  and  open 
countenance,  Jean  Bellanger  had  always  retained  general 
popularity  and  good  will ;  and  was  one  of  those  whom  the 
policy  of  the  First  Consul  led  him  to  conciliate.  He  had 
long  since  retired  from  the  more  vulgar  departments  of 
trade,  but  continued  to  flourish  as  an  army  contractor.  He 
had  a  large  hotel  and  a  splendid  establishment.  He  was 
one  of  the  great  capitalists  of  Paris.  The  relationship 
between  Dalibard  and  Bellanger  was  not  very  close,  it  was 
that  of  cousiiis  twice  removed ;  and  during  Dalibard 's  pre- 
vious residence  at  Paris,  each  embracing  different  parties, 
and  each  eager  in  his  career,  the  blood-tie  between  them 
had  not  been  much  thought  of,,  though  they  were  good 
friends,  and  each  respected  the  other  for  the  discretion 
with  which  he  had  kept  aloof  from  the  more  sanguinary 
excesses  of  the  time.  As  Bellanger  was  not  many  years 
older  than  Dalibard,  as  the  former  had  but  just  married  in 
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the  year/lTQl,  and  had  naturally  before  him  the  proBpect 
of  a  family — as  his  fortunes  at  that  time,  though  rising, 
were  unconfirmed,  and  as  some  nearer  relations  stood  be- 
tween them,  in  the  shape  of  two  promising  sturdy  nephews, 
Dalibard  had  not  then  calculated  on  any  inheritance  from 
his  cousin.  On  his  return,  circumstances  were  widely 
altered — Bell  anger  had  been  married  some  years,  and  no 
issue  had  blessed  his  nuptials.  His  nephews,  draughted 
into  the  conscription,  had  perished  in  Egypt.  Dalibard 
apparently  became  his  nearest  relative. 

To  avarice  or  to  worldly  ambition  there  was,  undonbt* 
edly,  something  very  dazzling  in  the  prospectthus  opened 
to  the  eyes  of  Olivier  Dalibard.  The  contractor's  splendid 
mode  of  living,  vying  with  that  of  the  fermier'g^n^ral  of 
old,  the  colossal  masses  of  capital,  by  which  he  backed 
and  supported  speculations  that  varied  with  an  ingenuity 
rendered  practical  and  profound  by  experience,  inflamed 
into  fever  the  morbid  restlessness  of  fancy  and  intellect 
which  characterized  the  evil  scholar.  For  that  restless- 
ness seemed  to  supply  to  his  nature  vices  not  constitu- 
tional to  it.  Dalibard  had  not  the  avarice  tliat  belongs 
either  to  a  miser  or  a  spendthrift.  In  his  youth,  his  books 
and  the  simple  desires  of  an  abstract  student  sufficed  to  his 
wants,  and  a  habit  of  method  and  order,  a  mechanical  cal- 
culation which  accompanied  all  his  acts,  from  the  least  to 
the  greatest — preserved  him,  even  when  most  poor,  from 
ifcejdiness  and  want.  Nor  was  he  by  nature  vain  and  os- 
tentatious— ^those  infirmities  accompany  a  larger  and  more 
luxuriant  nature.     His  philosophy  rather  despised,  than 
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inclined  to  show.  Yet  since  to  plot  and  to  scheme  made 
bis  sole  amasement,  his  absorbing  excitement, — so  a  man 
wrapped  in  himself,  and  with  no  generous  ends  in  view, 
has  little  to  plot  or  to  scheme  for,  but  objects  of  worldly 
aggrandizement  In  this,  Dalibard  resembled  one  whom 
the  intoxication  of  gambling  has  mastered,  who  neither 
wants,  nor  greatly  prizes,  the  stake,  but  who  has  grown 
wedded  to  the  venture  for  it.  It  was  a  madness  like  that 
of  a  certain  rich  nobleman  in  oar  own  country,  who,  with 
more  money  than  he  could  spend,  and  with  a  skill,  in  all 
games  where  skill  enters,  that  would  have  secured  him  suc- 
cess of  itself, — having  learned  the  art  of  cheating,  could 
not  resist  its  indulgence.  No  hazard,  no  warning,  could 
restrain  him — cheat  he  must — the  propensity  became  iron- 
strong  as  a  Greek  destiny. 

That  the  possible  chance  of  an  inheritance  so  magnifi* 
cent  should  dazzle  Lucretia  and  Gabriel,  was  yet  more 
natural ;  for  in  them  it  appealed  to  more  direct  and  elo- 
quent, though  not  m#re  powerful,  propensities.  Gabriel 
had  every  vice  which  the  greed  of  gain  most  irritates  and 
excites.  iQtense  covetousness  lay  at  the  core  of  his  heart ; 
he  had  the  sensual  temperament  which  yearns  for  every 
enjoyment,  and  takes  pleasure  in  every  pomp  and  show  of 
life.  Lucretia,  with  a  hardness  of  mind  that  disdained 
luxury,  and  a  certain  grandeur  (if  such  a  word  may  be 
applied  to  one  so  perverted)  that  was  incompatible  with 
the  sordid  infirmities  of  the  miser,  had  a  determined  anfl 
insatiable  ambition  to  which  gold  was  a  necessary  instrn- 
ment.     Wedded  to  one  she  loved,  like  Mainwaripg,  the 
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ambition,  as  we  hare  said  in  a  former  chapter,  coald  hate 
lived  in  another,  and  become  devoted  to  intellectaal  efforts, 
m  the  nobler  desire  for  power  based  on  fame  and  genius. 
Bat  now  she  had  the  gloomy  cravings  of  one  fallen,  and 
(he  uneasy  desire  to  restore  herself  to  a  lost  position — she ' 
fed  as  an  aliment  upon  scorn  to  bitterness,  of  all  beings 
and  all  things  around  her.  She  was  gnawed  by  that  false 
fever  which  riots  in  those  who  seek  by  outward  seemings 
and  distinctions  to  console  themselves  for  the  want  of  their 
own  self-esteem ;  or  who,  despising  the  world  with  which 
they  are  brought  in  contact,  sigh  for  those  worldly  ad- 
vantages, which  alone  justify  to  the  world  itself  their 
contempt. 

To  these  diseased  infirmities  of  vanity  or  pride,  whether 
exhibited  in  Gabriel  or  Lucretia,  Dalibard  administered 
without  apparent  effort,  not  only  by  his  conversation,  but 
his  habits  of  life.  He  mixed  with  those  much  wealthier 
than  himself,  but  not  better  born — those  who,  in  the  hot 
and  fierce  ferment  of  that  new  sociell^,  were  rising  fast  into 
new  aristocracy, —  fortunate  soldiers,  daring  speculators, 
plunderers  of  many  an  argosy  that  had  been  wrecked  in 
the  Great  Storm.  Every  one  about  them  was  actuated  by 
the  keen  desire  ^'  to  make  a  fortune  " —  the  desire  was  con* 
tagious.  They  were  not  absolutely  poor  in  the  proper 
sense  of  the  word  poverty,  with  Dalibard's  annuity  and  the 
interest  of  Lncretia's  fortune,  but  they  were  poor  com* 
pared  to  those  with  whom  they  associated — poor  enough 
for  discontent.  Thus,  the  image.of  the  mighty  wealth  from, 
which,  perhaps,  but  a  single  life  divided  them,  became  hor- 
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ribly  hannting.  To  GabriePs  seusual  vision,  the  image  pre- 
sented itself  in  the  shape  of  unlimited  pleasure  and  prodigal 
riot ;  to  Lucretia,  it  were  the  solemn  majesty  of  power ; 
to  Dalibard  himself,  it  was  but  the  Eureka  of  a  calculation 
—the  palpable  reward  of  wile,  and  scheme,  and  dextrous 
combinations.  The  devil  had  temptations  suited  to  each. 
Meanwhile,  the  Dalibards  were  more  and  more  with  the 
Bellangers.  Olivier  glided  in  to  talk  of  the  chances  and 
changes  of  the  state  and  the  market.  Lucretia  sate  for 
hours,. listening  mutely  to  the  contractor's  boasts  of  past 
frauds,  or  submitting  to  the  martyrdom  of  his  victorious 
games  at  tric-trac.  Oabriel,  a  spoiled  darling,  copied  the 
pictures  on  the  walls,  complimented  Madame,  flattered  Mon- 
sieur,  and  fawned  on  both  for  trinkets  and  crowns.  Like 
three  birds  of  night  and  omen,  these  three  evil  natures 
settled  on  the  rich  man's  roof. 

Was  the  rich  man  himself  blind  to  the  motives  which 
budded  forth  into  such  attentive  affection  ?  His  penetra- 
tion was  too  acute — Uts  ill  opinion  of  mankind  too  strong, 
perhaps,  for  such  amiable  self*delusions.  But  he  took  all 
in  good  part,  availed  himself  of  Dalibard's  hints  and  sug- 
gestions as  to  the  employment  of  his  capital ;  was  polite 
to  Lucretia,  and  readily  condemned  her  to  be  beaten  at 
tric-trac,  while  he  accepted  with  bonhomie  GabriePs  spirited 
copies  of  his  pictures.  But  at  times  there  was  a  gleam  of 
satire  and  malice  in  his  round  gray  eyes,  and  an  inward 
chuckle  at  the  caresses  and  flatteries  he  received,  which 
perplexed  Dalibard,  and  (lumbled  Lucretia.  Had  his 
wealth  been  wholly  at  his  own  disposal,  these  signs  would 
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have  been  inauspicious,  bat  the  new  law  was  strict,  and 
the  bulk  of  Belianger's  property  could  not  be  alienated 
from  his  nearest  kin.     Was  not  Dalibard  the  nearest  ? 

These  hopes  and  speculations  did  not,  as  we  have  seen, 
absorb  the  restless  and  rank  energies  of  Dalibard's  crooked, 
but  capacious  and  grasping  intellect.  Patiently  and  in- 
geniously he  pursued  his  main  political  object — the  detec- 
tion of  that  audacious  and  complicated  conspiracy  against 
the  First  Consul,  which  ended  in  the  tragic  deaths  of 
Pichegru,  the  Due  d'Enghien,  and  the  erring  but  illus- 
trious hero  of  La  Yend^e,  George  Cadoudal.  In  the 
midst  of  these  dark  plots  for  personal  aggrandizement 
and  political  fortune,  we  leave,  for  the  moment,  the  somber 
sullen  soul  of  Olivier  Dalibard. 

^p  ^^  I  •!■  ^h  ^h  ^^ 

♦  «  «  ♦  « 

♦  ♦♦♦♦♦ 

Time  has  passed  on,  and  Spring  is  over  the  world ;  the 
seeds,  buried  in  the  e^rth,  burst  to  flower;  but  man's 
breast  knoweth  not  the  sweet  division  of  the  seasons.  In 
winter  or  summer,  autumn  or  spring  alike,  his  thoughts 
sow  the  germs  of  his  actions,  and  day  after  day  his  destiny 
gathers  in  her  harvests. 

The  joy-bells  ring  clear  through  the  groves  of  Laughton 
— an  heir  is  born  to  the  old  name  and  fair  lands  of  St. 
John !  And,  as  usual,  the  present  race  welcomes  merrily 
in  that  which  shall  succeed  and  replace  it — that  which 
shall  thrust  the  enjoyers  down  into  the  black  graves  and 
wrest  from  them  the  pleasant  goods  of  the  world.     The 
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joy-bell  of  birth  is  a  note  of  warning  to  the  knell  for  the 
dead ;  it  wakes  the  worms  beneath  the  mould ;  the  new- 
born, every  year  that  it  grows  aud  flourishes,  speeds  the 
Parent  to  their  feast.  Yet  who  can  predict  that  the  in- 
fant shall  become  the  heir  ? — who  can  tell  that  Death  sits 
not  side  by  side  with  the  nurse  at  the  cradle  ?  Can  the 
mother'd  hand  measure  out  the  woof  of  the  Pares,  or  the 
father's  eye  detect,  through  the  darkness  of  the  morrow, 
the  gleam  of  the  fatal  shears  f 

It  is  market-day  at  a  town  in  the  midland  districts  of 
England.  There,  Trade  takes  its  healthiest  and  most  ani- 
mated form.  You  see  not  the  stunted  form  and  hollow 
eye  of  the  mechanic — poor<  slave  of  the  capitalist — poor 
agent  and  victim  of  the  arch  disequalizer — Civilization. 
There,  strides  the  burly  form  of  the  farmer ;  there,  waits 
the  ruddy  hind  with  his  flock ;  there,  patient,  sits  the  miller 
with  his  samples  of  corn ;  there,  in  the  booths,  gleam  the 
bumble  wares  which  form  the  luxuries  of  cottage  aud  farm. 
The  thronging  of  men,  and  the  clacking  of  whips,  and  the 
dull  sound  of  wagon  or  dray,  that  parts  the  crowd  as  it 
passes,  and  the  lowing  of  herds  and  the  bleating  of  sheep, 
all  are  sounds  of  movement  and  bustle,  yet  blend  with  the 
pastoral  associations  of  the  Primitive  Commerce,  when  the 
link  between  market  and  farm  was  visible  and  direct. 

Toward  one  large  house  in  the  center  of  the  brisk  life 
ebbing  on  you  might  see  stream  after  stream  pour  its  way. 
The  large  doors  swinging  light  on  their  binges,  the  gilt 
letters  that  shine  abdve  the  threshold,  the  windows,  with 
their  shatters  outside  cased  in  iron  and  studded  with  nails* 
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announce  that  that  house  is  the  bank  of  the  town.  Come 
in  with  that  yeoman,  whose  broad  face  teHs  its  tale,  sheep- 
ish and  down-eyed — ^he  has  come  not  to  invest,  bat  to  bor- 
row. What  matters,  war  is  breaking  oat  anew,  to  bring 
the  time  of  high  prices,  and  paper  money,  and  credit 
Honest  yeoman,  you  will  not  be  refused.  He  scratches 
his  rough  head,  pulls  a  leg,  as  he  calls  it,  when  the  clerk 
leans  over  the  counter,  and  asks  to  see  "  Muster  Mawner- 
ing  hisself."  The  clerk  points  to  the  little  office- room  oi 
the  new  junior  partner,  who  hafi  brought  ten  thousand 
pounds,  and  a  clear  head,  to  the  firm.  And  the  yeoman'ks 
great  boots  creak  heavily  in.  I  told  yoo  so,  honest  yeo- 
man ;  you  coiQe  out  with  a  smile  on  your  brown  face,  and 
your  hand,  that  might  fell  an  ox,  buttons  up  your  hoge 
breeches-pocket.  You  will  ride  home  with  a  light  heart- 
go  and  dine,  and  be  merry. 

The  yeoman  tramps  to  the  Ordinary;  plates  clatter, 
tongues  wag ;  and  the  borrower's  full  heart  finds  vent  In  a 
good  word  for  that  kind  **  Muster  Mawnering."  For  a 
wonder,  all  join  in  the  praise.  ''He's  an  honor  to  the 
town ;  he's  a  pride  to  the  country — thof  he's  such  a  friend 
at  a  pinch,  he's  a  rale  mon  of  business  I  He'll  make  the 
baunk  worth  a  million  !^-and  how  well  he  spoke  at  the 
great  county  meeting  about  the  war,  and  the  laund,  and 
them  blood-thirsty  Mounseers  I  If  their  members  were 
loike  him.  Muster  Fox  would  look  small  I" 

The  day  declines ;  the  town  empties — whiskies,  horses, 

and  carts  are  giving  life  to  the  roads^and  the  lanes — and 

the  market  is  deserted,  and  the  bank  is  shut  up,  and  WQf 
VOL.  I. — 23 
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liam  Main  waring  walks  back  to  his  home  at  the  skirts  of 
the  town — not  villa  nor  cottage — that  plain  English  honse 
with  its  cheerfal  face  of  red  brick,  and  its  solid  squareness 
of  shape — a  symbol  of  substance  in  the  fortunes  of  the 
owner  I  Yet,  as  he  passes,  he  sees  through  the  distant 
trees  the  hall  of  the  member  for  the  town.  He  pauses 
a  moment,  and  sighs  un quietly.  That  pause  and  that 
sigh  betray  the  germ  of  ambition  and  discontent.  Why 
should  not  he,  who  can  speak  so  well,  be  member  for  the 
town,  instead  of  that  stammering  squire  ?  But  his  reason 
has  soon  silenced  the  querulous  murmur.  He  hastens  his 
step — he  is  at  home!  And  there,  in  the  neat  furnished 
drawing-room,  which  looks  on  the  garden  behind,  hisses 
the  welcoming  tea-urn ;  and  the  piano  is  open,  and  there 
is  a  packet  of  new  books  on  the  table :  and,  best  of  all, 
there  is  the  glad  face  of  the  sweet  English  wife.  The 
happy  scene  was  characteristic  of  the  time,  just  when  the 
simpler  and  more  innocent  luxuries  of  the  higher  class 
spread,  not  to  spoil,  but  refine  the  middle.  The  dress, 
air,  mien,  movements  of  the  young  couple ;  the  unassum- 
ing, suppressed,  sober  elegance  of  the  house ;  the  flower- 
garden,  the  books,  and  the  music,  evidences  of  cultivated 
taste,  not  signals  of  display, — all  bespoke  the  gentle  fusion 
of  ranks,  before  rude  and  uneducated  wealth,  made  in  looms 
and  lucky  hits,  rushed  in  to  separate  forever  the  gentlemati 
from  the  parvenu. 

Spring  smiles  over  Paris,  over  the  spires  of  N6tre  Dame 
and  the  crowded  aljeys  of  the  Tuileries,  over  thousands  and 
thousands  eager,  joyous,  asp^'ring,  reckless — the  New  Race 
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of  France — boand  to  one  man's  destiny,  children  of  glory 
and  of  carnage,  whose  blood  the  wolf  and  the  vultare 
ficent,  hnngrj,  from  afar ! 

The  conspiracy  against  the  life  of  the  First  Consul  has 
been  detected  and  defeated.  Pichegm  is  in  prison,  George 
Gadoadal  awaits  his  trial,  the  Dae  d'Enghien  sleeps  in  his 
bloody  grave ;  the  imperial  crown  is  prepared  for  the 
great  soldier,  and  the  great  soldier's  creatures  bask  in  the 
noonday  son.  Olivier  Dalibard  is  in  high  and  lucrative 
employment :  his  rise  is  ascribed  to  his  talents — his  opin- 
ions. No  service  connected  with  the  detection  of  the  con- 
spiracy is  traced  or  traceable  by  the  public  eye.  If  such 
exist,  it  is  known  but  to  those  who  have  no  desire  to  reveal 
it.  The  old  apartments  are  retained ;  but  they  are  no 
longer  dreary,  and  comfortless,  and  deserted.  They  are 
gay  with  draperies,  and  or-molu,  and  mirrors ;  and  Madame 
Dalibard  has  her  nights  of  reception,  and  Monsieur  Dali- 
bard  has  already  his  troops  of  clients.  In  that  gigantic 
concentration  of  egotism  which,  under  Napoleon,  is  called 
The  State,  Dalibard  has  found  his  place.  He  has  served 
to  swell  the  power  of  the  unit,  and  the. cipher  gains  im- 
portance by  its  position  in  the  sum. 

Jean  Bellanger  is  no  more.  He  died,  not  suddenly, 
and  ^et  of  some  quick  disease — nervous  exhaustion :  his 
schemes,  they  said,  had  worn  him  out.  But  the  state  of 
Dalibard,  though  prosperous,  is  not  that  of  the  heir  to  the 
dead  millionaire.  What  mistake  is  this  ?  The  bulk  of 
that  wealth  must  go  to  the  nearest  kin — so  runs  the  law 
But  the  will  is  read;  and,  for  the  first  time,  Olivier  Dali* 
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bftfd  learns  that  the  dead  man  had  a  8on-^a  son  bj  a  f<MS 
mer  marriage — ^the  marriage  undeclared,  unknown,  amid 
the  riot  of  the  Rerolution ;  for  the  wife  was  the  daughter 
of  a  proscriL  The  son  had  been  reared  at  a  distance, 
put  to  school  at  Lyons,  and  unavowed  to  the  second  wife, 
who  had  brought  an  ample  dow^,  and  whom  that  dis- 
covery might  have  deterred  from  the  altar.  Unacknowl- 
edged through  life — in  death,  at  least,  the  son's  rights  are 
proclaimed :  and  Olivier  Dalibard  feels  that  Jean  Bellan- 
ger  has  died  in  vain  I  For  days  has  the  pale  Proven9al 
been  closeted  with  lawyers ;  but  there  is  no  hope  in  litiga- 
tion. The  proofs  of  the  marriage,  the  birth,  the  identity, 
come  out  clear  and  clearer;  and  the  beardless  schoolboy 
at  Lyons  reaps  all  the  profit  of  those  nameless  schemes 
and  that  mysterious  death.  Olivier  Dalibard  desires  the 
friendship — the  intimacy  of  the  heir.  But  the  heir  is  con- 
signed to  the  guardianship  of  a  merchant  at  Lyons,  near 
of  kin  to  his  mother — and  the  guardian  responds  but 
coldly  to  Olivier^s  letters.  Suddenly  the  defeated  aspirant 
seems  reconciled  to  his  loss.  The  widow  Bellanger  has 
her  own  separate  fortuue ;  and  it  is  large,  beyond  expec- 
tation. In  addition  to  the  wealth  she  brought  the  de- 
ceased, his  affection  had  led  him  to  invest  vast  sums  in  her 
name.  The  widow,  then,  is  rich — rich  as  the  heir  himself. 
She  is  still  fair.  Poor  woman,  she  needs  consolation  I 
But,  meanwhile,  the  nights  of  Olivier  Dalibard  are  dis- 
turbed and  broken.  His  eye,  in  the  daytime,  is  haggard 
and  anxious;  he  is  seldom  seen  on  foot  in  the  streets. 
Fear  is  his  companion  by  day^  and  sits  at  night  on  his 
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l^llow.  The  Chotian,  Pierre  Gaillot,  who  looked  to  George 
Cadoadal  as  a  go4»  knows  that  George  Cadoudai  has  been 
hetrayedy  and  suspects  Olivier  Dalibard ;  and  the  Chouan 
has  an  arm  of  iron  and  a  heart  steeled  against  all  mercy. 
Oh  how  the  pale  scholar  thirsted  for  that  Chouan's  blood  I 
With  what  relentless  pertinacity,  with  what  ingenions  re« 
search  he  had  seit  all  the  hoands  of  the  police  upon  the 
track  of  that  single  man  I  How  notably  he  had  failed  I 
An  avenger  lived ;  and  Olivier  Dalibard  started  at  his  own 
shadow  on  the  wall  Bnt  he  did  not  the  less  continue  to 
plot  and  to  intrigae— nay,  such  occupation  became  more 
Qecessary,  as  an  escape  from  himself. 

And.  in  the  mean  while,  Olivier  Dalibard  sought  to  take 
courage  from  the  recollection  that  the  Gkouan  had  taken 
an  oath  (and  he  knew  that  oaths  are  held  sacred  with  the 
Bretons)  that  he  would  keep  his  hand  from  his  knife,  un- 
less he  had  clear  evidence  of  treachery; — such  evidence 
existed,  but  only  in  Dalibard's  desk,  or  the  archives  of 
Fouch^.  Tush,  he  was  safe !  And  so,  .when  from  dreams 
Qf  fear  he  started  at  the  depth  of  night,  so  his  bolder  wife 
would  whisper  to  him  with  firm  uncaressing  lips :  ''  Olivier 
Dalibard,  thou  fearest  the  living,  dost  thou  never  fear  the 
dead?  Thy  dreams  are  haunted  with  a  specter.  Why 
takes  it  not  the  accusing  shape  of  thy  mouldering  kins- 
man ?''  Dalibard  would  have  answered,  for  he  was  a  phi- 
losopher in  his  cowardice :  ^^H  n*y  a-que  lea  mort$,  qui  ne 
reviennent  pas.^^ 

It  is  the  notable  convenience  of  us  narrators  to  repre- 

•ent^  by  what  is  called  Boliloquy^  the  thoughts — the  interior 

23* 
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of  the  personages  we  describe.  And  this  is  almost  the 
master-work  of  the  tale-teller — that  is,  if  the  soliloquy  be 
really  in  wonls,  what^  self-commune  is  in  the  dim  and 
tangled  recesses  of  the  human  heart  1  But  to  this  privi- 
lege we  are  rarely  admitted  in  the  case  of  Olivier  Dali- 
bard ;  for  he  rarely  communed  with  himself;  a  sort  of 
mental  calculation,  it  is  true,  eternally  went  on  within  him, 
like  the  wheels  of  a  destiny ;  but  it  had  become  a  mechan- 
ical operation — seldom  disturbed  by  that  consciousness  of 
thought,  with  its  struggles  of  fear  and  doubt,  conscience 
and  crime,  which  gives  its  appalling  interest  to  the  solilo- 
quy of  tragedy  Amid  the  tremendous  secrecy  of  that 
profound  intellect,  as  at  the  bottom  of  a  sea,  only  mon- 
strous images  of  terror,  things  of  prey,  stirred  in  cold- 
blooded and  devouring  life ;  but  into  these  deeps  Olivier 
himself  did  not  dive.  He  did  not  face  his  own  soul ;  his 
outer  life  and  his  inner  life  seemed  separate  individualties, 
just  as,  in  some  complicated  state,  the  social  machine  goes 
on  through  all  its  numberless  cycles  of  vice  and  dread, 
whatever  the  acts  of  the  government,  which  is  the  repre- 
sentative of  the  state,  and  stands  for  the  state  in  the  shal^ 
low  judgment  of  history. 

Before  this  time  Olivier  Dalibard's  manner  to  his  son 
had  greatly  changed  from  the  indifference  it  betrayed  in 
England :  it  was  kind  and  affectionate,  almost  caressing ; 
while  on  the  other  h'and,  Gabriel,  as  if  in  possession  of 
some  secret  which  gave  him  power  over  his  father,  took  a 
more  careless  and  independent  tone,  often  absented  him- 
self from  the  house  for  days  together,  joined  the  revelv  of 
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young  profligates  older  than  himself,  with  whom  he  had 
formed  acquaintance,  indulged  in  spendthrift  expenses., 
and  plunged  prematurely  into  the  stream  of  vicious  pleas- 
ure  that  oozed  through  the  mud  of  Paris. 

One  morning,  Dalibard,  returning  from  a  visit  to 
Madame  Bellanger,.  found  Gabriel  alone  in  the  salon, 
contemplating  his  fair  face  and  gay  dress  in  one  of  the 
mirrors,  and  smoothing  down  the  hair,  which  he  wore  long 
and  sleek,  as  in  the  portraits  of  Raffaelle.  Dalibard's 
lip  curled  at  the  boy's  coxcombry,  though  such  tastes  he 
himself  had  fostered,  according  to  his  ruling  principles, 
that  to  govern,  you  must  find  a  foible,  or  instill  it ;  but  the 
sneer  changed  into  a  smile. 

"Are  you  satisfied  with  jonvself,  jolt  gargonV^  he  said, 
with  saturnine  playfulness. 

''At  least,  sir,  I  hope  that  you  will  not  be  ashamed  of 
me  when  you  formally 'legitimatize  me  as  your  son.  The 
time  has^  come,  you  kuow,  to  keep  your  promise." 

''And  it  shall  be  kept,  do  not  fear.  But  first,  I  have 
an  employment  for  you — a  mission — ^your  first  embassy, 
Gabriel." 

"I  listen,  sir." 

"I  have  to  send  to  England  a  communication  of  the 
utmost  importance  —  public  importance — to  the  secret 
agent  of  the  French  government.  We  are  on  the  eve  of  a 
descent  on  England.  We  are  in  correspondence  with  some 
in  London  on  whom  we  count  for  support.  A  man  might 
be  suspected  and  searched — mind,  searched.  You,  a  boy, 
with  English  name  and  speech,  will  be  my  safest  envoy. 
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Bonaparte  approTes  my  selection.  On  yonr  retnrn,  h« 
pennits  me  to  present  yon  to  him.  He  loTes  tke  rising 
generation.    In  a  few  days,  you  will  be  prepared  to  start" 

Despite  the  calm  tone  of  the  father,  so  had  the  son,  from 
the  instinct  of  fear  and  self-preservation,  studied  every 
aecent^  every  glance  of  Olivier — so  .had  he  constitnted 
himself  a  spy  upon  the  heart  whose  perfidy  was  ever 
armed,  that  he  detected  at  once,  in  the  proposal,  some 
scheme  hostile  to  his  interests.  He,  made,  however,  no 
opposition  to  the  plan  suggested ;  and,  seemingly  satisfied 
with  his  obedience,  the  father  dismissed  him. 

As  soon  as  he  was  in  the  streets,  Oabriel  went  straight 
to  the  house  of  Madame  Bellanger.  The  hotel  had  been 
purchased  in  her  name,  and  she  therefore  retained  it. 
Since  her  husband's  death,  he  had  avoided  that  house^ 
before  so  familiar  to  him ;  and  now  he  grew  pale,  and 
breathed  hard,  as  he  passed  by  the  porter's  lodge  up  the 
lofty  stairs. 

He  knew  of  his  father's  recent  and  constant  visits  at  the 
house;  and,  without  conjecturing  precisely  what  were 
Olivier's  designs,  he  connected  them,  in  the  natural  and 
acquired  shrewdness  he  possessed,  with  the  wealthy  widow. 
He  resolved  to  watch,  observe,  and  draw  his  own  conclu- 
sions. As  he  entered  Madame  Bellanger's  room  rather 
abruptly,  he  observed  her  push  aside  among  her  papers 
something  she  had  been  gazing  on -«- something  which 
sparkled  to  his  eyes.  He  sate  himself  down  close  to  her 
with  the  caressing  manner  he  usually  adopted  toward  wo- 
men ;  and  in  the  midst  of  the  babbling  talk  with  which 
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ladies  generally  honor  boys,  he  saddeDlj,  as  if  by  accident, 
displaced  the  papers,  and  saw  his  father's  miniature  sel  in 
brilliants.  The  start  of  the  widow,  her  blush,  and  her  ex- 
clamation, strengthened  the  light  that  flashed  upon  his 
mind.  "  0-ho,  I  see  now,"  he  said,  laughing,  "  why  my 
father  is  always  praising  black  hair;  and — nay,  nay — 
gentlemen  may  admire  ladies  in  Paris,  surely  I" 

''  Pooh,  my  dear  child,  your  faliier  is  an  old  friend  of 
my  poor  husband's,  and  a  near  relation  too  1  But,  Gabriel, 
rmon  petit  angei  you  had  better  not  say  at  home  that  yon 
have  seen  this  picture, — Madame  Dalibard  might  be  foolish 
enough  to  be  angry."        , 

"  To  be  sure  not  I  have  kept  a  secret  before  now  1" 
and  again  the  boy's  -cheek  grew  pale,  and  he  looked  hur- 
riedly round. 

''And  you  are  very  fond  of  Madame  Dalibard,  too,  sa 
you  must  not  vex  her." 

"Who  says  I'm  fond  of  Madame  Dalibard? — a  step- 
mother 1" 

"  Why,  your  father,  of  course — il  est  si  ban — ce  pauvre 
Dalibard  ;  and  all  men  like  cheerful  faces ;  but  then,  poor 
lady  ^- an  Englishwoman  so  strange  here, —  very  natural 
she  should  fret,  and  with  bad  health,  too." 

"  Bad  health  I  ah,  I  remember ! — she  also  does  not  seem 
likely  to  live  long  1"    , 

"  So  your  poor  father  apprehends.  Well,  well,  how 
uncertain  life  is!  Who  would  have  thought  dear  Bel- 
langer  would  have " 

Gabriel  rose  hastily,  and  interrupted  the  widow's  pathctio 
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reflections.    "  I  only  ran  in  to  say,  Bon  jour,   I  mnst  leave 
you  now." 

"Adieu,  my  dear  boy — not  a  word  on  the  miniature  1 
By-the-by,  here's  a  shirt-pin  for  you — tu  esjoli  comme  un 
amour. ^^ 

All  was  now  clear  to  Gabriel — it  was  necessary  to  get 
rid  of  him,  and  forever  I  Dalibard  might  dread  his  at- 
tachment to  Lncretia — he  would  dread  still  more  his  closer 
intimacy  with  the  widow  of  Bellanger,  should  that  widow 
wed  again,  and  Dalibard — freed  like  her  (by  what  means  f) 
— ^be  her  choice  I  Into  that  abyss  of  wickedness,  fathomless 
to  the  innocent,  the  young  villainous  eye  plunged,  and  sur- 
veyed the  ground ;  a  terror  seized  on  him — a  terror  of  life 
and  death.  Would  Dalibard  spare  even  his  own  son,  if 
that  son  had  the  power  to  injure  ?  This  mission — was  it 
exile  only  ? — only  a  fall  back  to  the  old  squalor  of  his 
uncle's  studio  ? — only  the  laying  aside  of  a  useless  tool-r- 
or  was  it  a  snare  to  the  grave  ?  Demon  as  Dalibard  was, 
doubtless  the  boy  wronged  him.  But  guilt  construes  guilt 
for  the  worst. 

Gabriel  had  formerly  enjoyed  the  thought  to  match  him- 
self, should  danger  come,  with  Dalibard';  the  hour  had 
come,  and  he  felt  his  impotence.  Brave  his  father,  and 
refuse  to  leave  France  I  from  that  even  his  reckless  hardi- 
hood shrank  as  from  inevitable  destruction.  But  to  de- 
part— ^be  the  poor  victim  and  dupe ;  after  having  been  let 
loose  among  the  riot  of  pleasure,  to  return  to  labor  and 
privation — from  that  option  his  vanity  and  his  senses  vin- 
dictively revolted.     And  Lncretia  I — the  only  being  who 
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seemed  to  have  a  haman  kindness  to  him  I — ^through  ail 
the  vicioQS  egotism  of  his  nature,  he  had  some  grateful 
sentiments  for  her  I — and  even  the  egotism  assisted  that 
unwonted  amiability,  for  he  felt  that,  Lucretia  gone,  he 
had  no  hold  on  his  father's  house — that  the  home  of  her 
successor  nerer  would  be  his.  While  thus  brooding,  he 
lifted  his  eyes  and  saw  Dalibard  pass  in  his  carriage 
toward  the  Tuileries.  The  house,  then,  was  clear — he 
could  see  Lucretia  alone.  He  formed  his  resolution  at  once, 
and  turned  homeward.  As  he  did  so,  he  observed  a  man 
at  the  angle  of  the  street,  whose  eyes  followed  Dalibard's 
carriage  with  an  expression  of  unmistakable  hate  and  re- 
venge; but  scarcely  had  he  marked  the  countenance,. before 
the  man,  looking  hurriedly  round,  darted  away  and  was 
lost  among  the  crowd. 

Now,  that  countenance  was  not  quite  unfamiliar  to 
Gabriel.  He  had  seen  it  before,  as  he  saw  it  now, — hastily, 
and,  as  it  were,  by  fearful  snatches.  Once  he  had  marked, 
on  returning  home  at  twilight,  a  figure  lurking  by  the  house 
— and  something  in  the  quickness  with  which  it  turned 
from  his  gaze,  joined  to  his  knowledge  of  Dalibard's  ap- 
prehensions, made  him  mention  the  circumstance  to  his 
father,  when  he  entered.  Dalibard  bade  him  hasten  with 
a  note,  written  hurriedly,  to  an  agent  of  the  police,  whom 
he  kept  lodged  near  at  hand.  The  man  was  still  on  the 
threshold  when  the  boy  went  out  on  this  errand,  and  he 
jaught  a  glimpse  of  his  face ;  but  before  the  police  agent 
reached  the  spot,  the  ill- omened  apparition  had  vanished. 
Gabriel. now,  as  his  eye  rested  full  upon  that  threatening 
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brow,  and  tbose  burning  eyes,  was  convinced  that  he  saw 
before  him  the  terrible  Pierre  Gaillot,  whose  very  name 
blanched  his  father's  cheek.  When  the  figure  retreated, 
he  resolved  at  once  to  pnrsne.  He  harried  throagh  the 
crowd  amid  which  the  man  had  disappeared,  and  looked 
eagerly  into  the  faces  of  those  he  jostled — sometimes,  at 
the  distance,  he  caught  sight  of  a  figure  which  appeared 
to  resemble  the  one  whieh  he  pursued,  but  the  likeness 
faded  on  approach.  The  chase,  however,  yag^e  and  de- 
sultory as  it  was,  led  him  on  till  his  way  was  lost  among 
labyrinths  of  narrow  and  unfamiliar  streets.  Heated  and 
thirsty,  he  paused  at  last  before  a  small  caf^ — entered  to 
ask  for  a  draught  of  lemonade — and  behold,  chance  had 
favored  him  I — the  man  he  sought  was  seated  there,  before 
a  bottle  of  wine,  and  intently  reading  the  newspaper. 
Oabriel  sat  himself  down  at  the  adjoining  table.  In  a  few 
/  moments  the  man  was  joined  by  a  new- comer — the  two 
conversed,  but  in  whispers  so  low  that  Gabriel  was  unable 
to  hear  their  conversation — though  he  caught  more  than 
once  the  name  of  '*  George."  Both  the  men  were  violently 
excited,  and  the  expression  of  their  countenances  was 
menacing  and  sinister.  The  first-comer  pointed  often  to 
the  newspaper,  and  read  passages  from  it  to  his  com- 
panion. This  suggested  to  Gabriel  the  demand  for  uiother 
journal.  When  the  waiter  brought  it  to  him,  bis  eye 
rested  upon  a  long  paragraph,  in  which  the  name  of 
George  Cadoudal  frequently  occurred.  In  fact,  all  the 
journals  of  the  day  were  filled  with  speculations  on  the 
conspiracy  and  trial  of  that  fiery  martyr  to  an  erring 
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aoaptation  of  a  noble  priitciple.  Gbbriel  knew  that  bib 
father  had  had  a  principal  share  in  the  detection  of  th« 
defeated  enterprise ;  and  his  previous  persuasions  were  con- 
firmed. 

His  sense  of  hearing  grew  sharper  bj  continaed  effort^ 
and  at  length  he  heard  the  first-comer  say  distinctly :  ''  If 
I  were  but  sore  tbat^I  bad  brought  this  fate  npon  George, 
by  introducing  to  him  that  accursed  Dalibard — ^if  my  oath 

did  but  justify  me,  I  would ;''  the  concluding  sentence 

was  lost.  A  few  moments  after,  the  two  men  rose,  and 
from  the  familiar  words  that  passed  between  them  and  the 
master  of  the  caf^^  who  approached,  himself,  to  reeeiye 
the  reckoning,  the  shrewd  boy  perceiTed  that  the  place 
was  no  unaccustomed  haunt  He  crept  nearer  and  nearer ; 
and  as  the  landlord  shook  hands  with  his  customer,  he 
heard  distinctly  the  former  address  him  by  the  name  of 
''Quillot."  When  the  men  withdrew,  Gabriel  followed 
them  at  a  distance  (taking  care  first  to  impress  on  his 
memory  the  name  of-the  ca/i§,  and  the  street  in  which  it 
was  placed),  and,  as  he  thought,  unobserTed ;  he  waa  mis- 
taken. Suddenly,  in  one  street,  more  solitary  than  the 
rest,  the  man  whom  he  was  mainly  bent  on  tracking  turned 
round — advanced  to. Gabriel,  who  was  on  the  other  side 
of  the  street,  and  laid  his  hand  upon  him  so  abruptly  that 
the  boy  was  fairly  taken  by  surprise. 

*'  Who  bade  you  follow  us  ?"  said  he,  with  so  dark  and 
fell  an   expression  of  countenance  that  even   GabriePa 
courage  failed  him:  ''no  evasion— >no  ]ie»*<-8peak  out,  and 
at  once;"  and  the  grasp  tightened  on  the  boy's  throat. 
VOL.  I  — 24 
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Gabriel's  readiness  of  resource  and  presence  of  mind  did 
not  long  forsake  him. 

''Loose  your  hold,  and  I  will  tell  yon — you  stifle  me." 
The  man  slightly  relaxed  his  grasp,  and  Gabriel  said, 
quickly:  ''My  mother  perished  on  the  guillotine  in  the 
Reign  of  Terror ;  I  am  for  the  Bourbons.  I  thought  I 
overheard  words  which  showed  sympathy  for  poor  George, 
the  braye  Chouan,  I  followed  you  ;  for  I  thought  I  was 
following  friends." 

The-  man  smiled  as  he  fixed  his  steady  eye  upon  the  un- 
flinching child :  "  My  poor  lad,"  he  said  gently,  "I  believe 
you — pardon  me — but  follow^  us  no  more — we  are  danger- 
ous!" He  waved  his  hand,  and  strode  away,  rejoined  his 
companion,  and  Gabriel  reluctantly  abandoned  the  pursuit 
and  went  homeward.  It  was  long  before  he  reached  his 
father's  house,  for  he  bad  strayed  into  a  strange  quarter  of 
Paris,  and  had  frequently  to  inquire  the  way.  At  length 
he  reached  home,  and  ascended  the  stairs  to  a  small  room, 
in  which  Lucretia  usually  sate,  and  which  was  divided  by 
a  narrow  corridor  from  .the  sleeping  chamber  of  herself 
and  Dalibard.  His  stepmother,  leaning  her  cheek  upon 
her  baud,  was  seated  by  the  window,  so  absorbed  in  some 
gloomy  thoughts,  which  cast  over  her.  rigid  face  a  shade, 
intense  and  solemn  as  despair,  that  she  did  not  perceive 
the  approach  of  the  boy  till  he  threw^his  arm  round  her 
neck,  and  then  she  started  as  in  alarm — 

''  You !  only  ^ou,"  she  said,  with  a  constrained  smile ; 
".see,  my  nerves  are  not  so  strong  as  they  were!" 

"You  are  disturbed,  belle  md'^e — has  he  been  vexing 
you  ?" 
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'  "  He — ^Dalibard — ^no,  indeed,  we  were  only,  thi's  morning; 
discassing  matters  of  business. -* 

"  Business  I — that  means  money !" 

''Truly/'  said  Lucretia,  ''money  does  make  the  staple 
of  life's  business.  In  spite  of  his  new  appointment,  your 
father  needs  some  sums  in  hand — favors  are  to  be  bought 
— opportunities  for  speculation  occur,  and " 

"And  my  father,"  interrupted  Gabriel,  "wishes  your 
consent  to  raise  the  rest  of  your  portion." 

Lucretia  looked  surprised,  but  answered  quietly:  "He 
had  my  consent  long  since,  but  the  trustees  to  the  mar- 
riage settlement — mere  men  of  business  —  my  uncle's 
bankers,  for  I  had  lost  all  claim  on  my  kindred  —  re- 
fuse, or  at  least  interpose  such  difficulties  as  amount  to 
refusal." 

"  But  that  reply  came  some  days  since,"  said  Gabriel, 
musingly. 

"  How  did  you  know — did  your  father  tell  you  ?" 

"Poor  belle  m^reP^  said  Gabriel,  almost  with  pity, 
'^can  you  live  in  this  house,  and  not  watch  all  that  passes 
— every  stranger,  every  message,  every  letter  ? — But  what, 
then,  does  he  wish  with  you  ?" 

"  He  has  suggested  my  returning  to  England  and  seeing 
the  trustees  myself.    His  interest  can  obtain  my  passport." 

"  And  you  have  refused  ?" 

"I  have  not  consented." 

"Consent I — ^hushl — your  maid — Marie  is  not  waiting 
without,"  and  Gabriel  rose  and  looked  forth ;  "  no,  con- 
found these  doors  I  none  close  as  they  ought  in  this  house. 


88Q  LUOBSTIA. 

Is  it  not  a  claose  in  yoar  settlement  that  the  balf  of  yonf 
fortune  now  invested  goes  to  the  samvor  7" 

''It  is,"  replied  Locretia,  struck  and  thrilled  at  the 
question.     '*  How,  again,  did  jou  koow  this  7" 

*'  I  saw  my  father  reading  the  copy.  If  you  die  first, 
then»  he  has  all  1  If  he  merely  wanted  the  money  h« 
would  not  send  you  away  1" 

There  was  a  t^errible  pause.  Gabriel  resumed :  **  I  trust 
yoUy  it  may  be,  with  my  life ;  but  I  will  speak  out  My 
father  goes  much  to  Bellanger's  widow — she  is  rich  and 
weak.  Come  to  England  1  Yes,  come-^for  he  is  about 
to  dismiss  me.  He  fears  that  I  shall  be  in  the  way,  to 
warn  yon,  perhaps,  or  to — to — ^in  short,  both  of  us  are  in 
his  way.  He  gives  you  an  escape.  Once  in  England,  th« 
war  which  is  breaking  out  will  prevent  your  return.'  He 
will  twist  the  laws  of  divorce  to  his  favor— ^he  will  marry 
again !  What  then  7 — ^he  spares  you  what  remains  of  your 
fortune — he  spares  your  life.  Remain  here -^  cross  his 
schemes — and — no,  no; — come  to  England — safer  any- 
where than  here  I" 

As  he  spoke,  great  changes  had  passed  over  Lncretia's 
countenance.  At  first  it  was  the  flash  of  conviction,  then 
the  stunned  shock  of  horror ;  now  she  rose — ^rose  to  her 
full  height — and  there  was  a  livid  and  deadly  light  in  her 
eyes — the  light  of  conscious  courage,  and  power,  and  re- 
venge. "  Fool,"  she  muttered,  **  with  all  his  craft !  Fool, 
fool  I  As  if,  in  the  war  of  household  perfidy,  the  woman 
did  not  always  conquer  1  Man's  only  chance  is  to  be 
mailed  in  honor  1" 
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"  Bat,"  sftid  OaI»*iel,  overfaeariDg  her,  "  bnt  yoa  do  not 
remember  what  it  is.  There  is  nothing  jon  can  see,  and 
gourd  against.  It  is  not  like  an  enemy  face  to  face ;  it  is 
death  in  the  food,  in  the  air,  in  the  touch.  You  stretch 
oat  yonr  arms  in  the  dark — ^yon  feel  nothing,  and  yoa  die  I 
(Ml,  do  not  fancy  that  I  have  not  thooght  well  (for  I  am 
almost  a  man  now)  if  there  were  no  means  to  resist — ^there 
are  none  I  As  well  make  head  against  the  plagae — ^it  is 
in  the  atmosphere.  Come  to  England,  and  return.  Live 
poorly,  if  yon  must — but  live — but  liveP^ 

''  Return  to  England  poor  and  despised,  and  bound  still 
to  him,  or  a  disgraced  and  divorced  wife — disgraced  by 
the  low-born  dependent  on  my  kinsman's  house — and  fawn 
perhaps  upon  my  sister  and  l^er  husband  for  bread  I 
Never  1 — I  am  at  my  post,  and  I  will  not  fly  1" 

*^  Brave  I  brave  1"  said  the  boy,  clapping  his  hand^,  and 
sincerely  moved  by  a  daring  superior  to  his  own ;  *'  I  wish 
I  could  help  you  1*' 

Lucretia's  eye  rested  on  him  with  the  full  gaze,  so  rare 

in  its  looks.     She  drew  him  to  her,  and  kissed  bis  Imtow. 

*^  Boy,  through  life,  whatever  our  guilt  and  its  doom,  we 

are  bound  to  each  other.     I  may  yet  live  to  have  wealth 

— if  so,  it  is  yours  as  a  son's.     I  may  be  iron  to  others— 

never  to  you.     Enough  of  this  —  I  must  reflect  I"    She 

passed  her  hands  over  her  eyes  a  moment,  and  resumed : 

*^  Yon  would  help  me  in  my  self-defense ;  I  think  yon  can. 

You  have  been  more  alert  in  yonr  watch  than  I  have. 

Yon  must  have  means  I  have  not  seeared.     Your  father 

guards  well  all  his  papers  I" 
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''I  have  keys  to  every  desk.  My  foot  passed  the 
threshold  of  that  room  ander  the  roof,  before  yoars.  Bat 
DO ;  his  powers  can  never  be  yoars !  He  has  never  con- 
fided to  yon  half  his  secrets  I  He  has  antidotes  for  every 
— every " 

"  Hist  I  what  noise  is  that  f  Only  the  shower  on  the 
casements  ?  No,  no,  child,  that  is  not  mj  object.  Cadoa* 
daPs  conspiracy  1  Your  father  has  letters  from  Foach^, 
which  show  how  he  has  betrayed  others  who  are  stronger 
to  avenge  than  a  woman  and  a  boy." 

"  Well  I" 

"I  woald  have  those  letters  I  Give  me  the  keysl  Bat 
hold  I — Gabriel — Gabriel,  you  may  yet  misjudge  him.  This 
woman — wife  to  the  dead  man — his  wife  I  Horror  1  Have 
you  no  proofs  of  what  you  imply  ?" 

"Proofs I"  echoed  Gabriel,  in  a  tone  of  wonder;  "I  can 
but  see  and  conjecture.  You  are  warned,  watch  and  de- 
cide for  yourself.  But  again  I  say,  come  to  England ;  1 
shall  go  1" 

Without  reply,  Lucretia  took  the  keys  from  Gabriel's 
half-reluctant  hand,  and  passed  into  her  husband's  writing- 
room.  When  she  had  entered,  she  locked  the  door.  She 
passed  at  once  to  a  huge  secretary,  of  which  the  key  was 
email  as  a  fairy's  work.  She  opened  it  with  ease  by  one 
of  the  counterfeits.  No  love  correspondence  —  the  first 
object  of  her  search,  for  she  was  woman — met  her  eye. 
What  need  of  letters,  when  interviews  were  so  facile  1  But 
she  soon  found  a  document  that  told  all  which  love-letters 
could  tell — it  was  an  account  of  the  moneys  and  posses- 
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aions  of  Madame  Bellanger — and  there  were  pencil  notes 
on  the  margin: — "Yaotran  will  give  400,000  francs  for 
the  lands  in  Anvergne — ^to  be  accepted.     Consult  on  the 
power  of  sale  granted  to  a  second  hnsband.     Query,  if 
Uiere  is  no  chance  of  the  heir-at*law  disputing  the  moneys 
invested  in  Madame  B.'s  name," — and  such  memoranda  as 
a  man  notes  down  in  the  schedule  of  properties  about  to 
be  his  own.      In  these  inscriptions  there  was  a  hideous 
mockery  of  all  love — like  the  blue  lights  of  corruption, 
they  showed  the  black  vault  of  the  heart.   The  pale  reader 
'  saw  what  her  own  attractions  had  been,  and,  fallen  as  she 
was,  she  smiled  superior  in  her  bitterness  of  scorn.     Ar- 
ranged methodically  with  the  precision  of  business,  she 
found  the  letters  she  next  looked  for;    one  recognizing 
Dalibard's  services  in  the  detection  of  the  conspiracy,  and 
authorizing  him  to  employ  the   police  in  the  search  of 
Pierre  Guillot,  sufficed  for  her  purpose.     She  withdrew, 
and  secreted  it.     She  was  about  to  lock  up  the  secretary, 
when  her  eye  fell  on  the  title  of  a  small  MS.  volume  in  a 
corner;  and  as  she  read,  she  pressed  one  hand  convulsively 
to  her  heart,  while  twice,  with  the  other,  she  grasped  the 
volume,  and  twice  withdrew  the  grasp.      The  title  ran 
harmlessly  thus : — "  Philosophical  and  chemical  inquiries 
into  the  nature  and  maieriaU  of  the  poisons  in  use  her 
tioeen  the  \ith  and  \Uh  centuries,^^    Hurriedly,  and  at 
last,  as  if  doubtful  of  herself,  she  left  the  MS.,  closed  the 
secretary,  and  returned  to  Gabriel. 

"You  have  got  the  paper  you  seek  ?"  he  said. 

"Yes." 


3S4  LUQESTIA. 

**Theii  whatever  yoa  do,  you  must  be  quick — he  will 
Boon  discover  the  loss." 

"I  will  be  quick." 

'*  It  is  I  whom  he  will  suspect,"  said  Gabriel,  in  alarm, 
as  that  thought  struck  him.  "No,  for  mj  sake  do  not 
take  the  letter  till  I  am  gone.  Do  not  fear,  in  the  mean 
time — ^he  will  do  nothing  against  you  while  I  am  here." 

"I  will  replace  the  letter  till  then,"  said  Lucretia, 
meekly.  "You  have  a  right  to  my  first  thoughts."  So 
she  went  back,  and  Qabriel  (suspicious,  perhaps)  crept 
after  her. 

As  she  replaced  the  document,  he  pointed  to  the  MS. 
vhich  had  tempted  her — "  I  have  seen  that  before,  how  I 
.ottged  for  it !  If  anything  ever  happens  to  him,  I  claim 
thai  as  my  legacy." 

Their  hands  met  as  he  said  this,  and  grasped  each  other 
oonvukively ;  Lucretia  relocked  the  secretary,  and  when 
she  gained  the  next  room  she  tottered  to  a  chair.  Her 
strong  nerves  gave  way  for  the  moment ;  she  uttered  no 
cry,  but,  by  the  whiteness  of  her  face,  Gabriel  saw  that  she 
was  senseless ;  senseless  for  a  minute  or  so — scarcely  more. 
But  the  return  to  consciousness  with  a  clinched  hand,  and 
a  brow  of  defiance,  and  a  stare  of  mingled  desperation  and 
dismay,  seemed  rather  the  awaking  from  some  frightful 
dream  of  violence  and  struggle  than  the  slow  languid  re- 
covery from  the  faintness  of  a  swoon.  Yes,  henceforth,  to 
sleep  was  to  couch  by  a  serpent — to  breathe  was  to  listen 
for  the  avalanche  1  Thou  who  didst  trifle  so  wantonly  with 
Treason,  now  gravely  front  the  grim  comrade  thou  hast 
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won ;  thoa  schemikig  desecrator  of  the  Household  Gods, 
now  learn,  to  the  last  page  of  dark  knowledge,  what  the 
hearth  is  withoot  them  1 

Gabriel  was  strangely  moved  as  he  beheld  that  proud 
and  solitary  despair.  An  instinct  of  nature  had  hitherto 
checked  him  from  actively  aiding  Lucretia  in  that  struggle 
with  his  father,  which  could  but  end  in  the  destruction  of 
one  or  the  other.  He  had  contented  himself  with  fore<- 
warnings,  with  hints,  with  indirect  suggestions;  but  now^ 
all  his  sympathy  was  so  strongly  roused  on  her  behalf  that 
the  last  faint  scruple  of -filial  conscience  vanished  into  the 
abyss  of  blood,  over  which  stood  that  lonely  Titaness.  He 
drew  near,  and,  clasping  her  hand,  said,  in  a  quick  and 
broken  voice: 

'*  Listen  1    You  know  where  to  find  proof  of  my  fa 

that  is,  of — Dalibard's  treason  to  the  conspirators ;  yon 
know  the  name  of  the  man  he  dreads  as  an  avenger,  and 
you  know  that  he  waits  but  the  proof  to  strike ;  but  you 
do  not  know  where  to  find  that  man,  if  his  revenge  is 
wanting  for  yourself.  The  police  has  not  hunted  him  out ) 
h6w  can  you  ?  Accident  has  made  me  acquainted  with  one 
of  his  haunts.  Give  me  a  single  promise,  and  I  will  put 
you  at  least  upon  that  clew — weak,  perhaps,  but  as  yet  the 
aole  one  to  be  followed.  Promise  me  that,  only  in  defense 
of  your  own  life,  not  for  mere  jealousy,  you  will  avail 
yourself  of  the  knowledge,  and  you  shall  know  all  I  do  !^ 

"Do  you  think,"  said  Lucretia,  in  a  caltn,  cold  voice 
"  that  it  is  for  jealousy,  which  is  love,  that  I  would  murdel 
all  hope,  all  peace  ?  for  we  have  here" — (and  she  smote  hex 
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breast)  —  '*here,  if  not  elsewhere,  a  heaven  and  a  helli 
Son,  I  will  not  harm  joar  father  except  in  self-defense  1 
But  tell  me  nothing  that  may  make  the  son  a  party  in 
the  father's  doom." 

'The  father  slew  the  mother,"  muttered  Gabriel,  be- 
tween his  clinched  teeth;  "and  to  me  yon  have  well-nigh 
supplied  her  place.  Strike,  if  need  be,  in  her  name  I  If 
you  are  driven  to  want  the  arm  of  Pierre  Gnillot,  seek 

news  of  him  at  the  Caf^  Dufour^  Rue  S ,  Boulevard 

du  Temple.     Be  calm  now,  I  hear  your  husband's  step." 

A  few  days  more,  and  Gabriel  is  gone  !  Wife  and  hus- 
band are  alone  with  each  other.  Lncretia  has  refused  to 
depart.  Then  that  mute  coma  of  horror !  that  suspense 
of  two  foes  in  the  conflict  of  death — for  the  subtle  prying 
eye  of  Olivier  Dalibard  sees  that  he  himself  is  suspected — 
further  he  shuns  from  sifting  I  Glance  fastens  on  glance, 
and  then  hurries  smilingly  away.  From  the  cup,  grins  a 
skeleton — at  the  board,  warns  a  specter.  But  how  kind 
still  the  words,  and  how  gentle  the  tone ;  and  they  lie 
down  side  by  side  iu  the  marriage  bed — brain  plotting 
against  brain,  heart  loathing  heart  It  is  a  duel  of  life 
and  death,  between  those  sworn  through  life  and  beyond 
death  at  the  altar.  But  it  is  carried  on  with  all  the  forms 
and  courtesies  of  duel  in  the  age  of  chivalry.  No  con- 
jugal wrangling — ^no  slip  of  the  tongue ; — the  oil  is  on  the 
surface  of  the  wave — the  monsters  in  the  hell  of  the  abyss 
war  invisibly  below.  At  length,  a  dull  torpor  creeps  over 
the  woman — she  feels  the  taint  in  her  veins, — the  slow 
Tictory  is  begun.     What  mattered  all  her  vigilance  anr 
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caution  ?  Vainly  glide  from  the  pangs  of  the  serpent,  his 
yery  breath  suflSces  to  destroy !  Pure  seems  the  draught 
and  wholesome  the  viand — that  master  of  the  science  of 
murder  needs  not  the  means  of  the  bungler  I  Then,  keen 
and  strong  from  the  creeping  lethargy  started  the  fierce 
instinct  of  self  and  the  ruthless  impulse  of  revenge.  Not 
too  late  yet  to  escape ;  for  those  subtle  banes,  that  are  to 
defy  all  detection,  work  but  slowly  to  their  end. 

One  evening,  a  woman  close]y  mantled,  stood  at  watch 
by  the  angle  of  a  wall.  The  light  came  dim  and  muffled 
from  the  window  of  a  caf^  hard  at  hand — the  reflection 
slept  amid  the  shadows  on  the  dark  pavement,  and,  save  a 
solitary  lamp,  swung  at  distance  in  the  vista  over  the  cen- 
ter of  the  narrow  street,  no  ray  broke  the  gloom.  The 
night  was  clouded  and  starless,  the  wind  moaned  in  gusts, 
and  the  rain  fell  heavily ;  but  the  gloom  and  the  loneliness 
did  not  appall  the  eye,  and  the  wind  did  not  chill  the  heart, 
and  the  rain  fell  unheeded  on  the  head  of  the  woman  at 
her  post.  At  times  she  paused,  in  her  slow,  sentry-like 
pace  to  and  fro,  to  look  through  the  window  of  the  caf^^ 
and  her  gaze  fell  always  on  one  figure  seated  apart  froni 
the  rest.  At  length,  her  pulse  beat  more  quickly,  and  the 
patient  lips  smiled  sternly.  The  figure  had  risen  to  de- 
part. A  man  came  out,  and  walked  quickly  irp  the  street ; 
the  woman  approached,  and  when  the  man  was  under  the 
single  lamp  swung  aloft,  he  felt  his  arm  touched;  the 
woman  was  at  his  side,  and  looking  steadily  intc  his  face : 

"You  ate  Pierre  Guillot,  the  Breton,  the  friend  of 
Oeorge  Oadoudal.     Will  you  be  his  avenger?'' 
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The  Chotuin's  first  impulse  had  been  to  place  his  hand 

in  his  vest,  and  something  shone  bright  in  the  lamplight, 

clasped  in  those  iron  fingers.     The  voice  and  the  manner 

reassured  him,  and  he  answered  readily: 

"  I  am  he  whom  you  see^,  and  I  only  live  to  avenge." 

^*  Ready  then,  and  act,"  answered  the  woman,  and  she 

placed  a  paper  in  his  hands. 

******         "^ 

***** 

****** 

At  Laughton  the  babe  is  on  the  breast  of  t^e  fair 
mother;  and  the  father  sits  beside  the  bed;  and  mother 
and  father  dispnte,  almost  angrily,  whether  mother  or 
father  those  soft  rounded  features  of  slumbering  infancy 
resemble  most.  At  the  red  house,  near  the  market-town, 
there  is  a  hospitable  bustle.  William  is  home  earlier 
than  usual.  Within  the  last  hour,  Susan  has  been  thrice 
into  every  room.  Husband  and  wife  are  now  watching 
at  the  window.  The  good  Fieldens,  with  a  coach  faU 
of  children,  are  expected  every  moment  on  a  week's  visit 
at  least. 

In  the  caf^,  in  the  Boulevard  du  Temple ,  sit  Pierre 
Guillot,  the  Chouan,  and  another  of  the  old  band  of  bri- 
gand8,  whom  George  Cadoudal  had  mustered  in  Pfu*i& 
There  is  an  expression  of  content  on  Guillot's  countenance 
—it  seems  more  open  than  usual,  and  there  is  a  complacent 
smile  on  his  lips.  He  is  whispering  low  to  his  friend,  ia 
the  intervals  of  eating,  an  employment  pursued  with  the 
hearty  gusto  of  a  hungry  man.     But  his  friend  does  not 
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Beem  to  sympathize  with  the  cheerfal  feeliugs  of  his  com- 
rade ;  he  is  pale,  and  there  is  terror  on  his  face ;  and  you 
may  see  that  the  journal  in  his  hand  trembles  like  a  leaf. 

In  the  gardens  of  the  Tuileries,  some  score  or  so  of 
gossips  group  together. 

"And  no  news  of  the  murderer  ?"  asked  one. 

**  No ;  bat  a  man  who  had  been  friend  to  Robespierre 
must  have  made  secret  enemies  enough." 

**  Ce  pauvre  Dalibard!  He  was  not  mixed  up  with  the 
Terrorists  J  nevertheless." 

''Ah,  but  the  more  deadly  for  that,  perhaps — a  sly  man 
was  Olivier  Dalibard  I" 

''  What's  the  matter  ?"  said  an  employ^,  lounging  up  to 
the  group.  "Are  you  talking  of  Olivier  Dalibard  ?  It  is 
but  the  other  day  he  had  Marsan's  appointment.  He  is 
now  to  have  PleyePs.  I  heard  it  two  days  ago — a  capital 
tbing  1  PestSf  il  ira  loin !  We  shall  see  him  a  senator 
soon." 

"Speak  for  yourself,"  quoth  a  ci-devant  Abb^,  with  a 
laugh.  "  I  should  be  sorry  to  see  him  again,  soon,  where- 
ever  he  be." 

"Plait'il! — I  don't  understand  you  !" 

"  Dont  you  know  that  Olivier  Dalibard  is  murdered  f— 
found  stabbed — in  his  own  house,  too  1" 

*'CielI  Pray  tell  me  all  you  know.  His  place,  then,  is 
>acant  1" 

**  Why,  it  seems  that  Dalibard,  who  had  been  brought 
up  to  medicine,  was  still  fond  of  chemical  experiments  Ha 
hired  a  room  at  the  top  of  the  house  for  such  scientific 
VOL.  I. — 26  T 
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amnsements.  He  was  accastomed  to  speud  part  of  hia 
nights  there.  They  found  him  at  morning,  bathed  in  hid 
blood,  with  three  ghastly  wounds  in  his  side,  and  his  fingers 
cut  to  the  bone.  He  had  struggled  hard  with  the  knife 
that  butchered  him. 

"  In  his  own  house  I"  said  a  lawyer :  "  some  servant  or 
spendthrift  heir !" 

**  He  has  no  heir  but  young  Bellanger,  who  will  be  rich€ 
d  millionSf  iand  is  now  but  a  schoolboy  at  Lyons.  No  :  it 
seems  that  the  window  was  left  open,  and  that  it  commit 
nicates  with  the  roof-tops.  There  the  murderer  had  en- 
tered, and  by  that  way  escaped,  for  jbhey  found  the  leads 
of  the  gutter  dabbled  with  blood.  The  next  house  was 
nninhabited — easy  enough  to  get  in  there,  and  lie  perSu 
till  night." 

"Hum,"  said  the  lawyer;  "but  the  assassin  could  only 
have  learned  Dalibard*s  habits  from  some  one  in  the 
house.     Was  the  deceased  married  ?" 

"Oh,  yes;  to  an  Englishwoman." 

"  She  had  lovers,  perhaps  ?" 

"  Pooh !  lovers  !  —  the  happiest  couple  ever  known  I 
You  should  have  seen  them  together.  I  dined  there  last 
week." 

"  It  is  strange  1"  said  the  lawyer. 

"  And  he  was  gettiiig  on  so  well,"  mattered  a  hungry- 
looking  man. 

"And  his  place  is  vacant  I"  repeated  the  employi,  as  he 
quitted  the  crowd,  abstractedly. 

In  the  house  of  Olivier  Dalibard  sits  Luoretia,  eAoin^ 
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ftnd  it  het  ovn  asnal  morDing  room.  The  officer  api- 
pointed  to  sock  tasks  bj  tke  Freoch  law  has  performed 
kis  visits  and  made  faifi  notes,  and  expressed  condolence 
with  the  widow,  and  promised  jastice*  and  retribntian,  and 
placed  his  seal  on  the  locks  till  the  representatives  of  the 
heir-at-law  shall  arriTe ;  and  the  heir-at^law  is  the  verj 
boy  who  had  sncceeded  so  unexpectedly  to  the  wealth  of 
Jean  Belhmger,  the  contractor!  But  Lncretta  has  ob» 
tained  beforehand  all  she  wishes  to  save  from  the  resti 
An  open  box  is  on  the  floor,  into  which  her  hand  drops 
noiselessly  a  voliime  in  mannscript  On  the  forefinger  of 
that  hand  is  a  ring,  larger  and  more  massive  than  those 
nsaally  worn  by  women ; — by  Lncretia  never  worn  before. 
Why  shonld  that  ring  have  been  selected  with  soch  eare 
firom  the  dead  man's  hoards  f  Why  so  precious  the  dnll 
opal  in  that  cnmbroos  setting?  From  the  hand  the  volume 
drops  without  sonnd  into  the  box,  as  those  whom  the  secrets 
of  the  volume  instruct  you  todestroy  may  drop  without  noise 
into  the  grave.  The  trace  of  some  illness,  receipt  and  deepy 
nor  conquered  yet,  has  plowed  limes  in  that  young  coilnte- 
nance,  and  dimmed  the  light  of  those  searching  eyes.  Yet^ 
courage  1  the  poison  is  -arrested^-^-the  poisoner  is  no  more 
— ^miads  like  thine,  stem  woman,  are  cased  in  coffers  of 
steel,  and  the  rust  as  yet  has  gnawed  no  deeper  than  the 
surface.  So,  o^er  that  face  stamped  with  bodily  suffering, 
plays  a  calm  smile  of  triumph.  The  schemer  has  bi^ed 
the  schemer  1  Tmn  now  to  the  right,  pass  by  that  narrow 
corridor,  you  are  in  the  marriage  chamber— ^the  windows 
are  closed.     Tall  tapers  burn  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.    Now 
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go  back  to  that  narrow  corridor;  disregarded,  thrown 
aside,  are  a  cloth  and  a  besom ;  the  cloth  is  wet  still ;  bat 
here  and  there,  the  red  stains  are  drj,  and  clotted  as  with 
bloody  glne ;  and  the  hairs  of  the  besom  start  np,  torn  and 
f&gg^y  AS  if  the  bristles  had  a  sense  of  some  horror — as  if 
things  inanimate  still  partook  of  men's  dread  at  men's 
deeds.  If  yon  passed  throngh  the  corridor,  and  saw  in 
the  shadow  of  the  wall  that  homeliest  of  instmrrf  nts  cast 
away  and  forgotten,  you  would  smile  at  the  slatternly 
honsework.  But  if  yon  knew  that  a  corpse  had  been  borne 
down  those  stairs  to  the  left — ^bome  along  those  floors  to 
that  marriage  bed,  with  the  blood  oozing,  and  gushing, 
and  plashing  below,  as  the  bearers  passed  with  their 
burden,  then,  straight  that  dead  thing  would  take  the 
awe  of  the  dead  being;  it  told  its  own  tale  of  riolence 
and  murder ;  it  had  dabbled  in  the  gore  of  the  yiolated 
clay;  it  had  become  an  evidence  of  the  crime.  No  wonder 
that  its  hairs  bristled  up,  sharp  and  ragged,  in  the  shadow 
of  the  wall  1 

The  first  part  of  the  tragedy  ends.  Let  fall  the  curtain. 
When  next  it  rises,  years  will  have  passed  away,  graves 
uncounted  will  have  wrought  f^sh  hollows  in  ohr  merry 
sepulcher — sweet  earth  I  Take  a  sand  from  the  shore, 
take  a  drop  from  the  ocean  less  than  sand-grain,  and  drop 
in  man's  planet  one  Death  and  one  Crime  I  On  the  map, 
trace  all  oceans,  and  search  out  every  shore,— more  than 
seas,  more  than  lands,  in  God's  balance  shall  weigh  one 
Death  and  one  Grime  I 
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PROLOGUE  TO  PART  THE  SECOND. 

Th£  eestary  has  ftdvaDced :  the  rush  of  the  delage  has 
ebbed  back,  the  old  landmarks  have  reappeared;  the  dy- 
nasties Napoleon  willed  into  life  have  cmmbled  to  the 
dust ;  the  plow  has  passed  orer  Waterloo ;  aatamn  after 
aatumn  the  harvests  have  glittered  on  that  grave  of  an 
empire.  Through  the  immense  ocean  of  universal  change, 
we  look  back  on  the  single  track  which  our  frail  boat  has 
cut  through  the  waste.  As  a  star  shines  impartially  over 
the  measureless  expanse,  though  it  seems  to  gild  but  one 
broken  line  to  each  eye;  so,  as  our  memory  gazes  on  the 
past,  the  light  spreads  not  over  all  the  breadth  of  the 
waste,  where  nations  have  battled,  and  argosies  gone  down 
— it  falls,  narrow  and  confined,  along  the  single  course  we 
have  taken :  we  lean  over  the  small  raft  on  which  we  float, 
and  see  the  sparkles  but  reflected  from  the  waves  that  it 
divides. 

On  the  terrace  at  Laughton,  but  one  step  paces  slowly. 
The  bride  clings  not  now  to  the  bridegroom's  arm.  Though 
pale  and  worn,  it  is  still  the  same  gentle  face;  but  the 
blush  of  woman's  love  has  gone  from  it  evermore. 

Charles  Yernon  (to  call  him  still  by  the  name  in  which 
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he  18  best  known  to  ns)  sleeps  in  the  vaolt  of  the  St.  Johns. 
He  had  lived  longer  than  he  himself  had  expected,  than  hia 
physician  had  hoped — lived,  cheerful  and  happy,  amid  qniet 
pursuits  and  innocent  excitements.  Three  sons  had  blessed 
his  hearth,  to  mourn  over  his  grave.  But  the  two  elder 
were  delicate  and  sickly.  They  did  not  long  survive  him, 
and  died  within  a  few  months  of  each  other.  The  third 
seemed  formed  of  a  different  mould  and  constitution  from 
his  brethren.  To  him  descended  the  ancient  heritage  of 
Laughton,  and  he  promised  to  enjoy  it  long. 

It  is  Yernon's  widow  who  walks  alone  in  the  stately 
terrace;  sad  sUU,  for  she  loved  well  the  choice  of  her 
youth,  and  she  misses  yet  the  children  in  the  g^ve ;  from 
the  date  of  Yernon's  death,  she  wore  mouining  without 
and  within ;  and  the  sorrows  that  came  later,  broke  more 
the  bruised  reed;  sad  still,  but  resigned.  One  son  snr* 
vives ;  and  earth  yet  has  the  troubled  hopes  and  the  Ijoly 
fears  of  affection.  Though  that  son  be  afar,  in  sport  or  in 
earnest,  in  pleasure  or  in  toil,  working  out  his  destiny  as 
man,  still  that  step  is  less  solitary  than  it  seems.  When  does 
the  son's  image  not  walk  beside  the  mother  J  Though  she 
lives  m  seclusion,  though  the  gay  world  tempts  no  more, 
the  gay  world  is  yet  linked  to  her  thoughts.  From  the 
distance  she  hears  its  murmurs  in  music.  Her  fancy  still 
mingles  with  the  crowd,  and  follows  one,  to  her  eye,  out- 
shining all  t£e  rest.  Never  vain  in  herself,  she  is  vain  now 
of  another;  and  the  small  triumphs  of  the  young  and 
well-born  seem  trophies  of  renown  to  the  eyes  so  tenderly 
deceived. 
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In  the  old-fashioned  market-town  still  the  bnsiness  goes 
on,  still  the  doocs  of  the  bank  open  and  close  every  mo- 
ment on  the  great  day  of  the  week ;  bat  the  names  over 
the  threshold  are  partially  changed.  The  junior  partner 
is  bnsy  no  more  at  the  desk ;  not  wholly  forgotten — ^if  hid 
name  still  Is  spoken,  it  is  not  with  thankfulness  and  praise, 
A  something  rests  on  the  name — that  something  which 
dims  and  attaints — not  proyen,  not  certain,  but  suspected 
and  dubious.  The  head  shakes,  the  Yoice  whispers, — 
and  the  attorney  now  lives  in  the  solid  red  house  at  the 
verge  of  the  town. 

In  the  vicarage.  Time,  the  old  scythe-bearer,  has  not 
paused  from  his  work  Still  employed  on  Greek  texts, 
little  changed,  save  that  his  hair  is  gray,  and  thfit  some 
lines  in  his  kindly  face  tell  of  sorrows  as  of  years,  the 
vicar  sits  in  hia  parlor,  but  the  children  no  longer,  blithe- 
voiced  and  rose-cheeked,  dart  through  the  rustling  espal- 
iers. Those  children,  grave  men  or  staid  matrons  (save  one  ^ 
whom  Death  chose,  and  therefore  now  of  all  best  beloved  I), 
are  at  their  posts  in  the  world.  The  young  ones  are  flown 
from  the  nest,  and,  with  anxious  wings,  here  and  there, 
search  food  in  their  turn  for  their  young.  But  the  blithe 
voice  and  rOse-<^eek  of  the  child  make  not  that  loss  which 
the  hearth  nlisses  the  most.  From  childhood  to  manhood, 
and  from  manhood  to  departure,  the  natural  cfhanges  are 
gradual  and  prepared.  The  absence  most  missed  is  that 
-household  life  which  presided,  which  kept  things  in  order, 
.and  must  be  coaxed  if  a  chair  were  displaced.  That  provi* 
deoce  in  trifles,  that  clasp  of  small  links,  that  dear,  bustling 
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a^ocj — now  pleteed,  now  complaining — dear  alike  in  iach 
change  of  its  hamor ;  that  active  life  which  has  no  self  of 
its  own  ;--like  the  mind  of  a  poet,  though  its  prose  be  Hbe 
humblest,  transferring  self  into  others,  with  its  right  to  be 
cross,  and  its  charter  to  scold  ;-*for  the  motire  is  clear — it 
takes  what  it  loves  too  anzioasly  to  heart  The  door  of 
the  parlor  is  opea,  the  garden  path  still  passes  before  the 
threshold ;  bat  no  step  now  has  fbll  right  to  halt  at  the 
4oor  and  interrupt  the  grare  thought  on  Gkeek  texts; — 
no  small  talk  on  details  and  wise  savings  chimes  in  wl^ 
the  wrath  of  Medea.  The  Prudent  Qenius  is  gone  from 
the  household ;  and  periiaps  as  the  good  scholar  tiow 
weariljr  pauses,  and  looks  out  on  the  silent  garden,  he 
would  ^ave  given  with  joy  all  that  Athens  produced,  from 
JSschjlns  to  Plato,  to  hear  again  from  the  okl  lamiliar 
lips  the  lamffiit  on  torn  jackets,  or  the  statistical  economy 
of  eggs  I 

Bat  see,  though  the  wife  is  no  more,  though  the  children 
have  departed,  the  vicar's  home  is  not  utterly  desolate. 
See,  along  the  same  walk  on  which  William  soothed  Susan^ 
lears,  Utd  won  her  consent-^see,  what  fairy  advancei^  t  Is 
it  Silsan  returned  to  youth  ?  How  like  1 — yet,  look  agaitt, 
and  how  unlike!  The  same,  the  pure,  cMidid  regardr^ 
the  same,  th6  clear,  limpid  blue  of  the  eye — ^the  same,  that 
fair  hue  of  the  hair-^ght,  but  not  aubum-^more  subdued, 
more,  harmonious  than  that  equivocal  color  which  too 
nearly  approaches  to  red.  But  how  much  more  blooming 
.and  joyous  than  Susan's  is  that  exquisite  face  in  which  all 
Hebe  smiles  forth— 4iow  mneh  airier  the  treed,  light  with 
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hjealth — ^how  much  rounder,  if  fiUghter  still,  the  wave  of 
that  andalating  form  I  She  smiles — tier  lips  moye-— she  is 
conversing  with  herself — she  oannot  be  al]  silent,  even 
when  alone;  for  the  sunny  gladness  of  her  nature  must 
have  vent  like  a  bird's.  But  do  not  fancy  that  that  glad- 
jiess  speaks  the  levity  which  comes  from  the  absence  of 
thought;  it  is  rather  from  the  depth  of  thought  that  it 
springs,  as  from  the  4epth  of  a  sea  comes  its  music.  8ee, 
>irhi]e  she  pauses  and  listens,  with  her  finger  half  raised  to 
her  lip,  as  amid  that  careless  jubilee  of  birds  she  hears  a 
.no4;e  more  grave  and  sustained,  the  nightingale  singing^ 
by  day — (as  sometimes,  though  rarely,  he  is  heard — per- 
haps, because  he  misses  his  mate — perhaps,  because  he  seas 
from  his  bower  the  creeping  form  of  some  foe  to  his  race); 
— €ee,  as  she  listens  now  to  that  plaintive,  low-chanted 
warble,  how  quickly  the  smile  is  sobered,  how  the  shade, 
soft  and  pensive,  steals  over  the  brow.  It  is  but  the  mystic 
sympathy  with  Nature  that  bestows  the  smile  or  the  shade. 
In  that  heart  lightly  moved  beats  the  fine  sense  of  the  poet. 
It  is  the  exquisite  sensibility  of  the  nerves  that  sends  its 

* 

blithe  play  to  those  spirits,  and  from  the  clearness  of  the 
atmosphere  comes,  warm  and  ethereal,  the  ray  of  that  light. 
And  does  the  roof  of  the  pastor  give  shelter  to  Helen 
Mainwaring's  youth?  Has  Death  taken  from  her  the 
natural  protectors  ?  Those  forms  which  we  saw  so  full  of 
youth  and  youth's  heart,  in  that  very  spot, — has  the  grave 
closed  on  them  yet?  Yet! — how  few  attain  to  the  age  of 
the  Psalmist  I  Twenty-seven  years  have  passed  since  that 
date  —  how  often,  in  those  years,  have  the  dark  doors 
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opened  for  tbe  yonng  as  for  tbe  old  !  William  MaiDwar* 
ing  died  first,  care-worn  and  shame-bowed :  tbe  blot  on 
his  name  bad  cankered  into  his  heart.  Sasan's  life,  always 
precarions,  had  struggled  on,  while  he  lived,  bj  the  strong 
power  of  affection  and  will ; — she  would  not  die,  for  who 
then  could  console  him  ?  but  at  his  death  the  power  gave 
way.  She  lingered,  but  lingered  dyingly  for  three  years; 
and  then,  for  the  first  time  since  William's  death,  she 
smiled — that  smile  remained  on  the  lips  of  the  corpse. 
They  had  had  many  trials,  that  young  couple  whom  we 
left  so  prosperous  and  happy  I  Not  till  many  years  after 
their  marriage  had  one  sweet  consoler  been  bom  to  them. 
In  the  season  of  poverty,  and  shame,  and-  grief,  it  came ; 
and  there  was  no  pride  on  Mainwaring^s  brow  when  they 
placed  his  first-born  in  his  arms.  By  her  will,  the  widow 
consigned  Helen  to  the  joint  guardianship  of  Mr.  Fielden 
and  her  sister :  but  the  latter  was  abroad,  her  address  un- 
known, so  the  vicar  for  two  years  had  had  sole  charge  of 
the  orphan.  She  was  not  unprovided  for.  The  sum  that 
Susan  brought  to  her  husband  had  been  long  since  gone, 
it  is  true — lost  in  the  calamity  which  had  wrecked  William 
Mainwaring's  name  and  blighted  his  prospects — but  Helen's 
grandfather,  the  land-agent,  had  died  some  time  subsequent 
to  that  event,  and,  indeed,  just  before  William's  death.  He 
had  never  forgiven  his  son  the  stain  on  his  name — never 
assisted,  never  even  seen  him  since  that  fatal  day — but  he  left 
to  Helen  a  sum  of  about  8000Z., — for  she,  at  least,  was  inno- 
cent. In  Mr.  Fielden's  eyes,  Helen  was  therefore  an  heiress. 
And  who  among  his  small  range  of  acquaintance  was  good 
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enongh  for  her,  not  only  so  richly  portioned,  bat  so  lovely ; 
— accomplished  too,  for  her  parents  had  of  late  years  lived 
chiefly  in  France,  and  languages  there  are  easily  learned, 
and  masters  cheap  I — Mr.  Fielden  knew  bat  one,  whom 
Providence  had  also  consigned  to  his  charge — the  sup- 
posed son  of  his  old  pupil  Ardworth ;  bat  though  a  tender 
affection  existed  between  the  two  young  persons,  it  seemed 
too  like  that  of  brother  and  sister  to  afford  much  ground 
for  Mr.  Fielden's  anxiety  or  hope. 

From  his  window  the  vicar  observed  the  still  attitude  of 
the  young  orphan  for  a  few  moments,  then  he  pushed  aside 
his  books,  rose,  and  approached  her.  At  the  sound  of 
his  tread,  she  woke  from  her  reverie,  and  bounded  lightly 
toward  him. 

''Ah,  you  woald  not  see  me  before !"  she  said,  in  a  voice 
in  which  there  was  the  slightest  possible  foreign  accent, 
which  betrayed  the  country  in  which  her  childhood  had 
been  passed — **  I  peeped  in  twice  at  the  window.  I  wanted 
you  so  much,  to  walk  to  the  village.  But  you  will  come 
now — ^will  you  not?''  added  the  girl,  coaxingly,  as  she 
looked  up  at  him  under  the  shade  of  her  straw  hat. 

''And  what  do  yon  want  in  the  village,  my  pretty 
Helen  ?" 

"Why,  you  know  it  is  Fair  day,  and  you  promised 
Bessie  that  you  would  buy  her  a  fairing — to  say  nothing 
of  me." 

"  Yery  true,  and  I  ought  to  look  in ;  it  will  help  to 
keep  the  poor  people  from  drinking.  A  clergyman  should 
mix  with  his  parishioners  in  their  holidays.     We  must 
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not  associate  oar  office  only  with  grief,  and  ocknesB,  aad 
prefiching.  We  will  go.  Aod  what  fairing  are  yon  to 
have  ?" 

''  Oh,  sometbiog  very  briUifmt^  I  promise  yon  t  I  have 
formed  grand  notions  of  a  fair.  I  am  sare  it  most  be  like 
the  bazaars  we  read  of  laat  night;  in  that  charming  '  Toor 
in  the  East.'" 

The  vicar  smiled,  half  benignly,  half  anzioosly.  "  My 
dear  child,  it  is  so  like  yon  to  suppose  a  village  fair  must 
be  an  Eastern  bazaar.  If  yon  always  thus  jndge  things 
by  your  fancy,  how  this  sober  world  will  deceive  yon,  poor 
Helen  I" 

''It  is  not  my  fault — ne  me  grondez  pas  m^chanif'^ 
answered  Helen,  hanging  her  head.  ''  But  come,  air,  aUov, 
at  least;,  that  if  I  let  my  romance,  as  you  call  it,  ran  away 
with  me  now  and  then,  I  can  still  content  myself  with  the 
realit^y*  What,  you  shake  your  head  still  1  Don't  yoa 
remember  the  sparrow  7" 

"  Ha  1  ha  I  yes-^the  spajrrow  that  the  peddler  sold  you 
for  a  goldfinch ;  and  you  were  so  proud  of  your  pordtaae, 
and  wondered  so  mnch  why  you  could  not  coax  the  gold- 
finch to  sing,  till  at  last  the  paint  wore  awaj  and  it  iras 
only  a  poor  little  sparrow  I" 

"  Go  on !  Confess ;  did  I  fret,  iJlien  f  Was  I  not  as 
pleased  with  my  dear  sparrow,  as  I  should  have  been  with 
the  prettiest  goldfinch  that  ever  sang  ?  Does  not  *he 
sparrow  follow  me  about,  and  nestle  on  my  shoulder — 
dear  little  thing  I  And  I  was  right  after  all ;  for  if  I  had 
not  faneied  it  a  goldfinch,  I  should  not  have  boaght  it, 
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perhaps.  But  ooir  I  would  not  change  it  for  a  goldfinch 
»— no,  not  even  for  that  nightingale  I  heard  joBt  now.  So 
let  me  still  fancj  the  poor  fair  a  bazaar ;  it  is  a  double 
pleasure,  first  to  fancy  the  bazaar,  and  then  to  be  sarpriaed 
at  the  fair." 

"  Yoo  argne  well/'  said  the  near,  as  they  now  entered 
the  village.  '^I  really  think,  in  spite  of  all  year  turn  for 
poetry,  and  Goldsmith,  and  Cowper,  that  yon  would  take 
as  kindly  to  mathematics  as  your  cousin  John  Ardworth, 
poor  lad  I" 

''  Not  if  mathematics  have  made  him  so  grav&^and  so 
<^hnrlish,  I  was  going  to  say — bnt  that  word  does  him 
wrong.     Dear  cousin,  so  kind  and  so  rough !" 

"  It  is  not  mathematics  that  are  to  blame,  if  he  is  girave 
and  absorbed,"  said  ihe  vicar,  with  a  sigh ;  "  it  is  this  two 
tares  that  gnaw  most — poverty  and  ambition." 
^  **  Nay,  do  not  sigh :  it  must  be  such  a  pleasure  to  feel 
as  he  does,  that  one  must  triumph  at  last  I" 

''  Umph  I — John  must  have  nearly  reached  London  by 
this  time,"  said  Mr.  Fielden,  *'  for  he  is  a  stout  walker,  and 
this  is  the  third  day  since  he  left  us.  Well,  now  that  he 
is  about  fairly  to  be  called  to  the  bar,  I  hope  that  his 
fever  will  cool,  and  he  will  settle  oaloaly  to  work.  I  have 
felt  great  pain  for  him  during  this  last  visit." 

"  Pain  1     But  whyT" 

''My  dear,  do  you  remember  what  I  read  out  to  yon 
both  from  Sir  William  Temple,  the  night  before  John 
laft  us  ?" 

Helen  put  her  hand  to  her  brew,  and  with  a  readiness 
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.  ▼hich  showed  a  memory  equally  quick  and  reteotiye,  re- 
plied, **  Yes ;  was  it  not  to  this  effect?  I  am  not  sore  of 
the  exact  words — '  To  have  something  we  have  not,  and  be 
something  we  are  not,  is  the  root  of  all  evil.'" 

"Well  remembered,  my  darling  1" 

"Ah,  bat,"  said  Helen,  archly,  ''I  remember  too  what 
my  eoosin  replied:  'If  Sir  William  Temple  had  practiced 
his  theory,  he  would  not  have  been  ambassador  ..at  the 
Hague,  or ^ " 

"  Pshaw !  the  boy's  always  ready  enough  with  his  an- 
swers," interrupted  Mr.  Fielden,  rather  petulantly.  ^'There's 
the  fair,  my  dear ;  more  in  your  way,  I  see,  than  Sir  Wil^ 
liam  Temple's  philosophy." 

And  Helen  was  right — ^the  fair  was  no  Eastern  bazaar : 
but  how  delighted  that  young,  impressionable  mind  was, 
notwithstanding  I  delighted  with  the  swings  and  the  round- 
abouts, the  shows,  the  booths,  even  down  to  the  gilt  ginger- 
bread kings  and  queens.  All  minds  genuinely  poetical,  aie 
peculiarly  susceptible  to  movement — that  is,  to  the  ezdte- 
•  ment  of  numbers.  If  the  movement  is  sincerely  joyous,  as 
in  the  mirth  of  a  village  holiday,  such  a  nature  shares  in- 
sensibly in  the  joy.  But  if  the  movement  is  a  false  and 
sporioQS  gayety,  as  in  a  state  ball,  where  the  impassive 
face  and  languid  step  are  out  of  harmony  with  the  evident 
object  of  the  scene — then  the  nature  we  speak  of  feels 
chilled  and  dejected.  Hence  it  really  is,  that  the  more 
delicate  and  ideal  order  of  minds  soon  grow  inexpressibly 
weary  of  the  hack  routine  of  what  are  called  fashionable 
pleasures.     Hence  the  same  person  most  alive  to  a  dance 
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311  the  green,  woald  be  without  enjoyment  at  Almack's. 
It  is  not  because  one  scene  is  a  village  green,  and  the 
other  a  room  in  King  Street ;  nor  is  it  because  the  actors 
in  the  one  are  of  the  humble,  in  the  other  of  the  noble 
class,  but  simply  because  the  enjoyment  in  the  first  is  visi- 
ble and  hearty,  because  in  the  other  it  is  a  listless  and 
melancholy  pretense.    Helen  fancied  it  was  the  swings  and 
the  booths  that  gave  her  that  innocent  exhilaration — it 
was  not  so;  it  was  the  unconscious  sympathy  with  the 
crowd  around  her.     When  the  poetical  nature  quits  its 
own  dreams  for  the  actual  world,  it  enters  and  transfuses 
Itself  into  the  hearts  and  humors  of  others.     The  two 
wings  of  that  spirit  which  we  call  Genius  are  reverie  and 
sympathy.     But  poor  little  Helen  had  no  idea  that  she 
had  genius.     Whether  chasing  the  butterfly,  or  talking 
fond  fancies  to  her  birds,  or  whether  with  earnest,  musing 
eyes,  watching  the  stars  come  forth  and  the  dark  pine- 
trees  gleam  into  ^silver ;   whether  with  airy  day-dreams 
and  credulous  wonder  poring  over  the  magic  tales  of  Mir- 
glip  or  Aladdin,  or  whether  spell-boand  to  awe  by  the 
solemn  woes  of  Lear^  or  following  the  blind  great  bard 
*into  'Uhe  heaven  of  heavens,  an  earthly  guest,  to  draw 
empyreal  air,"  she  obeyed  but  the  honest  and  varying  im- 
pulse in  each  change  of  her  pliant  mood  ;  and  would  have 
ascribed  with  genuine  humility  to  the  vagaries  of  child- 
hood, that  prompt  gathering  of  pleasure — that  quick  shift- 
ing sport  of  the  fancy  by  which  Nature  binds  to  itself,  in 
chains  undulating  as  melody,  the  lively  senses  of  genius. 
While  Helen,  leaning  on  the  vicar's  arm,  thus  sor- 
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rendered  herself  to  the  iouocent  exeiteoieat  of  the  mo- 
joaent,  the  vicar  himself  smiled  and  nodded  to  his  parish- 
ioners, or  paused  to  exchange  a  friendly  word  or  two  with 
the  youngest  or  the  oldest  loiterers  (those  two  extremes  of 
mortality  which  the  church  so  tenderly  unites),  whom  the 
scene  drew  to  its  tempting  vortex,  when  a  rough^haired 
lad,  with  a  leather  bag  strapped  across  his  waist,  turned 
from  one  of  the  gingerbread  booths,  and  touching  his  hat, 
said,  ''  Please  you,  sir,  I  was  a*coming  to  your  honse  with 
a  letter." 

The  vicar's  correspondence  was  confined  and  rare,  de-> 
spite  his  distant  children,  for  letters  but  a  few  years  ago 
were  costly  luxuries  to  persons  of  narrow  income,  and 
therefore  the  juvenile  letter-carrier  who  plied  between  the 
post  town  and  the  village  failed  to  excite  in  his  breast 
that  indignation  for  bein^  an  hour  or  more  behind  his 
time,  which  would  have  animated  one  to  whom  the  post 
brings  the  usual  event  of  the  day.  He  took  the  letter 
from  the  boy's  hand,  and  paid  for  it  with  a  thrifty  sigh,  as 
he  glanced  at  a  handwriting  un£ftmiliar  to  him — perhaps 
from  some  clergyman  poorer  than  himself.  However,  that 
was  not  the  place  to  read  letters,  so  he  put  the  epistle  in 
his  pocket,  until  Helen,  who  watched  his  countenance  to 
see  when  he  grew  tired  of  the  scQne,  kindly  proposed  to 
return  home.  As  they  gained  a  stile  half  way,  Mr.  Fielden 
remembered  his  letter,  took  it  forth,  and  put  on  his  spec- 
tacles. Helen  stooped  over  the  bank  to  gather  violets ; 
the  vicar  seated  himself  on  the  stile.  As  he  again  Implied 
at  the  address,  the  handwriting,  before  unfamiUar;  isecn.cd 
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to  grow  indistinctly  on  his  reeoUoction.  That  bold,  firm 
baod— thin  and  fine  as  woman's,  bnt  large  and  regolar  as 
man's — ^was  too  peculiar  to  be  forgotten.  He  ottered  a 
brief  exclamation  of  surprise  and  recognition,  and  hastily 
broke  the  seal.     The  contents  ran  thas : 

''  Dear  Sir, — So  many  years  have  passed  since  any  com- 
rannication  has  taken  place  between  ns,  that  the  name  of 
Lacretfa  Dalibard  will  seem  more  strange  to  you  than  that 
of  Lucretia  Clavering.  I  have  recently  returned  to  Eng- 
land after  long  residence  abroad.  I  perceive  by  my  de- 
ceased sister's  will  that  she  has  confided  her  only  daughter 
to  my  guardianship,  conjointly  with  yourself.  I  am  anxious 
to  participate  in  that  tender  charge.  I  am  alone  in  the 
world — an  habitual  sufierer — afflicted  with  a  partial  paral« 
ysis  that  deprives  me  of  the  use  of  my  limbs.  In  sueh 
circumstances,  it  is  the  more  natural  that  I  should  turn  to 
the  only  relative  left  me.  My  journey  to  England  has  so 
exhausted  my  strength,  and  all  movement  is  so  painful^ 
that  I  must  request  you  to  excnse  me  for  not  coming  in 
person  for  my  niece.  Tour  benevolence,  however,  will,  I 
am  sure,  prompt  yon  to  afford  me  the  comfort  of  her  so- 
ciety, as  soon  as  you  can  contrive  some  suitable  arrange- 
ment for  her  journey.  Begging  you  to  express  to  Helen, 
in  -my  name,  the  assurance  of  such  a  welcome  as  is  due 
from  me  to  my  sister's  child,  and  waiting  with  great  anxiety 
your  reply, — I  am,  dear  sir,  your  very  faithful  servant, 

"Ltjoretia  Dalibard. 
'*  P.  S. — I  can  scarcely  venture  to  ask  you  to  bring  Helen 
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yourself  to  town,  but  I  shoald  be  glad  if  o^her  inducements 
to  take  the  joarnej  afforded  me  the  pleasure  of  seeing  yon 
once  again.  I  am  anjsions,  in  addition  to  such  details,  of 
mj  late  sister  as  joa  may  be  enabled  to  give  me,  to  learn 
something  of  the  history  of  her  connection,  Mr.  Ardwortb, 
in  whom  I  felt  much  interested  years  ago,  and  who,  I  am 
recently  informed,  left  an  infant,  his  snpposed  son,  under 
your  care.  So  long  absent  from  England,  how  much  have 
I  to  learn,  and  how  little  the  mere  gravestones  tell  us  of 
the  dead  I" 

While  the  vicar  is  absorbed  in  this  letter,  equally  un- 
welcome and  unexpected,  —  while,  unconscious  as  the 
daughter  of  Ceres  gathering  flowers  when  the  Hell  King 
drew  near,  of  the  change  that  awaited  her  and  the  grim 
presence  that  approached  on  her  fate, — Helen  bends  still 
over  the  bank  odorous  with  shrinking  violets,  we  tarn  where 
the  new  generation  equally  invites  our  gaze,  and  make  our 
first  acquaintance  with  two  persons  connected  with  the 

progress  of  our  tale. 

«  4(  '«  ♦  «  « 

♦  «  «  ♦  ♦ 

*  ♦  «  ♦  4t  « 

The  britska  stopped.  The  servant,  who  had  been  grad- 
ually accumulating  present  dust  and  future  rheumatisms 
on  the  ''bad  eminence"  of  a  rumble-tumble,  exposed  to 
the  nipping  airs  of  an  English  sky,  leapt  to  the  ground 
and  opened  the  carriage  door. 

**  This  is  the  best  place  for  the  view,  sir — a  little  to  the 
right." 


/NT- 
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Perciyal  St.  John  threw  aside  his  book  (a  yolame  of 
Voyages),  whistled  to  a  spaniel  dosing  by  his  side,  and 
descended  lightly.  Light  was  the  step  of  the  yoong  man, 
and  merry  was  the  bark  of  the  dog,  as  it  chased  from  th9 
road  the  sti^rtled  sparrow,  rising  high  into  the  clear  air — 
favorites  of  Natare  both,  man  and  dog  I 

Ton  had  bat  to  glance  at  Percival  St.  John  to  know  at 
once  that  he  was  of  the  race  that  toils  not;  the  assured 
step  spoke  con6dence  in  the  world's  fair  smile.  No  care 
for  the  morrow  dimmed  the  bold  eye  and  the  radiant 
bloom. 

About  the  middle  height — ^his  slight  figure,  yet  unde- 
Teloped,  seemed  not  to  have  attained  to  its  full  growtii — 
the  darkening  down  only  Just  shaded  a  cheek  somewhat 
sunburnt,  though  naturally  fair,  round  which  locks  black 
as  jet  played  sportively  in  the  fresh  air — about  him  alto* 
gether  there  was  the  inexpressible  charm  of  happy  youth. 
He  scarcely  looked  sixteen,  though  above  four  years  older ; 
but  for  his  firm  though  careless  step,  and  the  open  fearless- 
ness of  his  frank  eye,,  you  might  have  almost  taken  him  for 
a  girl  in  men's  clothes,  not  from  effemitiacy  of  feature,  but 
from  the  sparkling  bloom  of  bis  youth,  abd  from  his  un* 
mistakable  newness  to  the  cares  and  sins  of  man.  A  more 
delightful  vision  of  ingenuous  boyhood  opening  into  life 
nnder  happy  auspices,  never  inspired  with  pleased  yet 
melancholy  interest  the  eye  of  half  envious,  half  pitying 
age. 

"And  that,"  mused  Percival  St.  John — **  that  is  Lon* 
don  I    Oh  for  the  Diable  Boiteuz  to  unroof  me  those  dis* 
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tant  houses,  and  show  me  the  pleasures  that  lui^  within  I 
—-Ah,  what  long  letters  I  shall  bare  to  write  home  !-^ 
How  the  dear  old  captain  will  laugh  over  them,  and  how 
my  dear  good  mother  will  put  down  her  work  and  sigh  I 
Home  ! — Um,  I  miss  it  already.  How  strange^and  grkn, 
after  all,  the  huge  city  seems  I'' 

His  gioTe  fell  to  the  ground,  and  his  spaalel  mumbled 
it  into  shreds.  The  young  man  laughed,  and,  throwing 
himself  on  the  grass,  played  gayly  with  the  dog. 

''Fie,  Beau,  s{r,^-fie;  glores  are  indigestible.  Restrain 
your  appetite,  and  we'll  lunch  together  at  the  Clarendon.'* 

At  this  moment  there  arriyed  at  the  same  patch  of 
greensward,  a  pedestrian  some  years  older  than  Percival 
St.  John — a  tall,  muscular,  raw-boned,  dust- covered,  travel* 
stained  pedestrian — one  of  your  pedestrians  in  good  ear- 
nest-^ no  amateur  in  neat  gambroon,  manufactured  by 
Inkson,  who  leaves  his  carriage  behind  him,  and  walks  on 
with  his  fishing-rod  by  choice,  but'a  sturdy  wanderer,  with 
thick  shoes  and  strapless  trowsers,  a  thread*  bare  coat,  and 
a  knapsack  at  his  back.  Yet  withal,  the  young  man  had 
the  air  of  a  gentleman;  not  gentleman  as  the  word  is 
understood  in  St  James's,  the  gentleman  of  the  noble  and 
idle  class,  but  the  gentleman  as  the  title  is  accorded,  by 
courtesy,  to  all  to  whom  both  education  and  the  habit  of 
mixing  with  educated  persons  gives  a  claim  to  the  distinc-* 
tion  and  imparts  an  air  of  refinement.  The  new-com^ 
was  strongly  built,  at  once  lean  and  large — far  more 
strongly  built  than  Percival  St.  John,  but  without  his 
look  of  cheerful  and  comely  health.    His  complexfonl  had 
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not  the  florid  haes  that  should  hare  accompanied  that 
strength  of  body  ;  it  was  pale,  thoogh  not  sicklj ;  the  ex* 
pression  grave,  the  lines  deep,  the  face  strongly  marked. 
By  his  side  trotted  painfully  a  wiry,  yellowish,  foot-sore 
Scotch  terrier.  Bean  sprang  from  his  master's  caress,^ 
cocked  his  handsome  head  on  one  side,  and  suspended  in 
silent  halt  his  right  forepaw.  Percival  cast  over  his  lefb 
shonlder  a  careless  glance  at  the  intruder.  The  last 
heeded  neither  Bean  nor  Percival.  He  slipped  his  knap* 
sack  to  the  ground,  and  the  Scotch  terrier  sank  upon  it, 
and  corled  himself  up  ioto  a  ball.  The  wayfarer  folded 
his  arms  tightly  upon  bis  breast,  heaved  a  short  unquiet 
sigh,  and  cast  over  the  giant  city,  from  under  deep^pent 
lowering  brows,  a  look  so  earnest,  so  searching,  so  full  of 
inexpressible,  dogged,  determined  power,  that  Percivali 
roused  out  of  his  gay  indifference,  rose  and  regarded  him 
with  curious  interest 

In  the  mean  while  Beau  had  very  leisurely  approached 
the  bilious-looking  terrier ;  and  after  walking  three  times 
round  him,  with  a  stare  and  a  small  sniff  of  superb  imper- 
tinence, halted  with  great  composure,  and  lifting  his  hind 
leg — O  Beau,  Beau,  Beau  I  your  historian  blasfaes  for  your 
breeding,  and,  like  Sterne's  recording  angel,  drops  a  tear 
upon  the  stain  which  washes  it  from  the  register — but  not, 
alas  I  from  the  back  of  the  bilious  terrier  I  The  space 
around  was  wide.  Beau.  You  had  all  the  world  to  choose  \ 
why  select  so  specially  for  insult  the  single  spot  on  which 
reposed  the  worn-out  and  unoffending  I  O  dainty  Beau] 
-i-0  dainty  world  I    Own  the  truth,  both  of  ye.     There  is 
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something  irresistibly  provocatiye  of  insult  in  the  back  of 
a  shabby-looking  dog  I 

The  poor  terrier,  used  to  affronts,  raised  its  heavy  eye- 
lids, and  shot  the  gleam  of  jast  indignation  from  its  dark 
eyes.  But  it  neither  stirred  nor  growled,  and  Beau,  ex- 
tremely pleased  with  his  achievement,  wagged  his  tail  in 
triumph,  and  returned  to  his  master  —  perhaps,  in  par- 
liamentary phrase,  to  "report  proceedings,  and  ask  leave- 
to  sit  again.'' 

''  I  wonder,"  soliloquized  Percival  St.  John,  "  what  that 
poor  fellow  is  thinking  of; — perhaps  he  is  poor,  indeed  I 
•—no  doubt  of  it,  now  I  look  again.  And  I  so  rich  I  I 
should  like  to — hem — ^let's  see  what  he's  made  of." 

Herewith  Percival  approached,  and  with  all  a  boy's  half 
bashful,  half  saucy  frankness,  said — "A  fine  prospect,  sir." 

The  pedestrian  started,  and  threw  a  rapid  glance  over 
the  brilliant  figure  that  accosted  him.  Percival  St.  John 
was  not  to  be  abashed  by  stern  looks ;  but  that  glance 
might  have  abashed  many  a  more  experienced  man.  The 
glance  of  a  squire  upon  a  com*law  missionary,  of  a  Crock- 
ford  dandy  upon  a  Regent  Street  tiger,  could  not  have 
been  more  disdainful. 

^^Tushl"  said  the  pedestrian,  rudely,  and  turned  upon 
his  heel. 

Percival  colored,  and,  shall  we  own  it  7  was  boy  enough 
to  double  his  fist.  Little  would  he  have  been  deterred  by 
the  l^rawn  of  those  great  arms  and  the  girth  of  that  Her- 
culean chest,  if  he  had  been  quite  sure  that  it  was  a  proper 
thing  to  resent  pugilistically  so  discourteous  a  monosylla- 
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ble.  The  'HnshI''  stuck  greatly  in  his  throat.  But  the 
man,  now  removed  to  the  farther  verge  of  the  hill,  looked 
80  tranquil  and  so  lost  in  thought,  that  the  short-lived 
anger  died. 

''And  after  all,  if  I  was  as  poor  as  he  looks,  I  dare  say 
I  should  be  jcist  as  proud,"  muttered  Percival.  "How- 
ever, it's  his  own  fault  if  he  goes  to  London  on  foot,  when 
I  might,  at  least,  have  given  him  a  lift.    Oome,  Beau,  dr.^ 

With  his  face  still  a  little  flushed,  and  his  hat,  nncon^ 
Bcionsly,  cocked  fiercely  on  one  side,  Percival  Baontered 
back  to  his  britska. 

As  in  the  whirl  of  dust  the  light  carriage  was  bomt 
by  the  four  posters  down  the  hill,  the  pedestrian  turned 
for  an  instant  from  the  view  before  to  the  clood  behind, 
and  muttered — "Ay,  a  fine  prospect  for  the  rich — a  noble 
field  for  the  poor  I"  The  tone  iu  which  those  words  were 
said  told  volumes ;  there,  spoke  the  pridej  the  hope,  the 
energy,  the  ambition,  which  make  youth  laborious,  man* 
hood  prosperous,  age  renowned. 

The  stranger  then  threw  himself  on  the  sward,  and  con- 
tinued his  silent  and  intent  contemplation  till  the  cloodi 
grew  red  in  the  west.  When,  then,  he  rose,  his  eye  was 
bright,  his  mien  erect,  and  a  smile,  playing  round  his  firm, 
full  lips,  stole  the  moody  stemaess  from  his  bard  face. 
Throwing  his  knapsack  onee  more  on  his  back,  John  Ard- 
worth  went  resolutely  on  to  the  great  vortex. 

VOL.  I.— 27 


CHAPTER    I. 

THE  CORONATION. 

Thb  eighth  of  September,  1831,  was  a  holiday  in  Lon* 
don. .  William  lY.  received  the  crown  of  his  ancestors  in 
that  mighty  church,  in  which  the  most  impressive  monitors 
to  human  pomp  are  the  monnments  of  the  dead :  the  dnst 
of  conqnerors  and  statesmen,  of  the  wise  heads  and  the 
bold  hands  that  had  gnarded  the  thrones  of  departed  kings, 
slept  around;  and  the  great  men  of  the  Modern  time 
were  assembled  in  homage  to  the  monarch,  to  whom  the 
prowess  and  the  liberty  of  generations  had  bequeathed  an 
empire  in  which  the  sun  never  sets.  In  the  Abbey — ^tkink- 
ing  little  of  the  past,  caring  little  for  the  future — the  im- 
mense audience  gazed  eagerly  on  the  pageant  that  occurs 
but  once  in  that  division  of  history — the  lifetime  of  a  king. 
The  assemblage  was  brilliant  and  imposing.  The  galleries 
sparkled  with  the  gems  of  women  who  still  upheld  the 
celebrity  for^form  and  feature,  which,  from  the  remotest 
times,  has  been  awarded  to  the  great  English  race.  Be- 
low, in  their  robes  and  coronets,  were  men  who  neither  ia 
the  senate  nor  the  field  have  shamed  their  fathers.  Con- 
spicuous among  all,  for  grandeur  of  mien  and  stature, 
towered  the  brothers  of  the  king ;  while  commanding  yet 
more  the  universal  gaze,  were  seen,  here  the  eagle  features 

of  the  old  hero  of  Waterloo,  and  there  the  majestic  brow 
(814) 


LUCRETIA.  315 

of  the  haughty  statesman  who  was  leading  the  people 
(while  the  last  of  the  Bonrbons,  whom  Waterloo  had  re- 
stored to  the  Taileries,  had  left  the  orb  and  parple  to  the 
kindred  house  so  fatal  to  his  name)  through  a  stormy  and 
perilous  transition  to  a  bloodless  revolution  and  a  new 
charter.  ^ 

Tier  upon  tier,  in  the  diTision  set  apart  for  them,  the 
members  of  the  Lower  House  moved  and  murmured  above 
the  pageant;  and  the  coronation  of  the  new  sovereign 
was  connected  in  their  minds  with  the  great  measure 
which,  still  undecided,  made  at  that  time  a  link  between 
the  People  and  the  King;  and  arrayed  against  both,  if 
not,  indeed,  the  real  Aristocracy,  at  least  the  Chamber 
recognized  by  thjs  Constitution  as  its  representative.  With- 
out the  space  was  one  dense  mass.  Houses,  from  balcony 
to  balcony,  window  to  window,  were  filled  as  some  im- 
mense theater.  Up,  through  the  long'  thoroughfare  to 
Whitehall,  the  eye  saw  that  audience — ^a  pioplb  ;  and  the 
gaze  was  bounded  at  the  spot  where  Charles  I.  had  passed 
from  the  banquet-house  to  the  scaffold. 

The  ceremony  was  over;  the  procession  had  swept 
slowly  by;  the  last  hazza  had  died  away.  And,  after 
.taring  awhile  upon  Orator  Hunt,  who  had  clambered  up 
the  iron  palisade  near  Westminster  Hall,  to  exhibit  his 
goodly  person  in  his  court  attire,  the  serried  crowds,  hur- 
rying from  the  shower  which  then  unseasonably  deseended, 
broke  into  large  masses  or  lengthening  columns. 

In  that  part  of  London  which  may  be  said  to  form  a 
boundary  between  its  old  and  its  new  world,  by  which,  on 
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tiie  one  hand,  you  pass  to  WestminBter,  or  through  that 
gorge  of  the  Strand  which  leads  along  endless  rows  of 
shops  that  have  grown  op  on  the  sites  of  the  ancient  balls 
of  the  Salisburjs  and  the  Exeters,  the  Bnckinghams  and 
fiontbamptoas,  to  the  heart  of  thfB  Oity,  built  aroand  the 
primeval  palace  of  the  "Tower," — while,  on  the  other 
hand,  yon  pass  into  the  new  city  of  aristocracy  and  letters, 
of  art  and  fashion,  embracing  the  whilom  chase  of  Maryle- 
bone,  and  the  once  sedge-grown  waters  of  Pimlico ; — by 
this  ignoble  bonndary  (the  crossing  from  the  Opera  House, 
at  the  bottom  of  the  Haymarket  to  the  qommencement  of 
Charing  Cross)  stood  a  person  whose  discontented  conn- 
tenaoce  was  in  siogular  contrast  with  the  general  gayety 
and  animation  of  the  day.  This  person,  0  gentle  reader 
—this  sour,  querulous,  discontented  person — was  a  king, 
too,  in  bis  own  walk  I  None  might  dispute  it.  He  feared 
no  rebel ;  he  was  harassed  by  no  reform ;  he  ruled  without 
ministers ;  tools  he  had,  but^  when  worn  out,  he  replaced 
them  without  a  pension  or  a  sigh.  He  lived  by  taxes— 
but  they  were  voluntary;  and  his  Civil  List  was  supj^ied, 
without  demand  for  the  redress  of  gprievances.  This  per- 
son, nevertheless-^not  deposed^  was  sospeoded  from  hi^ 
empire  for  the  day.  He  was  pushed  aside ;  he  was  for 
gotten.  He  was  not  distinct  from  the  crowd.  Like  Titus, 
he  had  lost  a  day — his  vocation  was  gone.  This  person 
was  the  Sweeper  of  the  Crossing  I 

He  was  a  character!  He  was  young,  in  the  £airest 
prime  of  youth ;  but  it  was  the  face  of  an  old  man  on 
young  shoulders.  His  hair  was  long,  thin,  and  pre«aatnrely 
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iireaked  with  gray;  hia  face  was  pale  and  deeplj  far- 
rowed ;  his  eyes  hollow,  and  their  stare  gleamed,  cold  and 
stolid,  nnder  his  bent  and  shaggy  brows.  The  figure  was 
at  once  fragile  and  ungainly — and  the  narrow  shoulders  . 
ci/rved  in  a  perpetaal  stoop.  It  was  a  person  once  noticed 
that  yoa  would  easily  remember,  and  associate  with  somo 
undefined,  painfnl  impression.  The  manner  was  humble, 
but  not  meek ;  the  voice  was  whining,  but  without  pathos. 
There  was  a  meager,  passionless  dullness  about  the  aspect, 
though,  at  times,  it  quickened  into  a  kind  of  avid  acute- 
ness.  No  one  knew  by  what  human  parentage  this  per- 
sonage came  into  the  world.  He  had  been  reared  by  the 
charity  of  a  stranger,  crept  through  childhood,  and  mis- 
ery^  and  rags  mysteriously ;  and  suddenly  succeeded  an 
old  defunot  negro  in  the  profitable  crossing  whereat  he  is 
now  standing.  All  education  was  unknown  to  him,  so  was 
all  love.  In  those  festive  haunts  at  St.  Giles's,  where  he 
who  would  see  ''  Life  in  London ''  may  often  discover  the 
boy  who  has  held  his  horse  iu  the  morning,  dancing  mer« 
rily  with  his  chosen  damsel  at  night,  our  sweeper's  char- 
acter was  austere  as  Charles  the  Twelfth's!  And  the  poor 
creature  bad  his  good  qualities  I  He  was  sensitively  alive 
to  kindness-<-^littIe  enough  had  been  shown  him  to  make 
the  laxury  the  more  prized  from  its  rarity  1-^though  fond 
of  money,  he  would  part  with  it  (we  do  not  say  cheerfully, 
but  part  with  it  still)  not  to  mere  want,  indeed  (for  he  had 
been  too  pinched  and  starved  himself,  and  had  grown  too 
obtuse  to  pinching  and  to  starving  for  the  sensitiveness 

that  prompts  to  charitj),  but  to  any  of  his  companions 
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who  had  done  him  a  good  semce,  or  who  had  eTen  wanned 
his  dull  heart  bj  a  friendly  smile ;  he  was  honest,  too— 
honest  to  the  backbone.  Yon  might  have  trusted  him 
with  gold  untold.  Through  the  heavy  clod  which  man's 
care  had  not  moulded,  nor  books  enlightened,  nor  the 
priest's  solemn  lore  informed,  still  natural  rays  from  the 
great  parent  source  of  Deity  struggled,  fitful  and  dim.  He 
had  no  lawful  name ;  none  knew  if  sponsors  had '  ever 
stood  security  for  his  sins  at  the  sacred  fount.  But  he  had 
christened  himself  by  the  strange,  nnchristianlike  name  of 
"Beck."  There  he  was,  then,  seemingly  without  origin, 
parentage,  or  kindred  tie — a  lonesome,  squalid,  bloodless 
thing,  which  the  great  monster,  London,  seemed  to  have 
spawned  forth  of  its  own  self — one  of  its  sickly,  miserable, 
rickety  offspring,  whom  it  puts  out  at  nurse  to  Penury,  at 
school  to  Starvation,  and,  finally,  and  literally,  gives  them 
stones  for  bread,  with  the  option  of  the  gallows  or  the 
dunghill,  when  the  desperate  offspring  calls  on  the  giant 
mother  for  return  and  home  I 

And  this  creature  did  love  something — ^loved,  perhaps, 
some  fellow-being — of  that  hereafter,  when  we  dive  into 
the  secrets  of  his  privacy.  Meanwhile,  openly  and  frankly, 
he  loved  his  crossing ;  he  was  proud  of  his  crossing ;  he 
was  grateful  to  his  crossing.  God  help  thee,  son  o#  the 
street,  why  not  I  He  had  in  it  a  double  affection;  that  of 
serving  and  being  served.  He  kept  the  crossing — if  the 
crossing  kept  him.  He  smiled  at  times  to  himself  when 
he  saw  it  lie  fair  and  brilliant  amid  the  mire  around  it; 
it  bestowed  on  him  a  sense  of  property  I    What  a  man 
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may  f««I  for  a  fine  estate  in  a  ring  fence,  Beck  felt  for  that 
isthmas  of  the  kennel  which  was  subject  to  his  broom  I 
The  Coronation  had  made  one  rebellious  spirit,  when  it 
swept  the  sweeper  from  his  crossing. 

He  stood  then  half  under  the  colonnade  of  the  Opera 
House,  as  the  crowd  now  rapidly  grew  thinner  and  more 
scattered :  and  when  the  last  carriage  of  a  long  string  of 
vehicles  had  passed  by,  he  muttered  audibly : 

''  It'll  take  a  deal  of  pains  to  make  she  right  agin  I" 

''So  you  be's  ere  to-day.  Beck?"  said  -a  ragamuffin 
boy,  who,  pushing  and  scrambling  through  his  betters, 
now  halted,  and  wiped  his  forehead,  as  he  looked  at  the 
sweeper.  *'  Yy,  ve  are  all  out  pleasuring.  Yy  von't  you 
come  with  ye  ? — lots  of  fun  I" 

The  sweeper  scowled  at  the  urchin,  and  made  no  an* 
swer,  but  began  sedulously  to  apply  himself  to  the  crossing. 

"  Yy,  there  isn't  another  sweep  in  the  streets,  Beck.  His 
Majesty  King  Bill's  Ourrynation  makes  all  on  us  so  appy  1'' 

"It  has  made  she  unkimmon  dirty  I"  returned  Beck, 
^  pointing  to  the  dingy  crossing,  scarce  distinguished  from 
the  rest  of  the  road. 

The  ragamuffin  laughed. 

"  But  ve  be's  goin'  to  are  Reform  now.  Beck.  The  peo- 
pnl's  to  have  their  rights  and  libties,  hand  the  luds  is  to 
be  put  down,  hand  beefsteaks  is  to  be  a  penny  a  pound, 
and " 

"  What  good  will  that  do  to  she  ?"  , 

*'  Yy,  man,  ve  shall  take  turn  about,  and  sum  vun  helse 
will  sveep  the  crossings,  and  ve  shall  ride  in  sum  vun 
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^else's  coach  and  foar  prads-^sos  jjt  ve  ihall  hall  b« 
heqoak  1" 

''^eqaalsi  I  tells  yoa  vot,  if  yoa  keeps  jawing  there, 
atween  me  aud  she,  I  shall  Top  you,  Joe— cos  vy  ?-^I  be^i 
(he  biggest  I"  was  the  answer  of  Beck  the  sweeper  to  Joe 
the  ragamuffin. 

The  jovial  Joe  laaghed  alond,  snapped  his  fiagers,  threw 
up  his  ragged  cap  with  a  shout  for  King  Bill,  and  set  off 
scampering  and  whooping  to  join  those  iestinties  which 
Beck  had  so  churlishly  disdained. 

Time  crept  on — evening  began  to  close  in,  and  Beck 
was  still  at  his  crossing,  when  a  young  gentleman  on  horse- 
back, who,  after  seeing  the  procession,  had  stolen  away 
for  a  quiet  ride  in  the  suburbs,  reined  in  close  by  the  croes- 
ing,  and,  looking  round,  as  for  some  one  to  hold  his  horse, 

« 

could  discover  no  loiterer  worthy  that  honor  except  the 
solitary  Beck.  So  young  was  the  rider,  that  he  seemed 
still  a  boy.  On  his  smooth  countenance,  all  that  most 
prepossesses  in  early  youth  left  its  witching  stamp.  A 
smile,  at  once  gay  and  sweet,  played  on  his  lips.  There 
was  a  charm,  even  in  a  certain  impatient  petulance,  in  his 
quick  eye,  and  the  slight  contraction  of  his  delicate  brows. 
Almaviva  might  well  have  been  jealous  of  such  a  page  I 
He  was  the  beau  idial  of  Cherubino.  He  held  up  his 
whip,  with  an  arch  sign,  to  the  sweeper.  "  Follow,  my 
man,''  he  said,  in  a  tone,  the  very  command  of  which 
sounded  gentle,  so  blithe  was  the  movement  of  the  lips, 
and  so  silvery  the  easy  accent ;  and,  without  waiting,  he 
eantered  carelessly  down  Pall  Mali 
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The  8w«eper  cast  a  raefal  glanoe  at  his  melaneholj 
domain.  Bat  he  bad  gained  but  little  that  day,  and  the 
offer  was  too  tempting  to  be  rejected.  He  heaved  a  sigh, 
shoaldered  his  broom,  and  marinaring  to  himself  that  he 
woald  give  her  a  last  brush  before  he  retired  for  the  night, 
he  put  bia  long  limbs  into  that  swingings  shambling  trot 
which  characterlces  the .  motion  of  those  professional 
jackals,  who,  having  once  caught  sight  of  a  groomless 
rider,  fairlj  hunt  him  down,  and  appear,  when  he  least 
expects  it,  the  instant  he  dismounts. 

The  joung  rider  lightly  swung  himsdf  from  his  sleek, 
high-bred  gray,  at  the  door  of  one  of  the  clubs  in  St 
James's  Street,  patted  bis  bourse's  neck,  chucked  the  rein 
to  the  sweeper,  and  sauntered  into  the  house,  whistling, 
musically — if  not  flrom  want  of  thought,  certainly  from 
want  of  care. 

As  he  entered  the  club,  two  or  three  men,  yonng,  in- 
deed, but  much  older,  to  appearance  at  least,  than  him- 
^If,  who  were  dining  together  4t  the  same  table,  nodded 
to  him  their  friendly  greeting.  ^ 

'^Ah,  Perce,"  said  one, ''  we  have  only  Just  sat  down — 
here  is  a  seat  for  you."  ** 

The  boy  blushed  shyly -hs  he  accepted  the  propo^^  and 
the  young  men  made  room  for  him  at  the  table,  with  a 
smiling  alacrity  which  showed  that  his  shyness  was  no 
binderance  to  his  popularity. 

"  Who,"  said  an  elderly  dandy,  dining  apart  with  one 
of  his  contemporaries — ''  who  is  that  lad  ?  One  ought  not 
to  admit  such  mere  boys  into  the  club," 
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*'  He  is  the  only  sarTiving  son  of  an  old  friend  of  onrs," 
ftnswcred  the  other,  dropping  his  eyeglass.  ''Toang  Per* 
cival  St  John." 

"St  John  1    What!    Yemon  St  John's  son  T' 

"  Yes." 

"He  has  not  his  ilather's  good  air.  These  yonng  fellows 
have  a  tone— a  8omething-«a  want  of  self-possession,  eh  f " 

"  Very  tme.  The  fact  is,  that  Perdval  was  meant  for 
the  navy,  and  even  iierved  as  a  mid.  for  a  year  or  so.  He 
was  a  yoanger  son,  then — third,  I  think.  The  two  elder 
ones  died,  and  Master  Pereival  walked  into  the  inheritance. 
I  don't  think  he  is  quite  of  age  yet" 

"  Of  age !  he  does  not  look  seventeen  1" 

"  Oh,  he  is  more  than  that  I  I  remember  him  in  his 
jacket  at  Langhton.     A  fine  property  V^ 

"Ay,  I  don't  wonder  those  fellows  are  so  civil  to  him. 
This  claret  is  corked  I — CTerything  is  so  bad  at  this  d — d 
clnbI-«-no  wonder,  when  a  troop  of  boys  are  let  inl— . 
enough  to  spoil  any  dnb  I — don't  know  Larose  from  La^ 
fitte.     Waiter  I" 

Meanwhile,  the  talk  round  the  table,  at  which  sate  Per- 
eival St.  John,  was  animated,  lively,  and  various — ^the  talk 
common  with  young  idlers ;  of  horses,  and  steeple-chases, 
and  opera-dancers,  and  reigning  beauties,  and  good-hu- 
mored jests  at  each  other.  In  all  this  babble,  there  was  a 
freshness  about  Pereival  St  John's  conversation,  which 
showed  that,  as  yet,  for  him  life  had  the  zest  of  novelty. 
He  was  more  at  home  about  horses  and  steeple-chases, 
than  about  opera^ancers,  and  beauties,  and  the  small 
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se^ndals  of  town.  Talk  on  these  latter  topics  did  not 
seem  to  interest  him;  on  the  contrary,  almost  to  pain. 
Shj  and  modest  as  a  girl,  he  colored  or  looked  aside  when 
his  more  hardened  friends  boasted  of  assignations  and 
love  afifairs.  Spirited,  gay,  and  manly  enough  in  all  really 
Qianly  points,  the  virgin  bloom  of  innocence  was  yet  visi- 
ble in  his  frank  charming  manner.  And  often,  oat  of 
respect  for  his  delicacy,  some  hearty  son  of  pleasure 
stopped  short  in  his  narrative,  or  lost  the  point  of  his 
anecdote;,  and  yet  so  lovable  was  Percival  in  his  good 
humor,  his  naivete,  his  joyous  entrance  into  innocent  joy, 
that  his  companions  were  scarcely  couscious, of  the  gine 
and  restraint  he  imposed  on  them.  Those  merry,  dark 
eyes,  and  that  flashing  smile,  were  conviviality  of  them- 
selves. They  brought  with  them  a  contagious  cheerfulness 
which  compensated  for  the  want  of  corruption. 

Night  had  set  in.  St.  John's  companions  had  departed 
to  their  several  haunts,  and  Percival  himself  stood  on  the 
steps  of  the  club,  resolving  that  he  would  join  the  crowds 
that  swept  through  the  streets  to  gaze  on  the  illumina- 
tions, when  he  perceived  Beck  (still  at  the  rein  of  his 
dozing  horse),  whom  he  had  quite  forgot  till  that  moment. 
Laughing  at  his  own  want  of  memory,  Percival  put  some 
silver  into  Beck's  hand — more  silver  than  Beck  had  ever 
before  received  for  similar  service — and  said : 

''  Well,  my  man,  I  suppose  I  can  trust  you  to  take  my 
horse  to  his  stables — No.  — ,  the  Mews,  behind  Gunon 
Street.  Poor  fellow,  he  wants  his  supper, — and  you,  too, 
I  suppose  1" 
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Beck  smiled — a  pale,  hnngrj  smile,  and  pulled  his  fore* 
lock  politely — "  I  can  take  the  oss  werry  safely,  your  onor." 

"Take  him,  then,  and  good  evening;  bat  don't  get  on 
for  yonr  life." 

"Oh,  no,  sir ;  I  never  gets  on :  taint  in  my  vays." 

And  Beck  riowly  led  the  horse  through  the  crowd,  till 
he  vanished  from  Percivai^  eyes. 

Jnst  then,  a  man  passing  through  the  street  paused  as 
he  saw  the  yoong  gentleman  on  the  steps  of  the  club,  and 
said,  gayly,  "Ah !  how  do  you  do  ?  Pretty  faces  in  plenty 
out'to-night?    Which  way  are  you  going  ?^ 

"  That  is  more  than  I  can  tell  you,  Mr.  Yarney.*  I  waa 
just  thinking  which  turn  to  take — ^the  right  or  the  left." 

"  Then  let  me  be  your  guide,"  and  Yarney  offered  hia 
arm. 

Percival  accepted  the  courtesy ;  and  the  two  walked  oa 
towflfd  Piccadilly.  Many  a  kind  glance  from  the  milliners 
and  maid-servants,  whom  the  illuminations  drew  abroad, 
roved,  somewhat  impartially,  toward  St  John  and  hia 
companion ;  but  they  dwelt  longer  on  the  last,  for  there, 
at  least,  they  were  sure  of  a  return.  Yarney,  if  not  in  his 
first  youth,  was  still  in  the  prime  of  life ;  and  Time  had 
dealt  with  him  so  leniently,  that  he  retained  all  the  per* 
soiial  advantages  of  youth  itself.  His  complexion  still  was 
clear ;  and  as  only  his  upper  lip,  decorated  with  a  slight, 
silken,  and  well-trimmed  moustache,  was  unshaven,  the 
contour  of  the  face  added  to  the  juvenility  of  his  appear-^ 
ance  by  the  rounded  symmetry  it  betrayed.  His  haic 
escaped  from  his  hat  in  fair  unchanged  luxuriance.    And 
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the  nerTouB  figure,  agile  as  a  pantlier's,  tboagh  broad- 
shoaldered  and  deep-chested,  denoted  all  the  slightness 
and  elasticity  of  twenty-five,  combined  with  the  mnsoolar 
power  of  forty.  His  dress  was  rather  fantastic — too  showy 
for  the  good  taste  which  is  habitnal  to  the  English  gentle* 
man— «nd .  there  was  a  peculiarity  in  his  gait  almost  ap- 
proaching to  a  strut,  which  bespoke  a  desire  of  effect — a 
coDScionsness  of  personal  advantages — equally  opposed 
to  the  mien  and  manner  oi  Percival's  usual  companions; 
yet  withal,  even  the  most  fastidious  would  have  hesitated 
to  apply  to  Gabriel  Varney  the  epithet  of  "vulgar." 
Many  tofned  to  look  again  ;  but  it  was  not  to  remark  the 
dress  or  the  slight  swagger: — an  expression  of  reckless, 
sinister  power  in  the  countenance — something  of  vigor 
and  determination  even  in  that  very  walk,  foppish  as  it 
would  have  been  in  most,  made  you  sink  all  observation 
of  the  mere  external^  in  a  sentiment  of  curiosity  toward 
the  man  himse)f.  He  seemed  a  somebody — not  a  somebody 
of  conventional  rank,  but  a  somebody  of  personal  indi- 
viduality—an artist,  perhaps,  a  poet,  or  a  soldier  in  some 
foreign  service,  but  certainly  a  man  whose  name  you 
would  expect  to  have  heard  of.  Among  the  common 
mob  of  passengers  he  stood  out  in  marked  and  distinct 
relief. 

"  I  feel  at  home  in  a  crowd,"  said  Yamey.  "  Do  you 
understand  me  ?" 

*'I  Uiink  so,"  answered  Percival.     "If  ever  I  could 

become  distinguished,  I,  too,  should  feel  at  home  in  a 

crowd.'* 
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''YoQ  have  ambition,  then?  yoa  mean  to  become  dis- 
tinguished?" asked  Yarnej,  with  a  sharp,  searching 
look. 

There  was  a  deeper  and  steadier  flash  than  nsnal  from 
Percival's  dark  eyes,  and  a  manlier  glow  over  his  cheek, 
at  Yamey's  question.  But  he  was  slow  in  answering; 
and  when  he  did  so,  his  manner  had  all  its  wonted  mixture 
of  graceful  bashfulness  and  gay  candor. 

"  Our  rise  does  not  always  depend  on  ourselres.  Wo 
are  not  all  born  great,  nor  do  we  all  have  'greatness 
thfust  on  us.' " 

'*  One  can  be  what  one  likes,  with  your  fortune,"  said 
Yarney ;  and  there  was  a  growl  of  envy  in  his  yoice. 

''  What,  be  a  painter  like  yon?    Ha,  hal" 

*'  Faith,"  said  Yarney,  ''  at  least,  if  you  could  paint  at 
all,  you  would  have  what  I  have  noU-praise  and  fame." 

Percival  pressed  kindly  on  Yarney's  arm.  "  Courage  I 
yuu  will  get  justice  some  day  1" 

Yaroey  shook  his  head.  '*  Bah  1  there  is  no  such  thing 
ab  justice ;  all  are  underrated  or  overrated.  Can  yon  name 
orie  man  whom  you  think  is  estimated  by  the  public  at  hia 
precise  value  ?  As  for  present  popularity,  it  depends  on 
two  qualities — each  singly,  or  both  united — cowardice  and 
charlatanism ;  that  is,  servile  compliance  with  the  tasta 
and  opinion  of  the  moment,  or  a  quack's  spasmodic  efforts 
at  originality.  But  why  bore  you  on  such  matters  1  There 
are  things  more  attractive  round  us.  A  godd  ankle  that, 
eh  ?  Why,  pardon  me,  it  is  strange ;  but  you  don't  seem 
to  care  much  for  women  ?" 
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**  Oh,  yes,  I  do/'  said  PereiTftl,  with  a  sly  demareness. 
<'  I  am  very  fond  of — my  mother  I" 

''Very  proper  and  filial,"  said  Yaraey,  langhingi  "and 
does  your  loTe  for  the  sex.  stop  there  ?" 

"  Well,  and  in  trnth  I  fancy  so— pretty  nearly.  Yon 
know  my  grandmother  is  not  alive  1  Bat  that  is  something 
really  worth  looking  at  I''  And  Percival  pointed,  almost 
with  a  child's  delight,  at  an  illumination  mor^  brilliant 
than  the  rest 

"  I  suppose,  when  you  come  of  age,  you  will  hare  all 
the  cedars  at  Laughton  hung  with  colored  lamps.  Ah, 
you  must  ask  me  there,  some  day.  I  should  so  like  to  see 
the  old  place  again." 

"  You  never  saw  it,  I  think  you  say,  in  my  poor  fother's 
time  ?" 

"  Never." 
Yet  you  knew  him." 
But  slightly." 

"  And  you  never  saw  my  mother  ?" 
"    "  No ;  but  she  seems  to  have  such  influence  over  you, 
that  I  am  sure  she  must  be  a  very  superior  person—rathisr 
proud,  I  suppose." 

"  Proud — no;  that  is,  not  exactly  proud,  for  she  is  very 
meek  and  very  affable.    But  yet        " 

"  But  yet — ^you  hesitate — she  would  not  like  you  to  be 
seen,  perhaps,  walking,  in  Piccadilly  with  Gabriel  Varney, 
the  natural  son  of  old   Sir  Miles's  librarian,  —  Oabriel  " 
Yarney  the  painter — Oiibriel  Yarney  the  adventurer!" 

''As  long  as  Oabriel  Yarney  is  a  man  without  stain  on 
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his  character  and  honor,  mj  mother  would  only  be  pleased 
that  I  should  know  an  able  and  accomplished  person,  what- 
ever his  origin  or  parentage.  Bat  my  mother  woald  be 
sad  if  she  knew  me  intimate  with  j^  Bourbon  or  a  B^iffaelle, 
the  first  in  rank  or  the  first  in  genius,  if  either  prince  or 
artist  had  lost  or  even  $allied  his  'seutbeon  of  gentleman. 
In  a  word,  she  is  most  sensitive  as  to  honor  and  conscience 
—-all  el8e%be  disregards.'' 

''  Hem  1''  Yamey  stooped  down,  as  if  examining  the 
polish  of  his  boot,  while  he  continued,  carelessly — ''  Im- 
possible to  walk  the  streets  and  keep  one's  boots  out  of 
the  mire  I    WelU^-^nd  you  agree  with  your  mother?" 

"  It  would  be  strange  if  I  did  not.  When  I  was  scarcely 
four  years  old,  my  poor  father  used  to  lead  me  through  the 
long  picture-gallery  at  Laughton,  and  say,  '  Walk  through 
life  as  if  those  brave  gentlemen  looked  down  on  yon. 
And,"  added  St  John,  with  his  ingenuous  smile-^'^my 
mother  would  put  in  her  word — 'And  thofie  unstained 
women,  too,  my  Percivall'" 

There  was  something  noble  and  touching  in  the  boy's"" 
low  accents  as  be  said  this ;  it  gave  the  key  to  his  nnosual 
modesty,  and  his  fraok,  healthful  innocence  of  character. 

The  devil  in  Varo^y's  lip  sneered  mockingly. 

"  My  young  friend,  you  have  never  loved  yet— Do  yo» 
think  yon  ever  shall  ?" 

**  I  have  dreamed  that  I  could  Iova  one  day.  But!  can 
wait." 

Yarney  was  about  to  reply,  when  he  was  accosted 
abruptly  by  three  men  of  that  exaggerated  style  of  dress 
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and  manoer  which  is  implied  by  the  vulgar  appellation  af 
'"Tigrish."  Each  of  the  three  men  had  a  cigar  in  hia 
mouth — each  seemed  flushed  with  wine.  One  wore  long 
brass  spurs,  and  immense  moustaches;  another  was  dis* 
tinguished  by  an  enormous  surface  of  black  satin  cravat, 
across  which  meandered  a  Pactolus  of  gold  chain }  a  third 
bad  his  coat  laced  and  braided^  d  la  Polonaise,  andpinched 
and  padded  d  la  Busse,  with  trowsers  shaped  to  the  calf  of 
a  sinewy  leg,  and  a  glass  screwed  into  his  right  ey& 

"Ah,  Gabriel  I — ah,  Varneyl^ — ah,  prince  of  good  fel- 
lows, well  met  I  You  sup  with  us  to-night  at  little  C^lesWB 
— we  were  just  going  in  search  of  you." 

"  Who's  your  friend-^one  of  us  V^  whispered  a  second. 

And  the  third  screwed  his  arm  tight  and  lovingly  into 
Varney's. 

Gabriel,  despite  his  habitual  assurance,  looked  abashed 
for  a  moment,  and  would  have  extricated  himself  from 
cordialities  not  at  that  moment  welcome ;  but  he  saw  that 
his  friends  were  too  far  gone  in  their  cups  to  be  easily 
shaken  off,  and  be  felt  relieved  when  Percival,  after  a  dis- 
satisfied glance  at  the  three,  said,  quietly — "  I  must  detain 
you  no  longer — I  shall  soojn  look  in  at  your  studio ;"  and, 
without  waiting  for  answer,  slid  off  and  was  lost  among 
the  crowid. 

.  Yomey  walked  on  with  his  new-found  friends,  unheeding 
lor  some  moments  their  loose  remarks  and  familiar  banter. 
At  length  he  shook  off  his  abstraction,  and  surrendering 
himself  to  the  coarse  humors  of  his  companions,  soon 
eclipsed  them  all  by  the  gusto  of  his  slang  and  the  mock* 

28*  • 
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ing  profligacy  of  his  Mntiments;  for  here  he  no  longer 
played  a  part,  or  suppressed  his  grosser  instincts.  That 
nncnrbed  dominion  of  the  senses,  to  which  his  Tery  boy- 
hood had  abandoned  itself,  found  a  willing  slave  in  the 
man,  Eren  the  talents  themseWes  that  he  displayed  came 
ftom  the  cnltivation  of  the  sensual.  His  eye,  studying 
externals,  made  him  a  painter — his  ear,  quick  and  practiced, 
a  musician.  His  wild,  prodigal  fancy  rioted  on  every  ex* 
citement,  and  brought  him  in  a  vast  harvest  of  experience 
in  knowledge  of  the  frailties  and  the  vices  on  which  it  in- 
dulged its  vagrant  experiments.  Men  who  overcnltivate 
the  art  that  connects  itself  with  the  senses,  with  little 
counterpoise  from  the  reason  and  pure  intellect,  are  apt 
to  be  dissipated  and  irregular  in  their  lives.  This  is  fre- 
quently noticeable  in  the  biographies  of  musicians,  singers, 
and  painters,  less  so  in  poets,  because  he  who  deals  with 
words,  not  signs  and  tones,  must  perpetually  compare  hia 
senses  with  the  pure  images  of  which  the  senses  only  see 
the  appearances ;  in  a  word,  he  must  employ  his  intellect^ 
and  his  self-education  must  be  large  and  comprehensive. 
But  with  most  real  genius,  however  fed  merely  by  the 
senses — most  really  great  painters,  singers,  and  musicians, 
however  easily  led  astray  into  temptation,  the  richness  of 
the  soil  throws  up  abundant  good  qualities  to  countervail 
or  redeem  the  evil — ^they  are  usually  compassionate,  gen- 
erous, sympathizing.  That  Yarney  had  not  such  beauties 
of  soul  and  temperament,  it  is  unnecessary  to  add — ^princi- 
pally, it  is  true,  because  of  his  nurture,  education,  parental 
example,  the  utter  corruption  in  which  his  childhood  and 


youth  had  passed — partly  became  he  had  no  real  genius ; 
it  was  a  false  apparition  of  the  divine  spirit,  reflected  from 
the  ezqaisite  perfection  of  his  frame  (which  rendered  all 
his  senses  so  yigorons  and  acnte),  and  his  riotous  fancy, 
and  his  fitful  enei^y,  which  was  capable  at  times  of  great 
application,  but  not  of  definite  purpose  or  earnest  study. 
All  about  him  was  flashy  and  hollow.  He  had  not  the 
natural  subtlety  and  depth  of  mind  that  had  characterised 
his  terrible  fieither.  The  graft  of  the  opera-dancer  was 
visible  on  the  stock  of  the  scholar;  wholly  without  the 
habits  of  method  and  order,  without  the  patience,  without 
the  mathematical,  calculating  brain  of  Dalibard,  he  played 
wantonly  with  the  horrible  and  loathsome  wickedness  of 
which  Olivier  had  made  dark  and  solemn  study.  Extrava- 
gant and  lavish,  he  spent  money  as  fast  as  he  gained  it; 
be  threw  away  all  chances  of  eminence  and  career.  In  the 
midst  of  the  direst  plots  of  his  villainy,  or  the  most  ener- 
getic pursuit  of  bis  art,  the  poorest  excitement,  the  veriest 
bauble  would  draw  him  aside.  His  heart  was  with  Falri 
in  the  sty,  his  fancy  with  Aladdin  in  the  palace.  To  make 
a  show  was  his  darliog  object ;  he  loved  to  create  effect  by 
his  person,  his  talk,  his  dress,  as  well  as  by  his  talents. 
Living  from  hand  to  mouth,  crimes  through  which  it  is  not 
our  intention  to  follow  him  had  at  times  made  him  rich  to- 
day, for  vices  to  make  him  poor  again  to-morrow.  What 
he  called  "  luck,"  or  ''  his  star,"  had  favored  him — ^he  was 
noi  hanged/ — he  lived ;  and,  as  the  greater  part  of  his 
unscrupulous  career  had  been  conducted  in  foreign  lands, 
and  under  other  names, — in  his  own  name,  and  in  his  own 
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comtry,  tboagh  something  scarcely  to  be  defined,  bat 
equivocal  and  provocative  of  suspicion,  made  him  dis- 
pleasing to  the  prudent,  and  vaguely  alarmed  the  experi- 
ence of  the  sober, —  still  no  positive  accusation  was  at* 
taohed  to  tho  general  integrity  of  his  character ;  and  the 
mere  dissipation  of  his  habits  was  naturally  little  known 
out  of  his  familiar  circle.  Hence,  he  had  the  most  pre- 
snmptQOQS  confidence  in  himself — a  confidence  native  to 
his  courage,  and  confirmed  by  bis  experience.  His  eon- 
science  was  so  utterly  obtuse,  that  he  might  almost  be  said 
to  present  the  phenomenon  of  a  man  without  conscience  at 
all.  Unlike  Conrad,  he  did  not  *'  know  himself  a  villain ;" 
all  that  he  knew  of  himself  was,  that  he  was  a  remarkably 
clever  fellow,  without  prejudice  or  superstition.  That,  with 
all  his  gifts,  he  had  not  succeeded  better  in  life,  be  ascribed 
carelessly  to  the  surpassing  wisdom  of  his  philosophy.  He 
could  have  done  better  if  he  had  enjoyed  himself  less — but 
was  not  enjoyment  the  be  all  and  end  all  of  this  little  life  ? 
More  often,  indeed,  in  the  moods  of  his  bitter  envy,  he 
would  lay  the  fault  upon  the  world.  How  great  he  could 
have  been  if  he  had  been  rich  and  high  born  I  Oh,  he 
was  made  to  spend,  not  to  save — ^to  command,  not  to  fawn  I 
He  was  not  formed  to  plod  through  the  dull  mediocrities 
of  fortune;  he  must  toss  up  for  the  All  or  the  Nothing! 
It  was  no  control  over  himself  that  made  Yarney  now  turn 
his  thoughts  from  certain  grave  designs  on  Percival  St. 
John,  to  the  brutal  debauchery  of  bis  three  companions,-— 
rather  he  then  yielded  most  to  his  natural  self.  And  when 
the  morning  star  rose  over  the  night  he  passed  with  low 
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profligates  and  yeaal  nympha, — wheo,  over  the  fragments 
on  the  board  and  emptied  bottles,  and  drunken  riot,  dawn 
gleamed  and  'saw  him  in  all  the  pride  of  his  magnificenit 
organization,  and  the  cynicism  of  his  measured  vice ; — fair^ 
fresh,  and  blooming  amid  those  maudlin  eyes,  and  flushed 
cheeks,  and  reeling  figures ; — laughing  hideously  over  the 
spectacle  he  had  provoked,  and  kicking  aside,  with  a 
devil's  scorn,  the  prostrate  form  of  the  favored  partner 
whose  head  had  rested  on  his  bosom,  as  alone  with  a 
steady  step  he  passed  the  threshold,  and  walked  into  the 
fresh,  healthful  air ; — Gabriel  Yarney  enjoyed  the  fell  tri* 
nmph  of  his  hell- born  vanity,  and  reveled  in  his  sentiment 
of  superiority  and  power. 

Meanwhile,  on  quitting  Yarney,  yooog  Percival  strolled 
on  as  the  whim  directed  him.  Turning  down  the  Hay^ 
market,  he  gained  the  colonnade  of  the  Opera  House. 
The  crowd  there  was  so  dense  that  his  footsteps  were  ar- 
rested, and  he  leanragainst  one  of  the  columns  in  admira*- 
tion  of  the  various  galaxies  in  view.  In  front  blazed  the 
rival  stars  of  the  United  Service  Club  and  the  Atheuseum; 
—-to  the  left,  the  quaint  and  peculiar  device  which  lighted 
up  Northumberland  House; — to  the  right,  the  anchors, 
cannons,  and  bombs,  which  typified  ingeniously  the  martial 
attributes  of  the  Ordnance  Office, 

At  that  n)oment  there  were  three  persons  connected 
with  this  narrative  within  a  few  feet  of  each  other,  dis- 
tinguished from  the  multitude  by  the  fi*eliitgs  with  which 
each  regarded  the  scene  and  felt  the  jostle  of  the  crowd. 
Percival  St.  John,  in  whom  the  harmless  sense  bf  pleasure 
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was  yet  yiyid  and  unsatiated,  caaght  from  the  assemblage 
only  that  physical  hilarity  which  heightened  his  own  spirits. 
If  in  a  character  as  yet  so  andeyeloped — to  which  the  large 
passions  and  stem  ends  of  life  were  as  yet  unlcnown — ^stirred 
some  dee{ler  and  more  mnsing  thoagbts  and  specolations, 
giving  gravity  to  the  habltnal  smile  on  his  rosy  lip,  and 
steadying  the  play  of  his  sparkling  eyes,  he  would  have 
been  at  a  loss  himself  to  explain  the  dim  sentiment,  and 
the  yagne  desire. 

Screened  by  another  colnmn  from  the  pressnre  of  the 
mob,  with  his  arms  folded  on  his  breast,  a  man  some  few 
years  older  in  point  of  time — many  years  older  in  point  of 
character — gazed  (with  thoughts  how  tnrbnlent — with  am- 
bition bow  profound !)  upon  the  dense  and  dark  mas^s 
that  covered  space  and  street  far  as  the  eye  could  reach. 
He,  indeed,  could  not  have  said,  with  Yarney,  that  he  was 
''at  home  in  a  crowd."  For  a  crowd  did  not  fill  bim  with 
the  sense  of  his  own  individual  being  and  importance,  but 
grappled  him  to  its  mighty  breast  with  the  thousand  tissues 
of  a  common  destiny.  Who  shall  explain  and  disentangle 
those  high,  and  restless,  and  interwoven  emotions  with 
which  intellectual  ambition,  honorable  and  ardent,  gazes 
upon  that  solemn  thing  with  which,  in  which,  for  which  it 
lives  and  labors— the  Human  Multitude?  To  that  ab- 
stracted, solitary  man,  the  illumination,  the  festivity,  the 
curiosity,  the  holiday,  were  nothing,  or  but  as  fleeting 
phantoms  and  vain  seemings.  In  his  heart's  eye  he  saw 
before  him  but  the  people,  the  shadow  of  an  everlasting 
audience — audience  at  once  and  judge 
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And  literally  touching  him  as  he  stood,  the  ragged 
sweeper,  who  had  returned  in  vain  to  devote  a  last  care 
to  his  beloved  charge,  stood  arrested  with  the  rest,  gazing 
joylessly  on  the  blazing  lamps,  dead  as  the  stones  be 
heeded,  to  the  young  vivacity  of  the  one  man,  the  solemn 
visions  of  the  other.  So,  O  London,  amid  the  universal 
holiday  to  monarch  and  to  mob,  in  those  three  souls  nved 
the  tnree  elements,  which,  duly  mingled  and  administerea. 
make  thy  vice  and  thy  virtue — ^thy  glory  and  thy  shame-— 
thy  labor  and  thy  Inzury;  pervading  the  palace  and  the 
street — the  hospital  and  the  prison : — enjoyment,  which  in 
pleasure — energy,  which  is  action — ^torpor,  which  is  wantt 
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TiOTB    AT    flttST    BIOHT 

^iTPDENiiT  across  the  gaae  of  PerciTal  St  Jolm  then 
flashed  a  fiace  that  woke  him  from  his  abstraction  as  a 
lif;ht  awakes  tbjB  sleeper.  It  was  as  a  recogoition  of 
something  seen  dimly  before — a  truth  coming  out  from  a 
dream.  It  was  not  the  mere  beaatv  of  toat  face  (and 
beaatifal  it  was)  that  arrested  his  eye,  and  made  his  heart 
beat  more  quickly — it  was  rather  that  nameless  and  in- 
explicable sympathy  which  constitutes  love  at  first  sight; 
— a  sort  of  impulse  and  instinct  common  to  the  dullest  as 
the  quickest-^ the  hardest  reason  as  the  liTeliest  fancy. 
Plain  Oobbett,  seeing  before  the  cottage  door,  at  her 
homeliest  of  housework,  the  girl  of  whom  he  said — ''That 
girl  should  be  my  wife ;"  and  Dante,  first  thrilled  by  the 
Tision  of  Beatrice,  are  alike  true  types  of  a  common  ex- 
perience :  Whatever  of  Iotc  sinks  the  deepest  is  felt  at 
first  sight;  it  streams  on  us  abrupt  from  the  cloud,  a 
lightning  flash — -a  destiny  revealed  to  us  face  to  face 

Now,  there  was  nothing  poetical  in  the  place  or  the  cir- 
cumstance, still  less  in  the  companionship  in  which  this 
fair  creature  startled  the  virgin  heart  of  that  careless  boy ; 
she  was  leaning  on  the  arm  of  a  stout,  rosy-faced  matron 
in  a  puce-colored  gown,  who  was  flanked  on  the  other  side 


by  a  very  smalls  Tery  spare  nan,  with  a  rery  wae  fane,  the 
lower  part  of  which  was  enveloped  in  aa  immeose  beloheri 
Besides  these  tw9  iiicambrauceSy  the  stoat  iiady  contrived 
to  cariy  in  her  hands  an  ombrellai  a  basket,  and  a  pair  of 
pattens. 

In  the  midst  of  the  strangei  nnfamiliar  emotion  which 
his  ey^e  conveyed  to  his  heart,  PercivaPs  ear  was  displaasf 
ingly  jarred  by  the  load,  bluff,  hearty  voice  of  the  girl's 
female  companion : 

''  Qracions  me !  if  that  is  not  John  Ardworth  |  who'd 
have  thought  it  ?  Why,  Jofan--^I  say^  John  V^  and  lifting 
her  umbrella  horizontally^  she  poked  aside  two  city  clerks 
in  front  of  her,  wheeled  round  the  little  man  on  her  left, 
npon  whom  the  clerks  simaltaneonsly  bestowed  the  appel- 
lation of  ''feller/'  and  driving  him,  as  being 'the  sharpest 
and  thinnest  wedge  at  hand,  through  a  dense  knot  of  some 
half  a  dozen  gapers,  whUe  foUowing  his  involantaiy  pro- 
gress she  looked  defiai^ce  on  the  malcontents,  she  fmo- 
ceeded  in  clearing  her  way  to  the  spot  where  stood  the 
young  man  she  had  discovered.  The  ambitioo84reamer, 
for  it  was  be,  thus  detected  and  disturbed,  looked  e«ibar- 
rassed  for  a  moment^  aa  the  stoat  lady,  tovchiag  him  with 
the  nmbrella,  said^ 

''  Well,  I  declare,  if  this  is  not  too  bad !  Yon  seat  word 
that  you  should  not  be  able  to  come  out  with  as  to  see  the 
laminatiouB,  and  here  yon  are  as  large  «s  life  I" 

..''I  did  not  think,  at  the  moment  yoo  Yrote  to  laey 
thatr — " 
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''Oh,  stuff  I"  inteimpted  the  stoat- woman,  with  a  sig 
nificant,  good-hnmored- shake  of  her  head,  "I  know  whafk 
what;  tell.tht  troth,  and  shame  the  gentleman  who  objects 
to  showing  his  feet.  Yon  are  a  wild  fellow,  John  Ard- 
worth — jon  are  I  yon  like  looking  after  the  prettj  faces — 
you  do*— you  do — ha,  ha,  ha  I  very  natural  I  So  did  you 
once — did  not  yt)n,  Mr.  Mirers— did  not  you,  eh  f  men 
must  be  men — they  always  are  men,  and  its  my  belief  that 
men  they  always  vrill  be  !" 

With  this  sage  conjecture  into  the  future,  the  lady 

« 

turned  to  Mr.  Mirers,  who,  thus  appealed  to,  extricated 
with  some  difBculty  his  chin  from  the  folds  of  his  belcher, 
and  putting  up  his  small  face,  said,  in  a  small  roice,  "  Yes, 
I  was  a  wild  fellow  once,  but  you  hare  tamed  me  I  you 
have,  Mrs.  M." 

And  therewitii  the  chin  sunk  again  into  the  belcher, 
and  the  small  voice  ^ied  into  a  small  sigh. 

The  stout  lady  glanced  benignly  at  her  spouse,  and  then 
resuming  her  address,  to  which  A  rd worth  listened  with  a 
half  frown  and  a  half  smile,  observed,  encouragingly : 

**  Yes,  there's  nothing  like  a  lawful  wife  to  break  a  man 
in,  as  you  will  find  some  day.  Howsomever,  your  time's 
not  come  for  the  Altar,  so  suppose  you  give  Helen  your 
arm  and  come  with  us." 

"  Do,"  said  Helen,  in  a  sweet,  coaxing  voice. 

Ardworth  bent  down  his  rough,  earnest  foce  to  Helen^ 
and  an  evident  pleasure  relaxed  its  thoughtfdl  lines.*  "I 
cannot  resist  you,"  he  began,  and  then  he  paused  atid 
frowned.     "Pishl"  he  added;  "I  was  talking  foUy;  but 
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what  head  would  not  70a  torn  1  Resist  you  I  mnst^  for  I 
am  on  my  way  now  to  my  drudgery.  Ask  me  aoythiog* 
some  years  hence,  when  I  have  time  to  be  happy,  and 
then  see  if  I  am  the  bear  you  now  call  me." 

"WeH,"  said  Mrs.  Miyers,  emphatically,  '^are  yon  comr 
ing,  or  are  yon  not  f    Don't  stand  there,  shilly-shally." 

''  Mrs.  Mivers,"  retiimed  Ardworth,  wiUi  a  kind  of  sly 
humor,  "  I  am  sure  you  would  be  very  angry  with  your 
husband's  excellent  shopmen,  if  that  was  the  way  they 
spoke  to  your  customers.  If  some  unhappy  dropper-in — 
some  lady  who  came  to  buy  a  yard  or  so  of  Irish,  was 
suddenly  dazzled,  as  I  am,  by  a  luxury  wholly  unforeseen 
and  eagerly  coTeted-*-a  splendid  lace  yeil,  or  a  ravishing 
eashmere,  or  whatever  else  you  ladies  desiderate,  and 
while  she  was  balancing  between  prudence  and  tempta- 
tion, your  foreman  exclaimed— *' Don't  stand  shillyf>6hally,' 
•—come,  I  put  it  to  you." 
.    "^  Stuff  P'  said  Mrs.  MiVers. 

''Alas  1  unlike  your  imaginaiy  customer-^(I  hope  so,  at 
leasts  for  the  sake  of  your  till)-*prudence  g^ts  the  bettor 
of  me ;  unless,"  added  Ardworth,  irresolutely,  and  glanc- 
ing at  Helen  .^'^  unless,  indeed,  you  are  not  sufficiently 
protected,  and— --^" 

"Pnrtectedl"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Mivers,  in  an  mdignant 
tone  of  astomshment,  and  agitating  the  formidable  um- 
brella, "as  if  I  was  not  enough,  with  the  help  of  this  here 
domestic  conimodity,  to  pnrtect  a  dosen  suck.  Pnrtected, 
icdeed  1" 

"John  is  rights  Mrs.  M.;  business  is  business,"  said  Mr. 
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Miven.    *'ljtt  ns  iaove  di^^we  tstop  tbs  w»j,  Bad  tboie 
idle  lads  are  listening  to  na,  and  sniggering.'^ 

^' Snf goring  1"  ezdaimed  the  gentle  helpmate;  **l 
should  like  to  see  those  who  psesnme  for  to  snigger;"  and 
as  she  spoke  she  threw  a  look  df  defttooe  around  her. 
Then,  having  thus  satisfied  h^r  resentment;  she  prepared 
to  obej,  as  no  donbt  i^  always  did,  her  lord  and  master. 
Soddenlj,  with  a  practked  movenent^  she  wheeled  roaad 
Mr.  Mirers,  and  taking  care  to  protmde  before  him  tM 
sharp  point  of  the  ombrella,  ott  her  way  through  the  erowd 
like  the  scythed  oar  of  the  aadent  Britons,  and  was  sooa 
lost  amid  the  throng,  although  her  way  might  be  gveased 
by  a  slight  ripple  of  peculiar  agitation  along  the  geneial 
atream,  accompanied  by  a  prolonged  mormnr  of  reprOaeh 
or  expostnlation  which  gradnally  died  in  the  distatice» 

Ardworth  gaied  after  the  iiair  form  of  Helen  with  a 
look  of  regret;  and,  when  it  Tan{shed,-*-w!ih  a  slight •aiact 
and  a  suppressed  sigh  he  tuned  away,  and  wit%  the  long, 
steady  stride  of  a  strong  man,  deaoed  his  path^tbroogbUie 
Strand,  toward  the  pihiUng*dffioe  <tf  a  jonmal  on  whisk  he 
was  responsibly  engaged. 

But  Perdtal,  who  had^canght  muohof  tha eotatrersatten 
that  took  place  so  near  him — Perciyal,  bappy  child  of  idle- 
ness and  whim,  had  no  mo€fve  o£rlabor  and  occupation  to 
stay  the  free  impulse  of  his  hehrt,  and  his  heart  drewbim 
on,  with  magnetie  attraetion,  in  the  track  of  the  first  being 
that  had  erer  touched  the  sweet  iostinots  of  yonth« 

Meanwhile,  Mrs.  Mirers  was  destined  to  leam-^thoitgk, 
perhaps,  the  lesson  fittie<  availed  thec^^ibiat  to  getatn^othly 
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throogii  this  world  it  is  neeessftry  to  be  sapple  as  well  aa 
BtroDg ;  and  thongb,  up  to  a  certain  pointy  man  or  woman 
may  loree  the  way  by  poking  umbrellas  into  people's  ribs, 
and  treading  mercikssly  upon  people's  toes,  yet  the  enda- 
ranee  of  riba  and  toes  has  its  appointed  limits. 

Helen,  half  terrified,  also  half  amnsed.  by  her  com- 
panion's robost  resohition  of  purpose,  had  in  Mrs.  Mivera 
general  eoorage  and  aneeesa  that  eonfidemce  which  the 
weak  repose  in  the  strong,  and  though,  wheneTer  she 
Inmed  her  eyea  fi'om  the  illuminations,  she  besonght  Mrs. 
Miv«rs  to  be  more  gentle,,  yet^  seeing  that  they  had  gone 
si^ely  from  St  Paul's  to.  St  James^,  she  had  no  diatinet 
apprehension  of  any  praotically  ill  resalts  from  the  energies 
she  was  unable  to  mitigate.  Bat  now,  having  just  gained 
the  end  of  St  James's  Street,  Mrs.  Mivers  at  last  found 
her  match.  The  crowd  here  halted,  thick  and  serried,  to 
gase  in  peace  upon  the  brilliant  vista  which  the  shops  and 
clubs  of  that  street  presented.  Coaches  and  carriages  had 
paused  in  their  line,  and  immediately  before  Mrs.  Mivera 
stood  three  very  thin«  small  wamen,  whose  dress  bespoke 
them  to  be  of  the  humblest  class. 

^Make  way,  there^^make  way,  my  good  women,  make 
way  i"  cried  Mrs.  Mivers,  equally  disdainfal  of  the  size 
and  the  rank  of  the  obstructing  parties. 

Arrah,  and  what  shall  we  make  way  for  the  like  of  you, 
you  onld  busy  body?"  said  one  of  the  dames,  turning 
round,  and  presenting  a  very  formidable  squint  to  the 
broad  optics  of  Mrs.  Mivers. 

Without  deigning  a  reply,  Mrs.  Mivers  had  recourse  to 

29* 


342  LUO&STIA. 

her  nsual  tactics.  Umbrella  and  husband  went  right  bO" 
tween  two  of  the  feminine  obstmctires ;  and  to  the  incon* 
ceiyable  astonishment  and  horror  of  the  assailaQt,  hnsband 
and  umbrella  instantly  vanished.  The  three  small  fnriea 
had  pounced  upon  boith.  They  were  torn  from  their 
natural  owner-^they  were  hurried  away;  the  stream  be- 
hindy  long  firetted  at  the  path  so  abruptly  mode  amid  it, 
dosed  in,  joyous  with  a  thousand  wayea.  Mrs.  Miyera 
and  Helen  were  borne  forward  in  one  way,  the  umbrella 
and  the  husband  in  the  other:  at  the  distance  a  small 
Toice  was  heard — ^'^  Don't  youl-— ^on'tl  Be  quiet!  Mra. 
—Mrs.  M.I  Oh  I  oh  I  Mrs.  M.I"  At  that  last  repeU- 
tion  of  the  beloved  and  familiar  initial,  uttered  in  a  tone 
of  almost  superhuman  anguish,  the  coi^ugal  htart  of  Mrs. 
MiTcrs  was  afflicted  beyond  control. 

"Wait  here  a  moment,  my  dear!  I'll  just  gi?e  it  them 
— ^that's  all  1"  And  in  another  moment  Mrs.  Mirers  was 
heard  bustling,  scolding,  till  all  trace  of  her  whereabout 
was  gone  from  the  eyes  of  Helen.  Thus  left  alone,  in 
exceeding  shame  and  dismay,  the  poor  girl  cast  a  glance 
around.  The  glance  was  caught  by  two  young  men,  whoso 
station,  in  these  days  when  dress  is  an  equivocal  desig- 
nator of  rank,  could  not  be  guessed  by  their  exterior. 
They  might  be  dandies  from  the  west  ^- they  might  be 
clerks  from  the  east 

"By  Jove,"  exclaimed  one,  "that%  a  sweet  pretty  girl!" 
and,  by  a  sudden  movement  of  the  ^owd,  they  both  found 
themselves  close  to  Helen. 

"Are  you  alone,  my  deiur  f "  said  a  voice  rudely  familiar. 
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Helen  made  DO.reply<-*-the  tone  of  the  voice  frightened 
her.  A  gap  in  the  mob  showed  the  space  toward  Cleye* 
land  Bow,  which,  leading  to  no  illuminations,  was  vacant 
and  solitary.  She  instantly  made  toward  this  spot;  the 
two  men  followed  her, — the  bolder  and  elder  one  occasion- 
ally trying  to  catch  hold  of  her.  ajrm.  At  last,  as  she 
passed  the  last  house  to  the  left,  a  house  then  owned  by 
One  who,  at  once  far-sighted  and  impetuous,  affable  and 
haughty -^characteriaed  alike  by  solid  virtues  and  bril- 
liant faulta— would,,  but.  for  hollow  friends,  have  triumphed* 
Q?er  countless  foes^  and  ^enjoyed  at  last  that  brief  day  of 
stormy  power  for  which  statesmen  resign  the  health  o( 
manhood  and  the  hope  of  age>!-~a8  she  passed  that  memor- 
able mansion,  she  suddenly  peieelved  that  the  spaee  before 
her  had  no  thorQughfare,  and,  while  she  paused  in  dismay,' 
her  pursuers  blockaded  her  escape. 

One  of  them  now  fairly  aeiaed  her  hand :  "  Nay,  pretty 
one,  why,  so  cruel  f.  But  one  Ju8s-*^only  one  I"  He  en- 
deavored to  pass  his  arm  round  her  waist  while  he  spoko. 
Helen  eluded  him,  ai^d  darted  forward,  to  find  her  Way 
stopped  by  her  persecutor's  companion,  when,  to  her  aston- 
ishment, a  third  person  genUy  pushed  aside  the  form  that, 
impeded  her  patl^  approached,  and  looking  mute  defiance 
at  the  unchivakic  molesters,  offered  her  his  arm.  Helen 
gave  but  one  timid  hurrying  glance  to  her  unexpected 
protector:  something  in  his  face,  his  air,  his  youth,  ap- 
pealed at  once  to  her  confidence.  Mechanically,  and 
scarce  knowing  what  she  did,  she  laid  her  trembling  hand 
on  the  arm  held  out  to  her. 
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The  two  Lotharioa  looked  AM^ish.  One  pvlted  op  hia 
abirt  eoUar,  the  oilier  tonracl,  with  »  forced  laugh,  ^n  Ms 
keel.  Boj  aa  PereiTal  seemed,  and  little  more  than  bojr 
aa  he  waa,  there  waa  a  daogeroaa  ire  hi  hia  eye,  and  an 
expfeaaioQ  of  apiiit  and  ready  coarage  ia  hia  whole  cooDtd- 
aaace^  wUeh,  if  it  did  not  awe  hia  tall  rifula,  made  them 
at  leaal  aa  willing  to  have  a  sceae,  and  proToke  the  inter- 
ibreniee  of  the  paiicemen,  oae  of  whom  waa  now  aeen  walk- 
ing alowly  up  to  the  apet  They,  ther^ore,  preaerred  a 
discomfited  ailence ;  and  Peroival  Si  John,  with  hia  heart 
going  ten  knote  a  beaty  aailed  triomphantly  off  witii  hia' 
prize. 

Scaredy  knowing  whith^  be  went»  certaii^  Ibrgetftil 
of  Hr.  Mirera,  in  hia  aoziotj  to  escape  at  leaat  IWmi  ilie 
crowd,  PereiTal  walked  on  till  he  ftwad  himself  witik  hiff 
fair  charge  under  the  trees  of  8t  Jamea'ii  Park. 

Then  Helen,  recoTeriag  heraelf,  paaaed,  and  aaid, 
alarmed,  "But  this  ia  not  my  wayu-I  mnat  go  hack  to 
the  street  I" 

"  How  foolish  I  am~that  ia  trueP'  said  Peretval,  look- 
ing Gonfoaed.  **  1*^1  felt  ao  happy  to  be  with  yon,  leel 
youf  hand  oa  my  arm,  and  think  that  we.  were  aH  by  our^ 
selTei^  that**-fthat^-^iit  yon  hiaYe  dropped  your  flowers  H' 

And  aa  a  Ixmqiiat  Helen  wore,  dislodged  somehow  or 
other,  -fell  to  the  groand,  both  tfloopecl  to  pick  it  up,  and 
their  hands  met  At  that  toneh  Pereiral  felt  a  strange 
tremble,  which  perhapaoommsnicated  itaelf  (for  such  thinga 
are  ccmtagioua)  to  hia  i&ir  eompanion.  Percital  had  got 
the  nosegay,  and  aeemed  willing  to  detain  it,  for  he  bent 


bis  fttD6  li]ig«riBgly  oTer  the  flowers.  At  lengtii  he  tamed 
his  bright  ingenooos  eyes  to  Helen,  and  siogling  one  rose 
from  the  rest,  said  beseechingij :  **  May  I  keep  this  !  See, 
It  is  not  so  fresh  as  the  others." 

*^I  am  sore,  sir/^  said  Helen,  coloring,  and  looking 
down,  ''I  owe  yoa  so  much  that  I  should  be  ^ad  if  a  poor 
flower  could  repay  if 

**A  poor  flower!  You  dont  k^ow  what  a  prize  this  is 
tomei" 

PercWal  placed  the  rose  reTerelitly  in  his  bosom,  and 
the  two  moved  back  slowly,  as  if  reluctant  both,  throagh 
the  old  palace  court  into  the  street 

**  Is  that  lady  related  to  you  ?"  ftsked  PerciTal,  looking 
anothet  way,  and  drtadiag  the  rei^y*  ''  Not  your  mother, 
surely  1" 

^  Oh,  no  1*^1  hare  no  mother  1'^ 

**  For  give  me  I''  ssAd  Peroival,  for  the  tone  of  Helen's 
voice  told  him  that  he  had  touched  the  spring  of  a  house- 
hold sorrow.  ''And,"  he  added,  with  a  jealousy  that  he 
oould.  scarcely  restrain  from  makieg  itself  evident  in  hid 
accent,  "that  gentleman  who  spoke  to  you  nader  the 
Odonnade, — ^I  have  seen  him  before,  but  where  I  cannot 
remember.  In  fact,  you  have  put  everything  .but  yourself 
out  of  my  bead.    Is  be  i^elated  to  you  f " 

"  He  is  my  cousin." 

"  Cousin  1"  repeated  Percival,  pouting  a  little ;  and  a^a 
there  was  silenee. 

**  I  dont  know  how  it  is,"  said  Percival,  at  last,  and 
very  gravely,  as  if  much  perplexed  by  some  abstruse 
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thonght,  "  bat  I  feel  as  if  I  bad  known  yon  aU  mj  life 
I  never  felt  this  for  aify  one  before." 

There  was  something  so  irresistibly  innocent  in  the  boy's 
serious,  wondering  tone,  as  he  said  these  words,  that  a 
smile,  in  spite  of  herself,  broke  out  among  the  thoosand 
dimples  round  Helen's  charming  lips.  Perhaps  the  little 
witch  felt  a  touch  of  coquetry  for  the  first  time. 

Pescival,  who  was  looking  sidelong  into  her  faee,  saw 
the  smile,  and  said,  drawing  up  his  head,  and  shaking 
back  his  jetty  curls,  '^  I  dare  say  you  are  laughing  at  me 
as  a  mere  boy;  but  I  am  older  than  I  look.  I  am  sure  I 
am  much  older  than  yon  are.  Let  me  see,  yon  are  seyen- 
teen,  I  suppose?^' 

Helen,  getting  more  and  more  at  her  ease,  nodded 
playful  assent. 

''And  I  am  not  far  from  twenty-one.  Ah  I  yon  may 
well  look  surprised-— but  so  it  is.  An  hoar  ago  I  fiilt  a 
mere  boy ;  now  I  shall  never  feel  a  boy  again  I" 

Once  more  there  was  a  long  pause,  and  before  it  was 
brokra  they  had  gained  the  very  spot  in  which  Helen  had 
lost  her  friend. 

"Why,  bless  ns,  and  save  us!"  exclaimed  a  Toice, 
"loud  as  a  trumpet,''  but  not  "with  a  silver  sound," 
"there  you  are,  after  all;"  and  Mrs.  Mi  vers  (husband 
and  umbrella  both  regained)  planted  herself  fuU  before 
them. 

"  Oh,  a  pretty  fright  I  have  been  in ;  and  now  to  jeo 
yon  coming  along  as  cool  as  if  nothing  had  happened — as 
if  the  humbrella  had  not  lost  its  hivory  andle— it's  quite 
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pnrroking.  Dear,  dear  I  wbut  wq  have  gone  throaghi 
And  who  is  this  joong  gemUemaii,  prayT'^ 

Helen  whiepered  some  hesitating  explanation,  wfafich 
Mrs.  MiTers  did. not  seem  to  receive  as  gpracionsly  as 
Perciral,  poor  fdlow,  had  a  right  to  expect  She  stared 
him  fall  in  the  face,  and  shook  her  head  sospiqiooalj  when 
she  saw  him  a  little  CGnfaeed  bj  the  snnrej.  Then,  toek- 
ing  Helen  tightly  undec  her  vm,  she  walked  back  toward 
the  Haymai^et,  morelj  saying  to  Percival :.    . 

'^Mneh  obligated,  and  good  night  I  b#Te  a  long 
journey  to  take  to  set  down  this  here  young  la4y»  and  the 
best  thing  we  can  all  do  is  to  get  home  as  fast  as  we  can, 
and  ha?e  a  refreshing  cap  of  tea — that's  my  mind,  sir. 
Excose  me/" 

Thus  abruptly  dismissed,  poor  Perciral  g««ed  wistfully 
OB  his  Hdeb  as  she  was  borne  along,  and  waa  somewhat 
comforted  at  seeing  her  look  baek,  with  (iifihf,  thought)  a 
touch  of  regret  in  her  parting  smile.  Then  saddenly  it 
flashed  across  him  how  sadly  he  had  wasted  his  time. 
Nofiee  that  he  was,  ha  had  not  eyen  learped  'the  name 
and  address  of  his  new  acquaintance.  At  tha^  thought  h$ 
hurried  on  through  the  crowd,  but  only  reached  the  object 
of  his  pursuit  just  in  time  to  see  her  placed  in  a  coach,  and 
to  catch  a  full  view  of  the  luxuriant  proportions  of  Mrs. 
Mivers  as  she  foHowed  her  into  the  fehicle. 

As  the  lumbering  conveyance  (the  only  coaohon  the 
stand)  heaved  itself  into  motion,  Percival's  eye  fell  on  the 
sweeper,  who  was  still  leaning  on  his  broom,  and  who,  in 
grateful  recognition  of  the  unwonted  geaeroiity  that  had 


rep$M  Ms  terrioe*,  toadied  his  •  Tmgged.  tet  and  muMi 
drowsily  on  his  jovtng  cnstomelf*  Lots^  ehavpMs  die  wit^ 
Afid  ftnimatlNi-  the  timid;  «  thought  irovthf  of  the  mioBt 
eiperiekieed,  Inspired  Perci^al  St  John  t  he  hinied  1^ 
the  nweeper,  kdd  his*  hand  oa  Ua  jMideliirork  coat,  and 
datd,  breathleeslj ; 

''Toll  see  thiit  coach  lnfidn(f  Mo  tho  sqaara$  fottoir it 
-^iad  oat  wbtfre  It  sets  down;  Theve^s  a  lotereigii  for 
joa — another  if  yoa  snoceed.  Call  aad  tell  lae  Towsao* 
oesB.    Nnifibep  — -^  Odrsofa  Street l-^^olf,  like  a  iAmAI^ 

The  eweepef  a*edded  and  griaaed ;  It  waa  posatbljr  aot 
his  first  eonnrisaioD  of  a  simUar  kind.  He  dafttd  dawn 
the  slreet;  aad  Perctral^  foBowtag  hiai  with*  equal' apeed^ 
had  the  satisfaction  to  see  him,  as  the  coach  trairersad  St* 
James's  Sqfaare,  oemlbrtahfy  leated  on  the  foetboard. 

Beck,  dull  clod,  knew  nolMag,  eared-  nathlag,  felt  imn 
thing  aa  to  thi^aiotivea  or  parpose^ofkia employer.  Hoaeet 
love  or  aelfisk'viee,  It  waa  the  same  to  bim.  Ea  saw  only 
the  one  scMrersign  which,  with  astoanded  eyes,  be  atUl 
gaaed  at  oa  hispftltt,  and  thevisioa  of  the  aoreNlgnthat 
was  yet  tx^  dome ; 

**  Sc«jidit  8DrataiB  yitioM  naYes 
(jura :  nto  turmas  equiium  relinqait/' 

'■'•••  '       . 

It  was  the  Srifiskneaa  of  JjoadoB'^^-.ealm  aad  atolid, 
whether  os  the  taack.of  kmooeaoe  or  at  the  jOomiiaBd  of 

At  'haI6-pai4  ten  oMlook,  PemiTal  fit.  John  was  aeated 
ia  hia  room,  aad  the  aweeper  stood  at  the  thteaboUL 
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WwMi'  ni  .penaty  seetted  broflgbl  into  tMble  contact 
te  ttM  persons  of  tfcie  risitof  and  the  liost.  The  dvelHng 
it  hoki  by  soaie  to  five  an  Index  to  the  chaftiCteF  of  the 
owner:  If  eo,  Pereitalls  apartment?  differed  mtich  ftom 
Iteio  genoralfy  forOred  hjj^tmg  men  trfrank  and  fbrtnbe. 
On  the  one  hand,  ft  tead  none  of  that  affectation  of  superior 
tasto^  eidneed  hk  marqtieterie  *and  gliding,  or  the  more 
pMaresqno  discomfort  of  higlibacked  riiairs  and  medieval 
eaHoftities  whi<^  preraild  in  thr  daintier  abodes  of  fastidi- 
oQs  bachelors.  'Kt>r,  on  the 'other  hkud^had  it  the  sport- 
ing character  irhlch  individnaliies  the  rnder  Javenilid  "  qui 
goHieM  eqm$f^^  betirayed  by  engravings  of  racers  and 
celebrated  fox-hnnts,  relieved,  perhaps,  if  the  Mmrod 
eondese^od  to  a  cross  of  the  Lovelace,  with  portaits  of 
figurantes,  and 'ideals  ef  French  sentiment,  entitled,  "Le 
Sair,^  or  "l^  SeveiUee,'*'**L*E8poir;'  or  **r Abandon.'' 
But  the  rooms  had  a  physiognomy  of  their  own,  from 
their  exqniisite  neatness  and  chcerfid  slmpKcity.  The 
chintz  draperies  were  lively  with  gay  flowers ;  hooks  filled 
np  the  niches ;  here  and  there  were  smaft  pictures,  chiefly 
sea-pieces — well  chosen,  weS  placed. 

There  might,  indeed,  have  been  something  almost  ef- 
feminatil  in'  a  certain  inexpressiUe  purity  of  taste,- and  a 

•  •  •  • 

eleaalioess  of  detail  Uiaf  seemed  actually  brilliant,  had  not 
the  folding-doors  allowed  a  glimpse  of  a  plainer  apart- 
ment^ with  fencing-foils  and  boiing-gloves  rabged  on  the 
wall,  and  a  crieket-bat  resting  carelessly  in*  the  corner. 
Vbeseigavea  redeeming  air  of  manliness  to  the  rooms,  but 
■    vol.  I  — ^ 
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it  was  the  manliiieas  of  ft  b^j ;  half  i^rl,  if  700  plmM,  ia 
the  purity  of  thought  that  perTaded  ^e  room,  all  boy  in 
the  playfal  pursuiU  that  were  made  mamfeet  in  the  other* 
Simple,  however,  as  this  abode  really  was,  poor  Seek  had 
never  been  admitted  to  the  sight  of  anything  half  so  fine* 
He  stood  at  the  door  for  a  moment,  and  stsired  about  him, 
bewildered  and  dazaled,.  But  his  nator^l.  tofpor.  to  things 
that  concerned  him  not  soon  brought  to  trim  the  same 
stoicism  that  philosophy  gives  the  strong;  and  after. the 
first  surprise,  his  eye  qnietly  settled  on  his  employer.  St. 
John  rose  eagerlj  from  the  sofa^  on  which  h«  had  b^en 
contemplating  the  starlit  tree-tops  of  Chesterfield  Qardens: 

"  Well,  well  ?"  said  PercivaL 

.  .       •     •  ... 

"jBbId  Brompton,"  said  Beck,  with  «  brevity  of  word 
and  clearness  of  penseption  worthy  a  Sjparfanf  . 

*'  Old  Brompton 7"  repeated  Percival,  thinking  the  reiptj 
the  most  natural  in  the  world. 

"  In  a  big  ous  b^  hisself,"  continued  Beck,  "  with  a  igh 
vail  in  front." 

"You  would  know  it. again. 7" 

''In  course ;  he's  so  wery  pecular." 

"He?  whor 

"  Yy,  the  ons.  The  young  lady  got  out,  and  the  bold 
folks  driv  back.  I  did  not  go  arter  Mem/"  and  Beck 
looked  sly.    .  . 

«  So ; — ^I  mnst  find  out  the  name." 

"I  axed  at  the  public,"  said  Beck,  proud  of  his  di* 
plomacy.  "  They  keeps  a  sarvant  vot  takes  half  a  pint  a$ 
her  meals.    The  young  lady's  ma  be  a  forinen" . : 
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''  A  foraigner  I    Tbeo.abe  lives  there  witii  her  mother  V^ 

''  So  they  'spose  at  the  pnblic.^ 

''  And  the  name  7" 

Beck  shook  his  head.  ''  'Tie  a  Frenoh  on,  your  onor ; 
but  the  sarvant's  is  Martha.^' 

"  Yon  most  meet  me  at  Bromptoiii  near  the  turnpike, 
to-morrow,  and  show  me  the  honse.'^ 

**  Yj,  I^  in  bisness  all  day,  please  yoor  oner." 

'' In  bminfess  r.' 

"  I's  the  place  of  the  crossing,''  said  Beck,  with  much 
dignity ;  "  bat  arter  eight  I  goes  There  I  likes." 
.  ''To-morrow  erening,  then,  at  half-past  eight,  by  the 
tnrnpike." 

Beck  polled  his  forelock  assentingly. 

''  There's  the  sovereign  I  promised  yoo,  my  poor  fellow 
— mncb  good  may  it  do  yon.  Perhaps  yon  hare  some 
&ther  or  mother  whose  heart  it  will  glad." 

**  I  never  had  no  snch  thing,"  replied  Beck»  taming  the 
coin  in  his  hand. 

"  Well,  don't  spend  it  in  drink." 

"I  never  drinks  nothing  bat  svipes." 

''Then,"  said  Percival,  laughingly,  "what,  my  good 
friend,  will  yon  ever  do  with  your  money  ?" 

Beck  pat  his  finger  to  his  nose,  sank  his  voice  into  a 
whisper,  and  replied,  solemnly — "I  as  a  mattris." 

"A  mistress,"  said  Percival ;  "  oh,  a  sweetheart  I  Well; 
bat  if  she's  a  good  girl,  and  loves  yon,  she'll  not  let  yon 
spend  yoar  money  on  her." 

"  I  haint  snch  a  ninny  as  that»"  said  Beck,  with  iPAJestifl 
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cotitetnpi  *^I  'Bpisei  tke  flat  that  k  done  brown  hj  the 
bio  wens.     I  as  a  mattris.'' 

''A  mattress !  a  mattress  I  Well,  what  has  that  td  do 
with  the  money  ?* 

"Vy,  Ilinesit.'^ 

Ptsref  ral  lo6ked  pnssled.  **  Oh,^'  said  h%i  after  a  thought- 
fal  pause,  and  in  a  tone  of  coneidvrable  compassioii,  **  I 
understand ;  yoa  «6ir.  your  moaey  ia  yoor  mattress.  My 
poor,  poor  lad,  yon  can  do  better  than  that]-«4here  are 
the  savings  banks.'' 

Beck  looked  fHgbtened :  **  I  opet  your  onor  vont  tell  no 
ran,  I  opes  no  Tvn  tront  go  for  to  pot  my  tin  ycre  I  shall 
know  nothing  Tatsomever  aboat  it  Now,  I  knows  vere  it 
is — and  I  lays  on  it.^ 

"Do  yon  Bleep  more  Aoatdly  when  yoa  lie  on  yoor 
trea^re  ?'' 

"  No ;  it's  hodd,''  «aid  Beck,  aasingly,  "but  the  more  I 
lines  it,  the  Forse  I  sleeps." 

Percival  laughed;  but  there  was  mdaoeholy  in  his 
laughter ;  something  in  the  fbriom,  benighted,  fatherless, 
squalid  miser,  went  U>  the  eoro  of  his  open,  generous 
heart 

'*  Do  you  ever  read  your  Bible  f "  said  he,  after  a  pause ; 
f* — or  even  the  newspaper  ?'* 

"I  does  not  read  nothing,  cos  Ty,  I  haint  been  made  a 
schoHapd,'  like  swell  Tim,  as  was  lagged  for  a  forgery." 

''You  go  to  church  on  a  Sunday f" 

"  Yes ;  I  'as  a  weekly  hingagementat the  New  Road." 

"  What  do  yoQ  mean  P 
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"  To  see  arter  the  gig  of  a  gemman  yot  comes  from 
Ighgate." 

Percival  lifted  bis  brilliant  eyes,  and  tbey  were  moist- 
ened witb  a  beavenly  dew,  on  tbe  dull  face  of  bis  fellow- 
creature.  Beck  made  a  scrape,  looked  round,  shambled 
back  to  the  door,  and  ran  home,  through  the  lamp-lit 
streets  of  the  great  mart  of  the  Christian  universe,  to  sew 
the  gold  in  his  mattress. 
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CHAPTER    III. 

EABLT  TRAINING  FOB   AN   UPBIQHT  GENTLEMAN. 

Pergival  St.  John  bad  been  brought  up  at  home 
under  the  eye  of  his  mother  and  the  care  of  an  excellent 
man,  who  had  been  tutor  to  himself  and  his  brothers. 
The  totor  was  not  mnch  of  a  classical  scholar,  for,  in 
great  measure,  he  had  edocated  himself;  and  he  who  does 
so,  nsaallj  lacks  the  polish  and  brilliancj  of  one  whose 
footsteps  have  been  led  early  to  the  Temple  of  the  Muses. 
In  fact.  Captain  Greville  was  a  gallant  soldier,  with  whom 
Yernon  St.  John  had  been  acquainted  in  his  own  brief 
military  career,  and  whom  circumstances  had  so  reduced 
in  life  as  to  compel  him  to  sell  his  commission  and  live  as 
he  could.  He  had  always  been  known  in  his  regiment  as 
a  reading  man,  and  his  authority  looked  up  to  in  all  the 
disputes  as  to  history  and  dates,  and  literary  anecdotes, 
which  might  occur  at  the  mess-table.  Vernon  considered 
him  the  most  learned  man  of  his  acquaintance ;  and,  when 
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accidentally  meeting  him  in  London,  he  learned  his  fallen 
fortunes,  he  congratulated  himself  on  a  very  brilliant  idea, 
when  he  suggested  that  Captain  Greville  should  assist  him 
in  the  education  of  his  boys  and  the  mana.gement  of  his 
estate.  At  first,  all  that  Greville  modestly  undertook, 
with  respect  to  the  former,  and,  indeed,  was  expected  to 
do,  was  to  prepare  the  young  gentlemen  for  Eton,  to 
which  Yernon,  with  the  natural  predilection  of  an  Eton 
man,  destined  his  sons.  But  the  sickly  constitutions  of 
the  two  elder  justified  Lady  Mary  in  her  opposition  to  a 
public  school ;  and  Percival  conceived  early  so  strong  au 
affection  for  a  sailor's  life,  that  the  father's  intentions  were 
frustrated.  The  two  elder  continued  their  education  at 
home ;  and  Percival.  at  an  earlier  age  than  usuiJ,  went  to 
sea.  The  last  was  fortunate  enough  to  have  for  his  Cap" 
taiu  one  of  that  new  race  of  naval  officers  who,  well  edu" 
cated  and  accomplished,  form  a  notable  contrast  to  the 
old  heroes  of  Smollet.  Pereival,  however,  had  not  been 
long  in  the  service  before  the  deaths  of  his  two  elder 
brothers,  preceded  by  that  of  his  father,  made  him  the 
head  of  his  ancient  house  and  the  sole  prop  of  his  motberls 
earthly  hopes.  He  conquered  with  a  generous  effort  ^the 
passion  for  his  noble  profession,  which  service  had  but 
confirmed,  and  returned  home  with  his  fresh  child-like 
nature  uncorrupted,  his  constitution  strengthened,  his 
lively  and  impressionable  mind  braced  by  the  experience 
of  danger  and  the  habits  of  duty,  and  quietlj  resumed 
his  reading  under  Captain  Greville,  who  had  moved  from 
the  hall  to  a  small  house  in  the  village^ 
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Now,  the  education  he  had  received,  from  first  to  lasti 
was  less  adapted  prematurely  to  quicken  his  intellect  and 
excite  his  imagination  than  to  warm  his  heart  and  eleyate, 
while  it  chastened,  his  moral  qualities ;  for  in  Lady  Mary 
there  was^  amid  singular  sweetness  of  temper,  a  high  cast 
of  character  and  thought  She  was  not  what  is  commonly 
called  clerer,  and  her  experience  of  the  world  was  limited, 
compared  to  that  of  most  women  of  similar  rank  who  pass 
their  lives  in  the  vast  theater  of  London.  But  she  became 
superior,  by  a  certain  single-heartedness,  which  made  truth 
so  habitual  to  her  that  the  light  in  which  she  lived  ren- 
dered all  objects  around  her  clear.  One  who  is  always 
true  in  the  great  duties  of  life  is  nearly  always  wise.  And 
Vernon,  when  he  had  fairly  buried  his  faults,  had  felt  a 
noble  shame  for  the  excesses  into  which  they  had  led  him. 
Gradually  more  and  more  wedded  to  his  home,  he  dropped 
his  old  companions.  He  set  grave  guard  on  his  talk  (his 
hcUnts  now  required  no  guard),  lest  any  of  the  ancient 
levity  should  taint  the  ears  of  his  children.  Nothing  is 
more  common  in  parents  than  their  desire  that  their  chil- 
dren should  escape  their  faults.  We  scarcely  know  our- 
selves till  we  have  children,  and  then,  if  we  love  them  duly, 
we  look  narrowly  into  failings  that  become  vices,  when 
they  serve  as  examples  to  the  young. 

The  inborn  gentleman  with  the  native  coarage,  and 
spirit,  and  horror  of  trick  and  falsehood  which  belong  to 
that  chivalrous  abstraction,  suryived  almost  alone  in  Ycfi 
non  St.  John ;  and  his  boys  sprang  up  in  the  atmosphei-e 
of  generous  sentimenta  and  transparent  truth.     The  tutox 


11 


8  LUOBKIIA. 

was  in  harmony  with  the  parents — a  soldier  ererj  inch  ol 
him — not  a  mere  disciplinarian,  yet  with  a  profound  sense 
of  duty  and  a  knowledge  that  duty  is  to  be  found  in  atten- 
tion to  details.  In  inculcating  the  habit  of  subordination 
so  graceful  to  the  young,  he  knew  how  to  make  himself 
beloved,  and,  what  is  harder  still,  to  be  understood.  The 
soul  of  this  poor  soldier  was  white  and  unstained,  as  the 
arms  of  a  maiden  knight ;  it  was  full  of  suppressed,  but 
lofty  enthusiasm.  ]Pe  had  been  ill  used,  whether  by  Fate 
or  the  Horse  Guards — ^his  career  had  been  a  failure,  but 
he  was  as  loyal  as  if  his  hand  held  the  field  marshal's 
truncheon  and  the  garter  bound  bis  knee.  He  was  above 
all  querulous  discontent.  From  him,  no  less  than  from 
his  parents,  Percival  caught  not  only  a  spirit  of  honor 
worthy  the  anliqua  fides  of  the  poets,  but  that  peculiar 
cleanliness  of  thought,  if  the  expression  may  be  used, 
which  belongs  to  the  ideal  of  youthful  chivalry.  In  mere 
book-learning,  Percival,  as  may  be  supposed,  was  not  very 
extensively  read ;  but  his  mind,  if  not  largely  stored,  had 
a  certain  unity  of  culture  which  gave  it  stability  and  indi* 
vidualized  its  operations.  Tr/ivels,  voyages,  narratives  of 
heroic  adventure,  biographies  of  great  men,  had  made  the 
favorite  pasture  of  his  enthusiasm.  To  this  was  added 
the  more  stirring,  and,  perhaps,  the  more  genuine  order 
of  poets  who  make  you  feel  and  glow,  rather  than  doubt 
and  ponder.  He  knew,  at  least,  enough  of  Greek  to  enjoy 
old  Homer ;  and  if  he  could  have  come  but  ill  through  a 
college  examination  into  ^schylus  .and  Sophocles,  he  had 
dwelt  with  fresh  delight  on  the  rushing  storm  of  spears. 
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in  the  Seven  be/ore  Thebes,  and  wept  over  the  heroic 
calamities  of  Antigone,  In  science,  he  was  no  adept ;  bnt 
his  clear,  good  sense,  and  qoick  appreciation  of  positive 
troths,  bad  led  him  easily  throogh  the  elementary  mathe- 
matics, and  his  somewhat  martial  spirit  had  made  him 
delight  in  the  old  captain's  lectures  on  military  tactics. 
Had  he  remained  in  the  navy,  Percival  St  John  would, 
doubtless,  haye  been  distinguished.  His  talents  fitted  him 
for  straightforward  manly  action ;  and  he  had  a  generous 
desire  of  distinction,  vague,  perhaps,  the  moment  he  was 
taken  from  his  profession,  and  curbed  by  his  diffidence  in 
himself  and  his  sense  of  deficiencies  in  the  ordinary  routine 
of  purely  classical  education.  Still  he  had  in  him  all  the 
elements  of  a  true  man — a  man  to  go  through  life  with  a 
firm  step,  and  a  clear  conscieoce,  and  a  gallant  hope.  Such 
a  man  may  not  win  fame,  that  is  an  accident;  but  he  must 
occupy  no  despicable  place  in  the  movement  of  the  world. 
It  was  at  first  intended  to  send  Percival  to  Oxford,  but 
for  some  reason  or  other  that  design  was  abandoned. 
Perhaps  Lady  Mary,  overcautious,  as  mothers  left  alone 
sometimes  are, — feared  the  contagion  to  which  a  young 
man  of  brilliant  expectations,  and  no  studious  turn,  is 
necessarily  exposed  in  all  places  of  miscellaneous  resort. — 
So  Percival  was  sent  abroad  for  two  years,  under  the 
guardianship  of  Captain  Greville.  On  his  return,  at  the 
age  of  nineteen — ^the  great  world  lay  before  him,  and  he 
longed  ardently  to  enter.  For  a  year  Lady  Mary's  fears 
and  fond  anxieties  detained  him  at  Laughton ;  but,  though 
his  great  tenderness  for  his  mother  withheld  Percival  from 
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opposing  her  wishes  bj  his  own,  this  interval  of  inaction 
affected  visibly  his  health  and  spirits.  Captain  Greville,  a 
man  of  the  world,  saw  the  canse  sooner  than  Ladj  Marj, 
and  one  morning,  earlier  than  osoal,  be  walked  up  to  the 
Hall. 

The  captain^  with  all  his  deferenee  to  the  sex,  was  a 
plain  man  enongh,  when  business  was  to  be  done.  Like 
his  great  commander,  he  came  to  the  point  in  a  few  words. 

"  My  dear  Lady  Mary,  oar  boy  must  go  to  London — we 
are  killing  him  here." 

"  Mr.  Oreville  1"  cried  Lady  Mary,  turning  pale  and 
putting  aside  her  embroidery — "  killing  him  f " 

"Killing  the  man  in  him.  I  dont  mean  to  alarm  yon— 
I  dare  say  his  langs  are  sound  enough,  and  that  his  heart 
would  bear  the  sthenoscope  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  Col- 
lege of  Surgeons.  But,  my  dear  ma'am,  Percival  is  to  be 
a  man — it  is  the  man  you  are  killing  by  keeping  him  tied 
to  your  apron-string." 

'*  Oh,  Mr.  Greville  I  I  am  sure  you  don't  wish  to  wound 
me,  but " 

"I  beg  ten  thousand  pardons.  I  am  rough,  but  truth 
is  rough  someUmes." 

''  It  is  not  for  my  sake^"  said  the  mother,  warmly,  and 
with  tears  in  her  eyes,  ''that  I  have  wished  him  to  be  here. 
If  he  is  dull,  can  we  not  fill  the  house  for  him  f " 

"  Fill  a  thimble,  my  dear  Lady  Mary — Percival  should 
have  a  plunge  in  the  ocean."  v 

"But  he  is  so  young  yet — ^that  horrid  London! — ipefa 
temptations— fatherless,  too  1" 
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''I  have  no  fear  of  the  result  if  Percival  goes  now  while 
his  principles  are  strong,  and  his  imagination  not  in- 
flamed ;  but  if  we  keep  him  here  much  longer  against  his 
bent,  he  will  learn  to  brood  and  to  muse,  write  bad  poetry 
perhaps,  and  think  the  world  withheld  from  him  a  thousand 
times  more  delightful  than  it  is.  This  yerj  dread  of  tempt- 
ation will  provoke  his  curiosity,  irritate  his  fancy,  make 
him  imagine  the  temptation  must  be  a  rery  delightful 
thing.  For  the  first  time  in  my  life,  ma'am,  I  have  caught 
him  sighing  over  fashionable  novels,  and  subscribing  to 
the  Southampton  Circulating  Library.  Take  my  word 
for  it,  it  is  time  that  Percival  should  begin  life,  and  swim 
without  corks." 

Lady  Mary  had  a  profound  confidence  in  Oreville's 
judgment  and  affection  for  Percival,  and  like  a  sensible 
woman  she  was  aware  of  her  own  weakness.  She  remained 
silent  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  said,  with  an  effort : 

"You  know  how  hateful  London  is  to  me  now — how 
unfit  I  am  to  return  to  the  hollow  forms  of  its  society ; 
still,  if  you  think  it  right,  I  will  take  a  house  for  the  season, 
and  Percival  can  still  be  under  our  eye." 

**  No,  ma'am,  pardon  me,  that  will  be  the  surest  way  to 
make  him  either  discontented  or  hypocritical.  A  young 
man  of  his  prospects  and  temper  can  hardly  be  expected 
to  chime  in  with  all  our  sober,  old-fashioned  habits.     You 
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will  impose  on  him — ^if  he  is  to  conform  to  our  hours,  and 
notions,  and  quiet  set — a  thousand  *  irksome  restraints; 
and  what  will  be  the  consequence  ?  In  a  year  he  will  be 
of  age,  and  can  throw  us  off  altogether,  if  he  pleases.     I 
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know  the  boy : — don't  seem  to  distrust  him — he  may  be 
trusted.  Ton  place  the  true  constraint  on  temptation,  when 
you  say  to  him,  *  We  confide  to  you  our  dearest  treasure — 
yonr  honor,  your  morals,  your  conscience,  yourself  1'" 

"But,  at  least,  you  will  go  with  him,  if  it  must  be  so," 
said  Lady  Mary,  after  a  few  timid  arguments,  from  which, 
one  by  one,  she  was  driven. 

<'II — what  for  ? — ^to  be  a  jest  of  the  young  puppies  he 
must  know — ^to  make  him  ashamed  of  himself  and  me — 
himself  as  a  milksop,  and  me  as  a  dry  nurse.'' 

**  But  this  was  not  so  abroad  I" 

'^Abroad,  ma'am,  I  gave  him  full  swing,  I  promise  you ; 
and  when  we  went  abroad,  he  was  three  years  younger." 

''But  he  is  a  mere  child,  still." 

''  Child,  Lady  Mary  I  At  his  age,  I  had  gone  through 
two  sieges.  There  are  younger  faces  than  his  at  a  mess- 
room.  Come,  cornel  I  know  what  you  fear  —  he  may 
commit  some  follies ;  very^  likely.  He  may  be  taken  in, 
and  lose  some  money — he  can  afford  it,  and  he  will  get 
experience  in  return.  Vices  he  has  none.  I  have  seen 
him  —  ay,  with  the  vicious.  Send  him  out  against  the 
world,  like  a  saint  of  old,  with  his  Bible  in  his  hand  and 
no  spot  on  his  robe.  Let  him  see  fairly  what  is,  not  stay 
here  to  dream  of  what  is  not.  And  when  he's  of  age, 
ma'am,  we  must  get  him  an  object — a  pursuit; — start  him 
for  the  county,  and  make  him' serve  the  state;  he  will 
understand  that  business  pretty  well.  Tush  1  tush  I  what 
is  there  to  cry  at  ?" 

The  captain  prevailed.    We  don't  say  that  his  advice 
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would  have  been  equally  judicious  for  all  youths  of  Per- 
ciyal's  age ;  but  he  knew  well  the  nature  to  which  he  con- 
fided ;  he  knew  well  how  strong  was  that  young  heart  in 
its  healthful  simplicity  and  instinctlTe  rectitude;  and  he 
appreciated  its  manliness  not  too  highly  when  he  felt^hat 
all  evident  props  and  aids  would  be  but  irritating  tokens 
of  distrust 

And  thus,  armed  only  with  letters  of  introduction,  his 
mother's  tearful  admonitions,  and  Qreville's  experienced 
warnings,  Percival  St  John  was  launched  into  London 
life.  After  the  first  month  or  so,  Greville  came  up  to 
▼isit  him,  do  him  sundry  kind  invisible  offices  among  his 
old  friends,  help  him  to  equip  his  apartments,  and  mount 
his  stud ;  and,  wholly  satisfied  with  the  results  of  his  ex- 
periment^ returned  in  high  spirits,  with  flattering  reports 
to  the  anxious  mother. 

But,  indeed,  the  tone  of  Percival's  letters  would  have 
been  sufficient  to  allay  even  maternal  anxiety.  He  did 
not  write,  as  sons  are  too  apt  to  do,  short  excuses  for  not 
writing  more  at  length,  unsatisfactory  compressions  of  de- 
tails (exciting  worlds  of  conjecture)  into  a  hurried  sen- 
tence. Frank  and  overflowing,  those  delightful  epistles 
gave  accounts  fresh  from  the  first  impressions  of  all  he 
Buw  and  did.  There  was  a  racy,  wholesome  gusto  in  his 
enjoyment  of  novelty  and  independence.  His  balls  and 
his  dinners,  and  his  cricket  at  Lord^s — his  partners,  and 
his  companions ;  his  general  gayety,  his  occasional  ennui, 
furnished  ample  materials  to  one  who  felt  he  was  corre- 

VOL.  II. — 2 
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flponding  with  another  heart,  and  had  nothing  to  fear  or 
to  conceal. 

Bat  abont  two  months  before  this  portion  of  oar  nar* 
ratiTe  opens  with  the  coronation,  Lady  Marj's  favorite 
sister,  who  hi^d  never  married,  and  who,  by  the  death  of 
her  parents,  was  left  alone  in  the  worse  than  widowhood 
of  an  old  maid,  had  been  ordered  to  Pisa,  for  a  complaint 
that  betrayed  pulmonary  symptoms ;  and  Lady  Mary,  with 
her  osnal  unselfishness,  conquered  both  her  aversion  to 
movement  and  her  wish  to  be  in  reach  of  her  son,  to  ao- 
company  abroad  this  beloved  and  solitary  relative.  Cap- 
tain Greville  was  pressed  into  service  as  their  joint  cavalier. 
And  thus  Percival's  habitual  intercourse  with  his  two  prin* 
(Hpal  correspondents  received  a  temporary  check. 
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At  noon  the  next  daj,  Beck,  restored  to  his  grandeur, 
was  at  the  helm  of  his  state ;  Percival  was  yainlj  trying 
to  be  amnsed  by  the  talk  of  two  or  three  loungers  who 
did  him  the  honor  to  smoke  a  cigar  in  his  rooms;  and 
John  Ardworth  sat  in  his  dingy  cell  in  Gray's  Inn,  with  a 
pile  of  law  books  on  the  .table,  and  the  daily  newspapers 
carpeting  a  footstool  o(  Ednsard^s  Debates  npon  the  floor 
—no  nnnsaal  combination  of  studies  among  the  poorer 
and  more  ardent  students  of  the  law,  who  often  owe  their 
earliest,  nor  perhaps  their  least  noble  earnings,  to  employ- 
ment in  the  empire  of  the  Press,  fiy  the  power  of  a  mind 
habituated  to  labor,  and  backed  by  a  frame  of  remarkable 
strength  and  endurance,  Ardworth  grappled  with  his  arid 
studies  not  the  less  manfully  for  a  night  mainly  spent  in  a 
printer's  office,  and  stinted  to  less  than  four  hours'  actual 
sleep.  But  that  sleep  was  profound  and  refreshing  as  a 
peasant's.  The  nights  thus  devoted  to  the  Press  (he  was 
employed  in  the  sub-editing  of  a  daily  journal),  the  morn- 
ings to  the  law,  he  kept  distinct  the  two  separate  callings 
with  a  stern  subdivision  of  labor,  which  in  itself  proved 
the  vigor  of  his  energy  and  the  resolution  of  his  will. 
Early  compelled  to  ^hift  for  himself  and  carve  out  his  own 
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way,  he  had'  obtained  a  small  fellowship  at  the  small  col 
lege  in  which  he  had  passed  his  academic  career.  Pre- 
vions  to  his  arrival  in  London,  by  contributions  to  political 
periodicals,  and  a  high  reputation  at  that  noble  debating 
society  in  Cambridge  which  has  trained  some  of  the  most 
eminent  of  living  public  men,*  he  had  established  a  name 
which  was  immediately  useful  to  him  in  obtaining  employ- 
ment on  the  Press.  Like  most  young  men  of  practical 
ability,  he  was  an  eager  politician.  The  popular  passion 
of  the  day  kindled  his  enthusiasm,  and  stirred  the  depths 
of  his  soul  with  magnificent,  though  exaggerated,  hopes 
in  the  destiny  of  his  race.  He  identified  himself  with  the 
people ;  his  stout  heart  beat  loud  in  their  stormy  cause. 
His  compositions,  if  they  wanted  .that  knowledge  of  men, 
that  subtle  comprehension  of  the  true  state  of  parties, 
that  happy  temperance  in  which  the  crowning  wisdom  of 
statesmen  musl^  consist — qualities  which  experience  alone 
can  give  —  excited  considerable  attention  by  their  bold 
eloquence  and  hardy  logic.  They  were  suited  to  the  time. 
But  John  Ardworth  had  that  solidity  of  understanding 
which  betokens  more  than  talent,  and  which  is  the  usual 
substratum  of  genius.     He  would  not  depend  alone  on 


*  Among  those  whom  the  '*  Union  **  almost  contemporaneously 
prepared  for  public  life,  and  whose  distinction  has  kept  the  prom- 
ise of  their  youth,  we  may  mention  the  eminent  barristers,  Messrs. 
Austin  and  Oockburn ;  and  among  statesmen,  Lord  Grey,  Mr.  C. 
Buller,  Mr.  Charles  Yilliers,  and  Mr.  Macaulay.  Nor  ought  we  to 
forget  those  brilliant,  competitors  for  the  prizes  of  the  University, 
Dr.  Kennedy  (now  head-master  of  Shrewsbury  School)  and  the 
late  Winthrop  M.  Praed. 
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the  precarious  and  often  onhonored  toils  of  polemical 
lit»ratore  for  that  distinction  on  which  he  had  fixed  his 
steadfast  heart.  Patiently  he  plodded  on  through  the 
formal  drudgeries  of  his  new  profession,  lighting  up  dull- 
ness by  his  own  acate  comprehension,  weaviug  complexities 
into  simple  system  by  the  grasp  of  an  intellect  inured  to 
generalize ;  and  learning  to  love  even  what  was  most  dis- 
tasteful, by  the  sense  of  diffi(;ulty  overcome,  and  the  clearer 
Tision  which  every  step  through  the  mists,  and  up  the  hill, 
gave  of  the  land  beyond.  Of  what  the  superficial  are  apt 
to  consider  genius,  John  Ard worth  had  but  little.  He  had 
some  imagination  (for  a  true  thinker  is  never  without  that), 
but  he  had  a  very  slight  share  of  fancy.  He  did  not  flirt 
with  the  Muses;  on  the  granit'e  of  his  mind,  few  flowers 
could  spring.  His  style,  rushing  and  earnest,  admitted  at 
times  of  a  humor  not  without  delicacy — though  less  deli- 
cate than  forcible  and  deep — but  it  was  little  adorned  with 
wit,  and  still  less  with  poetry.  Yet  Ardworth  had  genius, 
and  genius  ample  and  magnificent.  There  was  genius  in 
that  industrious  energy  so  patient  in  the  conquest  of  detail, 
so  triumphant  in  the  perception  of  results.  There  was 
genius  in  that  kindly  sympathy  with  mankind — genius  in 
that  stubborn  determination  to  succeed — genius  in  that 
vivid  comprehension  of  affairs,  and  the  large  interests  of 
the  world  —  genius  fed  in  the  labors  of  the  closet,  and 
evinced  the  instant  he  was  brought  in  contact  with  men ; 
evinced  in  readiness  of  thought,  grasp  of  memory,  even  in 
a  rough  Imperious  manner,  which  showed  him  born  to 

2*  Y 


18  LXJCRETIA. 

dpeak  strong  traths,  and  in  their  name  to  straggle  and 
eommand. 

Rough  was  this  man  often  in  his  exterior,  though  really 
gentle  and  kind  hearted.  John  Ard worth  had  sacrificed 
to  no  Graces;  he  would  have  thrown  Lord  Chesterfield 
into  a  fever.  Not  that  he  was  ever  vulgar,  for  volgarity 
implies  afifectation  of  refinement ;  bat  he  talked  loud,  and 
laughed  loud  if  the  whim  seized  him,  and  rubbed  his  great 
hands  with  a  boyish  heartiness  of  glee  if  he  discomfited  an 
adversary  in  argument.  Or,  sometimes  he  would  sit  ab- 
stracted and  moody,  and  answer  briefly  and  boorishly  those 
who  interrupted  him.  Toung  men  were  niostly  afraid  of 
him,  though  he  wanted  but  fame  to  have  a  set  of  admiring 
disciples.  Old  men  censured  his  presumption,  and  recoiled 
from  the  novelty  of  his  ideas.  Women  alone  liked  and 
appreciated  him,  as,  with  their  finer  insight  into  character, 
they  generally  do,  what  is  honest  and  sterling.  Some 
strange  failings,  too,  had  John  Ard  worth — some  df  the 
usual  vagaries  and  contradictions  of  clever  men.  As  a 
system,  he  was  rigidly  abstemious.  For  days  together 
he  would  drink  nothing  but  water,  eat  nothing  but  bread, 
or  hard  biscuit,  or  a  couple  of  eggs :  then,  having  wound 
up  some  allotted  portion  of  work,  Ardworth  would  in- 
dulge what  he  called  a  self-saturnalia — would  stride  off 
with  old  college  friends  to  an  inn  in  one  of  the  suburbs, 
and  spend,  as  he  said  triumphantly,  ^'a  day  of  blessed 
debauch  1"  Innocent  enough,  for  the  most  part,  the  de* 
bauch  was; — consisting  in  cracking  jests,  stringing  puns, 
a  fish  dinner,  perhaps,  and  an  extra  bottle  or  two  of  fiery 
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port.  Sometimes  this  jollity,  which  was  always  load  and 
aproarioQd,  foand  its  scene  in  one  of  the  cider  cellars  01 
midnight  tayerns,  bnt  Ardworth's  labors  on  the  Press 
made  that  latter  dissipation  extremely  rare.  These  relax- 
ations were  always  succeeded  by  a  mien  more  than  asually 
grave,  a  manner  more  than  nsaally  cart  and  ungracioos, 
an  application  more  than  ever  rigorous  and  intense.  John 
Ardworth  was  not  a  good-tempered  man,  but  ne  was  the 
best-natnred  man  that  ever  breathed.  He  was  like  all 
ambitions  persons,  very  mnch  occnpied  with  self,  and  yet 
it  would  have  been  a  ludicrous  misapplication  of  words  to 
call  him  selfish.  Even  the  desire  of  fame  which  absorbed 
him  was  but  a  part  of  benevolence — a  desire  to  promote 
justice  and  to  serve  his  kind. 

John  Ardworth's  shaggy  brows  were  bent  over  his  open 
volumes,  when  his  clerk  entered  noiselessly  and  placed  on 
his  table  a  letter  which  the  twopenny  postman  had  just 
delivered.  With  an  impatient  shrug  of  the  shoulders, 
Ardworth  glanced  toward  the  superscription ;  but  his  eye 
became  earnest,  and  his  interest  aroused,  as  he  recognized 
the  hand.  "Again  1"  he 'muttered,  "  what  mystery  is  this? 
Who  can  feel  such  interest  in  my  fate  V  He  broke  the 
seal,  and  read  as  follows : 

*'  Do  you  neglect  my  advice,  or  have  you  begun  to  act 
upon  it  ?  Are  you  contented  only  with  the  slow  process 
of  mechanical  application,  or  will  you  make  a  triumphant 
effort  to  abridge  your  apprenticeship,  and  emerge  at  once 
into  fame  and  power  f   I  repeat  that  yon  fritter  away  yoni 
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talents  and  yoar  opportunities  npon  this  miserable  task- 
work on  a  jonmal.  I  am  impatient  for  yon.  Come  for- 
ward yoarself,  put  your  force  and  yoar  knowledge  into 
some  work  of  which  the  world  may  know  the  author.  Day 
after  day  I  am  examining  into  your  destiny,  and  day  after 
day  I  belieye  more  and  more  that  you  are  not  fated  for 
the  tedions  drudgery  to  which  you  doom  your  youth.  I 
would  haye  yon  great,  but  in  the  senate,  not  a  wretched 
casuist  at  the  bar.  Appear  in  public  as  an  individual 
authority,  not  one  of  that  nameless  troop  of  shadows,  con- 
temned while  dreaded  as,  the  Press.  Write  for  renown. 
Qo  into  the  world  and  make  friends.  Soften  your  rugged 
bearing.  Lift  yourself  above  that  herd  whom  you  call  the 
people.  What  if  you  are  born  of  the  noble  class  ?  What 
if  your  career  is  as  Gentleman  not  Plebeian  f  Want  not 
for  money.  TTse  what  I  send  you,  as  the  young  and  the 
well-born  should  use  it ;  or  let  it,  at  least,  gain  you  a  re« 
spite  from  toils  for  bread — and  support  you  in  your  strug- 
gle to  emancipate  yourself  from  obscurity  into  fame. 

"YotJB  Unknown  Frdbnd." 

A  bank-note  for  100^  dropped  from  the  envelope,  as 
Ardworth  silently  replaced  the  letter  on  the  table. 

Thrice  before  had  he  received  communications  in  the 
same  handwriting,  and  much  to  the  same  effect  Certainly, 
to  a  mind  of  less  strength,  there  would  have  been  some- 
thing very  unsettling  in  those  vague  hints  of  a  station 
higher  than  he  owned — of  a  future  at  variance  with  the 
toilsome  lot  he  had  drawn  from  the  urn ;  but  after  a  siuGrle 
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glance  o?er  his  lone  position  in  all  its  bearings,  and  proba« 
ble  expectations,  Ardworth's  steady  sense  shook  off  the 
slight  disturbance  such  misty  yaticinations  had  effected. 
His  mother's  family  was  indeed  unknown  to  him — he  was 
eyen  ignorant  of  her  maiden  name.  But  that  yery  ob- 
scurity seemed  unfayorable  to  much  hope  from  such  a 
quarter.  The  connections  with  the  ricli  and  well-born  are 
seldom  left  obscure.  From  his  father's  family  he  had  not 
one  expectation.  More  had  he  been  moved  by  exhorta- 
tions now  generally  repeated,  but  in  a  previous  letter  more 
precisely  detailed,  viz.,  to  appeal  to  the  reading  public  in 
his  acknowledged  person,  and  by  some  striking  and  original 
work.  This  idea  he  had  often  contemplated  and  revolved ; 
but  partly  the  necessity  of  keeping  pace  with  the  many  ex- 
igencies of  the  hour,  had  deterred  him,  and  partly  also  the 
conviction  of  bis  sober  judgment,  that  a  man  does  himself 
no  good  at  the  bar,  even  by  the  most  brilliant  distinction 
gained  in  discursive  fields.  He  had  the  natural  yearning 
of  the  Restless  G^enius ;  and  the  Patient  Genius  (higher 
power  of  the  two)  had  suppressed  the  longing.  Still,  so 
far,  the  whispers  of  his  correspondent  tempted  and  aroused. 
But  hitherto  he  had  sought  to  persuade  himself  that  the 
commuuicatious  thus  strangely  forced  on  him  arose,  per- 
haps, from  idle  motives — a  jest,  it  might  be,  of  one  of  hig 
old  college  friends,  or  at  best  the  vain  enthusiasm  of  some 
more  credulous  admirer.  But  the  inclosure  now  sent  to 
him  forbade  either  of  these  suppositions.  Who  that  he 
knew  could  afford  so  costly  a  jest,  or  so  extravagant  a 

tribute  ?     He  was  perplexed,  and  with  his  perplexity  was 
2* 
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mixed  a  kind  of  fear.  Plain,  earnest,  anromantic  in  the 
common  acceptation  of  the  word,  the  mystery  of  this  inter- 
meddling with  his  fate,  this  arrogation  of  the  license  to 
spy,  the  right  to  counsel,  and  the  privilege  to  bestow, 
gav«  him  the  uneasiness  the  bravest  men  may  feel  at  noises 
in  the  dark.  That  day  he  could  apply  no  more — ^he  could 
not  settle  back  to  his  Law  Reports.  He  took  two  or  three 
unquiet  turns  up  and  down  his  smoke-dried  cell,  then 
locked  up  the  letter  and  inclosure,  seized  his  hat,  and 
strode,  with  his  usual  lusty  swinging  strides,  into  the  open 
air. 

But  still  the  letter  haunted  him.  ''And  if,"  he  said, 
almost  audibly,  "  if  I  were  the  heir  to  some  higher  station, 
why  then  I  might  have  a  heart  like  idle  men ;  and  Helen 
•^beloved  Helen !" —  he  paused,  sighed,  shook  his  rough 
head,  shaggy  with  neglected  curls,  and  added — ''As  if  even 
then  I  could  steal  myself  into  a  girl's  good  graces  I  Man's 
esteem  I  may  command,  though  poor — woman's  love  could 
I  win,  though  rich  I  Pooh  I  pooh  !  every  wood  does  not 
make  a  Mercury ;  and,  faith,  the  wood  I  am  made  of  will 
scarcely  cut  up  into  a  lover." 

Nevertheless,  though  thus  soliloquizing,  Ardworth  me- 
chanically bent  his  way  toward  Brompton,  and  halted,  half 
ashamed  of  himself,  at  the  house  where  Helen  lodged  with 
her  aunt.  It  was  a  building  that  stood  apart  from  all  the 
cottages  Bsid  villas  of  that  charming  suburb,  half  way  down 
a  narrow  lane,  and  inclosed  by  high  melancholy  walls,  deep 
set  in  which  a  small  door,  with  the  paint  blistered  and 
weather-stained,  gave  unfrequented  entrance  to  the  de- 
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mesne.  A  woman  seryant  of  middle  age,  and  starched 
puritanical  appearance,  answered  the  lood  ring  of  the  bell, 
and  Ardworth  seemed  a  privileged  visitor,  for  she  asked 
him  no  qnestion,  as  with  a  slight  nod,  and  a  smileless 
stnpid  expression  in  a  face  otherwise  comely,  she  led  the 
way  across  a  paved  path,  much  weed-grown,  to  the  honse. 
That  honse  itself  had  somewhat  of  a  stern  and  sad  ex- 
terior. It  was  not  ancient,  yet  it  looked  old  &om  shab* 
bioess  and  neglect.  The  vine,  loosened  from  the  rnsty 
nails,  trailed  rankly  against  the  wall,  and  fell  in  crawling 
branches  over  the  ground.  The  house  had  once  been 
whitewashed,  but  the  color,  worn  off  in  great  patches, 
distained  with  damp,  struggled  'here  and  there  with  the 
dingy  chipped  bricks  beneath.  There  was  no  peculiar 
want  of  what  is  called  ''tenantable  repair;"  the  windows 
were  whole,  and  doubtless  the  roof  sheltered  from  the  rain. 
But  the  wood-work  that  incased  the  panes  was  decayed, 
and  house-leek  covered  the  tiles.  Altogether  there  was 
that  forlorn  and  cheerless  aspect  about  the  place,  which 
chills  the  visitor,  he  defines  not  why.  And  Ardworth 
steadied  his  nsual  careless  step,  and  crept,  as  if  timidly, 
up  the  creaking  stairs. 

On  entering  the  drawing-room — it  seemed  at  first  de- 
serted ;  but  the  eye  searching  round,  perceived  something 
stir  in  the  recess  of  a  hUge  chair — set  by  the  fireless 
hearth.  And  from  amid  a  mass  of  coverings  a  pale  face 
emerged,  and  a  thin  hand  waved  its  welcome  to  the  visitor. 
Ardworth  approached,  pressed  the  hand,  and  drew  a 
seat  near  to  the  sufferer's. 
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"  ToQ  are  better,  I  hope  ?"  he  said  cordially, — and  yet 
in  a  tone  of  more  respect  than  was  often  perceptible  in  his 
deep  blunt  voice. 

**  I  am  always  the  same,"  was  the  qniet  answer ;  "  come 
nearer  still.     Toar  yisits  cheer  me.'' 

And  as  these  last  words  were  said,  Madame  Dalibard 
raised  herself  from  her  recumbent  posture,  and  gased  long 
upon  Ardworth's  face  of  power  and  front  of  thought. 
''You  oTerfatigue  yourself,  my  poor  kinsman,"  she  said, 
with  a  certain  tenderness:  ''you  look  already  too  old  for 
your  young  years." 

**  That's  no  disadvantage  at  the  bar." 

**  Is  the  bar  your  means,  or  your  end  7" 

« 

"  My  dear  Madame  Dalibard,  it  is  my  profession." 

"  No,  your  profession  is  to  rise.  John  Ardworth,"  and 
the  low  voice  swelled  in  its  volume ;  "  you  are  bold,  able, 
and  aspiring — ^for  this,  I  love  you«^love  you  almost — al- 
most as  a  mother.  Your  fate,"  she  continued,  hurriedly, 
"  interests  me ;  your  energies  inspire  me  with  admiration. 
Often  I  sit  here  for  hours,  musing  over  your  destiny  to  be 
— so  that,  at  times,  I  may  almost  say  that  in  your  life  I 
live." 

Ardworth  looked  embarrassed,  and,  with  an  awkward 
attempt  at  compliment,  he  began  hesitatingly :  **  I  should 
think  too  highly  of  myself,  if  T  could  really  believe  that 
you " 

"Tell  me,"  interrupted  Madame  Dalibard:  ''we  have 
had  many  conversations  upon  grave  and  subtle  matters ; 
we  have  disputed  on  the  secret  mysteries  of  the  human 
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mind ;  we  have  compared  oar  several  experiences  of  oat« 
ward  life  and  the  mechanism  of  the  social  world, — tell  me 
then,  and  frankly,  what  do  yon  think  of  me  ?  Do  you  re- 
gard me  merely  as  yonr  sex  is  apt  to  regard  the  woman 
who  aspires  to  equal  men — a  thing  of  borrowed  phrases 
and  nnsonnd  ideas — feeble  to  gnide  and  nnskilled  to  teach  ? 
or  do  yon  recognize  in  this  miserable  body  a  mind  of  force 
not  unworthy  yonrs,  ruled  by  an  experience  larger  than 
your  own  ?" 

'*  I  think  of  you,"  answered  Ard worth,  frankly,  "  as  the 
most  remarkable  woman  I  have  ever  met.  Yet,  do  not  be 
angry,  I  do  not  like  to  yield  to  the  influence  which  you 
gain  over  me  when  we  meet.  It  disturbs  my  convictions 
— it  disquiets  my  reason — I  do  not  settle  back  to  my  life 
so  easily  after  your  breath  has  passed  over  it." 

''And  yet,"  said  Lucretia,  with  a  solemn  sadness  in  her 
voice,  ''  that  influence  is  but  the  natural  power  which  cold 
maturity  exercises  on  ardent  youth.  It  is  my  mournful 
advantage  over  you  that  disquiets  yonr  happy  calm.  It  is 
my  experience  that  unsettles  the  fallacies  which  you  name 
'convictions.'  Let  this  pass.  I  asked  your  opinion  of 
me,  because  I  wished  to  place  at  your  service  all  that 
knowledge  of  life  which  I  possess.  In  proportion  as  yon 
esteera  me,  you  will  accept  or  reject  my  counsels." 

"  I  have  benefited  by  them  already.  It  is  the  tone  that 
you  advised  me  to  assume,  that  gave  me  an  importance  I 
had  Aot  before,  with  that  old  formalist  whose  paper  I 
sATfe  and  whose  prejudices  I  shock ;  it  is  to  your  criticisms 
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that  I  owe  the  more  practical  torn  of  my  writings,  and  the 
greater  hold  they  have  taken  on  the  public.'' 

"  Trifles  indeed,  these,"  said  Madame  Dalibard,  with  a 
half  smile.  **  Let  them  at  least  indace  yon  to  listen  to 
me,  if  I  propose  to  make  yoar  path  more  pleasant,  yet 
your  ascent  more  rapid." 

Ardworth  knit  his  brows,  and  his  countenance  assumed 
an  expression  of  doubt  and  curiosity.  Howeyer,  he  only 
replied,  with  a  blunt  laugh : 

*'  You  must  be  wise,  indeed,  if  you  have  discoTered  a 
royal  road  to  distinction  I 

'*  'Ah,  who  can  tell  how  hard  it  is  to  climb 

The  Bteep  where  Fame's  proud  temple  shines  afar  I' 

A  more  sensible  exclamation  than  poets  usually  preface 
with  their  whining  *AhV  and  '  Oh's  I'  " 

"  What  we  are  is  nothing,"  pursued  Madame  Dalibard ; 
"  what  we  seem  is  much." 

Ardworth  thrust  his  hands  into  his  pockets  and  shook 
his  head.  The  wise  woman  continued,  unheeding  his  dis- 
sent from  her  premises. 

**  E?crything  yon  are  taught  to  value  has  a  likeness,  and 
it  is  that  likeness  which  the  world  valueis.  Take  a  man 
out  of  the  streets,  poor  and  ragged,  what  will  the  world  do 
with  him  7  Send  him  to  the  workhouse,  if  not  to  the  jaiL 
Ask  a  great  painter  to  take  that  man's  portrait^  rags, 
squalor,  and  all ;  and  kings  will  bid  for  the  picture.  Toa 
would  thrust  the  man  from  your  doors,  you  would  place 
the  portrait  in  your  palaces.    It  is  the  same  with  quulities ; 
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the  portrait  is  worth  more  than  tho  tmth.  What  is  Tirtoe 
without  character  ?  Bat  a  man  without  yirtoe  may  thriye 
on  a  character !  What  is  genias  without  success  ?  But 
how  often  you  bow  to  success  without  genius  I  John  Ard- 
worth,  possess  yourself  of  the  portraits — win  the  character 
— seize  the  success.*' 

''Madam,"  exclaimed  Ardworth,  rudely,  "this  is  hor- 
rible I" 

"  Horrible  it  may  be/'  said  Madame  Dalibard,  gently, 
and  feeling,  perhaps,  that  she  had  gone  too  far :  *'  but  it  is 
the  world's  judgment.  Seem,  then,  as  well  as  .be.  You 
haye  Tirtue,  as  I  belieye.  Well,  wrap  yourself  in  it — in 
your  closet.  Go  into  the  world,  and  earn  character.  If 
you  haye  genius,  let  it  comfort  you.  Rush  iuto  the  crowd, 
and  get  success." 

**  Stop  1"  cried  Ardworth ;  "  I  recognize  you.  How 
could  I  be  so  blind  ?  It  is  you  who  haye  written  to  me, 
and  in  the  same  strain:  you  haye  robbed  yourself—- yon, 
poor  sufferer,  to  throw  eztrayagance  into  these  strong 
hands.     And  why  t    What  am  I  to  you  ?" 

An  expression  of  actual  fondness  softened  Lucretia's 
face,  as  she  looked  up  at  him  and  replied:  ''I  will  tell 
you  hereafter  what  you  are  to  me.  First,  I  confess  that  it 
is  I  whose  letters  have  perplexed,  perhaps  offended  yon. 
The  sum  that  I  sent,  I  do  not  miss.  I  haye  more — will 
eyer  have  more  at  your  command — ^neyer  fear.  Yes,  I 
wisli  you  to  go  into  the  world,  not  as  a  dependent,  bfit  as 
an  ( (^ua*  to  the  world's  fayorites.  I  wish  you  to  know 
Aujie  of  men  than  mere  law-books  teach  you.     I  wish  you 
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to  be  in  men's  moaths,  create  a  circle  that  shall  talk  of 
jonng  Ard worth — ^tbat  talk  would  travel  to  those  who  can 
advance  joar  career.  The  very  possession  of  money  in 
certain  stages  of  life  gives  assurance  to  the  maniier,  gives 
attraction  to  the  address." 

''  But,"  said  Ardworth,  ''  all  this  is  very  well  for  some 
favorite  of  birth  and  fortune ;  but  for  me — yet  speak,  and 
plainly ;  you  throw  out  hints  that  I  am  what  I  know  not ; 
bnt  something  less  dependent  on  his  nerves  and  his  brain, 
than  is  plain  John  Ardworth.     What  is  it  yon  mean  ?" 

Madame  Dalibard  bent  her  face  over  her  breast,  and 
rocking  herself  in  her  chair,  seemed  to  muse  for  some 
moments  before  she  answered. 

''  When  I  first  came  to  England,  some  npionths  ago,  I 
desired  naturally  to  learn  all  the  particalars  of  my  family 
and  kindred,  from  which  my  long  residence  abroad  had 
estranged  me.  John  Walter  Ardworth  was  related  to  my 
half-sister,  to  me  he  was  but  a  mere  connection.  However, 
I  knew  something  of  his  history,  yet  I  did  not  know  that 
he  had  a  son.  Shortly  before  I  came  to  England,  I 
learned  that  one  who  passed  for  his  son  had  been  brought 
up  by  Mr.  Fielden,  and  from  Mr.  Fielden  I  have  since 
learned  all  the  grounds  for  that  belief,  from  which  yon 
take  the  name  of  Ardworth." 

Lucretia  paused  a  moment;  and  after  a  glance  at  the 
impatient,  wondering,  and  eager  countenance  that  bent 
intent  upon  her,  she  resumed : 

"  Your  reputed  father  was,  you  are  doubtless  aware,  of 
reckless  aud  extravagant  habits.     He  had  been  put  into 
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the  army  by  my  uncle,  and  he  entered  that  professioD  with 
the  careless  buoyancy  of  his  sanguine  nature.  I  remember 
those  days — that  day  1  Well,  to  return — where  was  I  ? — 
Walter  Ardworth  had  the  folly  to  entertain  strong  notiong 
of  politics.  He  dreamt  of  being  a  soldier,  and  yet  per- 
suaded himself  to  be  a  republican.  His  notions,  so  hate- 
ful in  his  profession,  got  wind:  he  disguised  nothing,  he 
neglected  the  portraits  of  things — Appearances.  He  ex- 
cited the  rancor  of  his  commanding  officer — for  politics 
then,  more  even  than  now,  were  implacable  ministrante  to 
hate — occasion  presented  itself:  during  the  short  Peace  of 
Amiens  he  had  been  recalled.  He  had  to  head  a  detach- 
ment of  soldiers  against  some  mob  in  Ireland,  I  belieye ; 
he  did  not  6re  on  the  mob  according  to  orders — so,  at 
least,  it  was  said :  John  Walter  Ardworth  was  tried  by  a 
court-martial,  and  broke  I  But  yon  know  all.  this,  per- 
haps ?" 

"My  poor  father  I  Only  in  part:  I  knew  that  he  had 
been  dismissed  the  army — I  belieyed  unjustly.  He  was  a 
soldier,  and  yet  he  dared  to  think  for  himself,  and  be 
humane  1" 

"But  my  uncle  had  left  him  a  legacy — it  brought  no 
blessing — none  of  that  old  man's  gold  did.  Where  are 
they  all  nowf — Dalibard,  Susan,  and  her  fair-faced  hus- 
band— where?  Yernon  is  in  his  grave — ^bnt  one  son  of 
many  left  I  Gabriel  Varney  lives,  it  is  true  I — and  1 1  But 
that  gold — yea,  in  our  hands,  there  was  a  curse  on  it  I 
Walter  Ardworth  had  his  legacy — ^his  nature  was  gay :  if 

disgraced  in  his  profession,  he  found  men  to  pity  and  praise 
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him — Fools  of  Party  like  himself.  He  liyed  joyoaslj— « 
drank  or  gamed,  or  lent  or  borrowed— what  matters  the 
wherefore  ? — ^he  was  in  debt — he  lived  at  last  a  wretched, 
shifting,  fugitive  life — snatching  bread  where  he  conld— 
with  the  baiJifEa  at  his  heels — ^then,  for  a  short  time,  we 
met  again." 

Lucretia's  brow  grew  black  as  -  night,  as  her  voice 
dropped  at  that  last  sentence,  and  it  was  with  a  start  that 
she  continued. 

''In  the  midst  of  this  hunted  existence,  Walter  Ard« 
worth  appeared,  late  one  night,  at  Mr.  Fielden's  with  an 
infant.  He  seemed,  so  says  Mr.  Fielden,  ill,  worn,  and 
haggard.  He  entered  into  no  explanations  with  respect 
to  the  child  that  accompanied  him,  and  retired  at  once  to 
rest.  What  follows,  Mr.  Fielden,  at  my  request,  has 
noted  down.  Read,  and  see  what  claim  you  have  to  the 
honorable  parentage  so  vaguely  ascribed  to  you." 

As  she  spoke,  Madame  Dalibard  opened  a  box  on  her 
table,  drew  forth  a  paper  in  Fielden's  writing,  and  placed 
it  in  Ard worth's  hand.  After  some  preliminary  statement 
of  the  writer's  intimacy  with  the  elder  A  rd worth,  and  the 
appearance  of  the  latter  at  his  house,  as  related  by  Madame 
Dalibard,  etc.,  the  document  went  on  thus: 

"  The  next  day,  when  my  poor  guest  was  still  in  bed, 
my  servant  Hannah  came  to  advise  me  that  two  persons 
were  without,  waiting  to  see  me.  As  is  my  wont,  I  bade 
them  be  shown  in.  On  their  entrance  (two  rough  farmer- 
looking  men  they  were,  whom  I  thought  might  be  coming 
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to  hire  my  little  pasture  field),  I  prayed  them  to  speak 
low,  as  a  sick  gentleman  was  jnst  overhead.  Whereapon, 
and  without  saying  a  word  further,  the  two  strangers  made 
a  rush  from  the  room,  leaving  me  dumb  with  amazement ; 
in  a  few  moments,  I  heard  voices  and  a  scuffle  above.  I 
recovered  myself,  and  thinking  robbers  had  entered  my 
peaceful  house,  I  called  out  lustily,  when  Hannah  came  in, 
and  we  both,  taking  courage,  went  up  stairs,  and  found 
that  poor  Walter  was  in  the  hands  of  these  supposed  rob- 
bers, who  in  truth  were  but  bailiffs.  They  would  not  trust 
him  out  of  their  sight  for  a  moment.  However,  he  took 
it  more  pleasantly  tBan  I  could  have  supposed  possible ; 
prayed  me  in  a  whisper  to  take  care  of  the  child,  and  I 
should  soon  hear  from  him  again.  In  less  than  an  hour 
he  was  gone.  Two  days  afterward,  I  received  from  him  a 
hurried  letter,  without  address,  of  which  this  is  the  copy  : 

'''Dear  Friend, — I  slipt  fVom  the  bailiffs,  and  here  I 
am  in  a  safe  little  tavern  in  sight  of  the  sea  t  Mother 
Country  is  a  very  bad  parent  to  me  I  Mother  Brownrigg 
herself  could  scarcely  be  worse.  I  shall  work  out  my 
passage  to  some  foreign  land,  and  if  I  can  recover  my 
health  (sea- air  is  bracing),  I  don't  despair  of  getting  my 
bread  honestly,  somehow.  If  ever  I  can  pay  my  debts  I 
may  return.  But,  meanwhile,  my  good  old  tntor,  what  will 
you  think  of  me  ?  You  to  whom  my  sole  return,  for  so 
much  pains  taken  in  vain,  is  another  mouth  to  feed  I  And 
no  money  to  pay  for  the  board  I  Yet  you'll  not  grudge 
the  child  a  place  at  your  table,  will  you  ?    No,  nor  kind. 
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saving  Mrs.  Fielden  either — Ood  bless  her  tender,  eco« 
nomical  soal !  Yon  know  quite  enough  of  me  to  be  sare 
that  I  shall  very  soon  either  free  you  of  the  boy,  or  send 
you  something  to  prevent  its  being  an  incumbrance.  I 
would  say,  love  and  pity  the  child  for  my  sake.     But  I 

own  I  feel ^By  Jove,  I  must  be  off — I  hear  the  first 

signal  from  the  vessel,  that Yours  in  haste, 

'J.  W.  A.'" 

Young  Ardworth  stopped  from  the  lecture,  and  sighed 
heavily.  There  seemed  to  him,  in  this  letter,  worse  than 
a  mock  gayety; — a  certain  levity  and^recklessncss — which 
jarred  on  his  own  high  principles.  And  the  want  of  affec- 
tion for  the  child  thus  abandoned  was  evident — not  one 
fond  word.  He  resumed  the  statement  with  a  gloomy  and 
disheartened  attention. 

"  This  was  all  I  heard  from  poor  erring  Walter  for  more 
than  three  years,  but  I  knew,  in  spite  of  his  follies,  that 
his  heart  was  sound  at  bottom  "  (the  son's  eye  brightened 
here,  and  he  kissed  the  paper),  ''and  the  child  was  no 
burden  to  us — we  loved  it,  not  only  for  Ardworth's  sake, 
t)nt  for  its  own,  and  for  charity's,  and  Christ's.  Ard- 
worth's second  letter  was  as  follows : 

"'En  iterum  GrispinusI — 1  am  still  alive,  and  getting 
on  in  the  world — ay,  and  honestly  too — I  am  no  longer 
spending  heedlessly;  I  am  saving  for  my  debts,  and  I 
shall  live,  I  trust,  to  pay  off  every  farthing.  First,  for  my 
debt  to  you — I  send  an  order,  not  signed  in  my  name,  but 


LUGBETIA.  33. 

equally  valid,  on  Messrs.  Dnimmond,  for  2502.  Bepay 
yourself  what  the  boy  has  cost.  Let  him  be  educated  to 
get  his  own  living — if  clever,  as  a  scholar  or  a  lawyer — ^if 
dull,  as  a  tradesman.  Whatever  I  may  gain,  he  will  have 
his  own  way  to  make.  I  ought  to  tell  you  the  story  con- 
nected with  his  birth,  but  it  is  one  of  pain  and- shame;  anti 
on  reflection,  I  feel  that  I  have  no  right  to  injure  him  by 
affixing  to  his  early  birth  an  opprobrium  of  which  he  him- 
self is  guiltless.  If  ever  I  return  to  England,  you  shall 
know  all,  and  by  your  counsels  I  will  abide.  Love  to  all 
your  happy  family.  * 

4"  Your  grateful  Friend  and  Pupil.' 

"  Prom  this  letter  I  began  to  suspect  that  the  poor  boy 
was  probably  not  born  in  wedlock,  and  that  Ardworth's 
silence  arose  from  his  compunction.  I  conceived  it  best 
never  to  mention  this  suspicion  to  John  himself  as  he  grew 
up.  Why  should  I  afflict  him  by  a  doubt  from  which 
his  father,  shrunk,  and  which  might  only  exist  in  my  own 
inexperienced  and  uncharitable  interpretation  of  some 
vague  words  ?  When  John  was  fourteen,  I  received  from 
Messrs.  Drummond  a  further  sum  of  500/.,  but  without 
any  line  from  Ardworth,  and  only  to  the  effect  that  Messrs. 
Drummond  were  directed  by  a  correspondent  in  Calcutta 
to  pay  me  the  said  sum  on  behalf  of  expenses  incurred 
for  the  maintenance  of  the  child  left  to  my  charge  by  John 
Walter  Ardworth.  My  young  pupil  had  been  two  years 
at  the  university,  when  I  received  the  letter  of  which  this 
is  a  copy : 
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"  *  How  are  you  ? — still  well — still  happy  ? — ^let  mo  hope 
60 1  I  have  not  writteo  to  yoa,  dear  old  friend,  bat  I  have 
not  been  forgetfal  of  yoa — ^I  have  inqaired  of  yon  through 
my  correspondents,  and  have  learned,  from  time  to  time, 
such  accounts  as  satisfied  my  grateful  affection  for  you.  I 
find  that  you  have  given  the  boy  my  name  ?  Well,  let  him 
bear  it — ^it  is  nothing  to  boast  of,  such  as  it  became  in  my 
person;  but,  mind,  1  do  not,  therefore,  acknowledge  him 
as  my  son.  I  wish  him  to  think  himself  without  parents, 
without  other  aid  in  the  career  of  life  than  his  own  Indus* 
try  and  talent — if  talent  he  has.  Let  him  go  through  the 
healthful  probation  of  toil  —  let  him  search  for  and  find 
independence.  Till  he  is  of  age,  150Z.  per  annum  will  be 
paid  quarterly  to  your  account  for  him  at  Messrs.  Drum- 
mends'.  If  then,  to  set  him  up  in  any  business  or  profession, 
a  sum  of  money,  be  necessary,  name  the  amount  by  a  line, 
signed  A.  B.,  Calcutta,  to  the  care  of  Messrs.  Drummond, 
and  it  will  reach,  and  find  me  disposed  to  follow  your  in- 
fitructionB.  But  after  that  time  all  further  supply  from  me 
will  cease.  Do  not  suppose,  because  I  send  this  from 
India,  that  I  am  laden  with  rupees;  all  I  can  hope  to 
attain  is  a  competence.  That  boy  is  not  the  only  one  who 
has  claims  to  share  it.  Even,  therefore,  if  I  had  the  wish 
to  rear  him  to  the  extravagant  habits  that  ruined  myself, 
I  have  not  the  power.  Yesl — let  him  lean  on  his  own 
strength.  In  the  letter  you  send  me,  write  fully  of  your 
family,  your  sons,  and  write  as  to  a  man  who  can  perhaps 
help  them  in  the  world,  and  will  be  too  happy  thus  in  some 
glight  degree  to  repay  all  he  owes  you.     You  would  smile 
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approvingly  if  70a  saw  me  now — a  steady^  money-getUog 
man,  but  sti^  yours  as  ever. 

'"P. S. — Do  not  let  the  boy  write  to  me,  nor  give  bim 
this  clew  to  my  address.' 

''  On  the  receipt  of  this  letter,  I  wrote  fully  to  Ardworth 
about  the  excellent  promise  and  conduct  of  his  poor  ne- 
glected son.  I  told  him  truly  he  was  a  son  any  father 
might  be  proud  of,  and  rebuked,  even  to  harshness^  Wal- 
ter's unseemly  tone  respecting  him.  One's  child  is  one's 
child,  however  the  father  may  have  wronged  the  mother. 
To  this  letter  I  never  received  any  answer.  When  John 
was  of  age,  and  had  made  himself  independent  of  want, 
by  obtaining  a  college  fellowship,  I  spoke  to  him  about  his 
prospects.  I  told  him  that  his  father,  though  residing 
abroad  and  for  some  reasons  keeping  himself  concealed, 
had  munificently  paid  hitherto  for  his  maintenance,  and 
would  lay  down  what  might  be  necessary  to  start  him  in 
business^  or  perhaps  place  him  in  the  army ;  but  that  his 
father  might  be  better  pleased  if  he  could  show  a  love  of 
independence,  and  henceforth  maintain  himself.  I  knew 
the  boy  I  spoke  to — John  thought  as  I  did,  and  I  never 
applied  for  another  donation  to  the  elder  Ardworth.  The 
allowance  ceased :  John  since  then  has  maintained  him- 
self. I  have  heard  no  more  from  his  father,  though  I  have 
written  often  to  the  address  he  gave  me.  I  begin  to  fear 
that  he  is  dead.  I  once  went  up  to  town  and  saw  one  of 
the  heads  of  Messrs.  Drummonds'  firm — a  very  polite  gen- 
tleman, but  he  could  give  me  no  information,  except  that  he 
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ooeyed  iDstructions  from  a  correspondent  at  Oalcntt»— 
one  Mr.  Maefarren.  Whereon  I  wrote  to  ^r.  Maefarren, 
and  asked  him,  as  I  thought  very  pressingly,  to  tell  me  all 
he  knew  of  poor  Ard  worth  the  elder.  He  answered  shortly, 
that  he  knew  of  no  snch  person  at  all^  and  that  A.  B.  was 
a  French  merchant,  settled  in  Oalcatta,  who  had  been  dead 
for  above  two  years.  I  now  gave  np  all  hopes  of  any 
further  intelligence,  and  was  more  convinced  than  ever 
that  I  had  acted  rightly  in  withholding  from  poor  John 
my  correspondence  with  his  father.  The  lad  had  been  cari- 
ous and  inquisitive  naturally,  but  when  I  told  him  that  I 
thought  it  my  duty  to  his  father  to  be  so  reserved,  he  for- 
bore to  press  me.  I  have  only  to  add,  first,  that  by  all 
the  inquiries  I  could  make  of  the  surviving  members  of 
Walter  Ardworth's  family,  it  seemed  their  full  belief  that 
he  had  never  been  married,  and  therefore  I  fear  we  must 
conclude  that  he  had  no  legitimate  children,  which  may 
account  for,  though  it  cannot  excuse,  his  neglect;  and 
secondly,  with  respect  to  the  sums  received  on  dear  John's 
account — I  put  them  all  by,  capital  and  interest,  deducting 
only  the  expense  of  his  first  year  at  Cambridge  (the  which 
I  could  not  defray,  without  injuring  my  own  children),  and 
it  all  stands  in  his  name  at  Messrs.  Drummonds',  vested  in 
the  Three  Per  Cents.  That  I  have  not  told  him  of  this 
was  by  my  poor  dear  wife's  advice;  for  she  said,. very  sen- 
sibly, and  she  was  a  shrewd  woman  on  money  matters,  '  If 
he  knows  he  has  such  a  large  sum  all  in  the  lump,  who 
knows  but  he  may  grow  idle  and  extravagant,  and  spend 
it  at  once,  like  his  father  before  him ;  whereas,  some  time 
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or  other,  he  will  want  to  marry,  or  need  money  for  some 
particalar  pnrpose, — ^then  what  a  blessing  it  vWill  be  I' 

*' However,  my  dear  madam,  as  yon  know  the  world 
better  than  I  do,  yoo  can  now  do  as  you  please,  both  as  to 
commnnieating  to  John  all  the  information  herein  con* 
tained  as  to  his  parentage,  and  as  to  apprising  him  of  the 
large  sum  of  which  he  is  lawfully  possessed. 

"Matthew  Fieldbn. 

"  P.  S. — In  justice  to  poor  John  Ardworth,  and  to  show 
that  whatever  whim  he  may  have  conceived  about  his  own 
child,  he  had  still  a  heart  kind  enough  to  remember  mine, 
though  Heaven  knows  I  said  nothing  about  them  in  my 
letters,  my  eldest  boy  received  an  offer  of  an  excellent 
place  in  a  West  India  merchant's  house,  and  has  got  on 
to  be  chief  clerk,  and  my  second  son  was  presented  to  a 
living  of  one  hundred  and  seventeen  pounds  a  year,  by  a 
gentleman  he  never  heard  of.  Though  I  never  traced 
these  good  acts  to  Ardworth,  from  whom  else  could  they 
come  ?" 

Ardworth  put  down  the  paper  without  a  word;  and 
Lncretia,  who  had  watched  him  while  he  read,  was  struck 
with  the  self-coptrol  he  evinced  when  he  came  to  the  end 
of  the  disclosure.     She  laid  her  hand  on  his,  and  said : 

"  Courage ! — ^yon  have  lost  nothing  1" 

« 

"Nothing I''  said  Ardworth,  with  a  bitter  smile.  "A 
father's  love  and  a  father's  name — ^nothing !" 

"  But,"  exclaimed  Lncretia,  "  is  this  man  your  father  7 
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Does  a  father's  heart  beat  in  one  line  of  those  hard  sen- 
tences? No,  no ;  it  seems  to  me  probable — ^it  seems  to  me 
almost  certain,  that  yon  are — "  she  stopped,  and  con- 
tinned  with  a  calmer  accent,  **  near  to  my  own  blood.  I 
am  now  in  England — ^in  London — ^to  prosecute  the  inqnir^ 
built  npon  that  hope.  If  so — ^ifso — ^yon  shall — ^"  Madame 
Dalibard  again  stopped  abruptly,  and  there  was  something 
terrible  in  the  rery  exultation  of  her  countenance.  She 
drew  a  long  breath,  and  resumed,  with  an  evident  effort  at 
self-command — **  If  so,  I  have  a  right  to  the  interest  I  feel 
for  you.  Suffer  me  yet  to  be  silent  as  to  the  grounds  of 
my  belief,  and — and — ^love  me  a  little  in  the  mean  while  !^ 

Her  voice  trembled,  as  if  with  rushing  tears,  at  these  last 
words,  and  there  was  almost  an  agony  in  the  tone  in  which 
they  were  said,  and  in  the  gesture  of  the  clasped  hands  she 
held  out  to  him. 

Much  moved  (amid  all  his  mingled  emotions  at  the  tale 
thus  made  known  to  him)  by  the  manner  and  voice  of  thf 
narrator,  Ardworth  bent  down  and  kissed  the  extended 
hands.  Then  he  rose  abruptly,  walked  to  and  fro  the 
room,  muttering  to  himself — paused  opposite  the  window 
*— threw  it  open,  as  for  air,  and,  indeed,  fairly  gasped  for 
breath.  When  he  turned  round,  however,  his  face  was 
composed,  and  folding  his  arms  on  his  large  breast  with  a 
sudden  action,  he  said  aloud,  and  yet  rather  to  himself 
than  to  his  listener : 

''  What  matter,  after  all,  by  what  name  men  call  our 
fathers  I  We  ourselves  make  our  own  ffte  I  Bastard  or 
noble,  not  a  jot  care  I.     Give  me  ancestors,  I  will  not 
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disgrace  tlMm ;  nize  from  my  lot  eren  the  very  naon  of 
fifcther,  and  tty  sone  sIiaII  have  an  anoe3tor  in  me  I" 

Ajb  he  thus  spoke,  there  was  a  roagh  grandeur  in  his 
hard  fiace  and  the  strong  ease  of  his  powerful  form.  And 
while  tbua  standing  and  thns  looking*  the  door  opened, 
and  Yarney  walked  in  abruptly. 

These  two  men  had  met  occasionally  at  Madame  Dali- 
bard'Sy  bat  no  intimacy  had  been  established  between  them. 
Yarney  was  formal  and  distant  to  Ardworth,  and  Ard- 
worth  felt  a  repugnance  to  Yarney.  With  the  instinct  of 
sound,  sterling,  weighty  natures,  he*^  detected  at  once,  and 
disliked  heartily,  that  something  of  gaudy,  false,  ezag«- 
gemted,  and  hollow,  which  pervaded  Gabriel  Yarney'a 
talk  and  mcmner—- .even  the  trick  of  his  walk  and  the  cut 
of  his  dress.  And  Ardworth  wanted  that  boyish  and 
beautiful  luxuriance  of  character  which  belonged  to  Perci«> 
Tal  St  John,  easy  to  please  and  to  be  pleased,  and  ex- 
panding into  the  warmth  of  admiration  for  all  talent  and 
all  distinction.  For  art,  if  not  the  highest,  Ardworth 
cared  not  a  straw:  it  was  nothing  to  him  that  Yarney 
painted  and  composed,  and  ran^owily  through  the  jargon 
of  literary  babble,  or  toyed  with  the  puzzles  of  unsatisfying 
metaphysics.  He  saw  but  a  charlatan,  and  he  had  not 
yet  learned  from  experience  what  strength  and  what  danger 
lie  hid  in  the  boa  parading  its  colors  in  the  sun,  and  shift- 
ing, in  the  sensual  sportiveness  of  its  being,  from  bough  to 
bough. 

Yarney  halted  in  the  middle  of  the  Toom,  as  Ins  eye 
rested  first  on  Ardworth,  and  then  glimced  toward  Madame 
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Dalibard.  But  Ardworth,  jarred  from  his  reverie  or  re^ 
solves  by  the  sound  'Of  a  voice  discordant  to  his  ear  at  all 
times,  especially  in  the  mood  which  then  possessed  him, 
scarcely  returned  Yarney's  salutation,  buttoned  his  coat 
over  his  chest,  seized  his  hat,  and  upsetting  two  chairs 
and  very  considerably  disturbing  the  gravity  of  a  round 
table,  forced  his  way  to  Madame  Dalibard,  pressed  her 
hand,  and  said,  in  a  whisper,  <'  I  shall  see  you  again  soon," 
and  vanished. 

Yarney,  smoothing  his  hair  with  fingers  that  shone  with 
rings,  slid  into  the  seat  next  Madame  Dalibard,  which 
Ardworth  had  lately  occupied,  and  said,  ''If  I  were  a 
Clytemnestra,  I  should  dread  an  Orestes  in  such  a  son  I'' 

Madame  Dalibard  shot  toward  the  speaker  one  of  the 
sidelong  suspicious  glances  which  of  old  had  characterized 
Lucretfa,  and  said : 

"  Clytemnestra  was  happy  I  The  Furies  slept  to  her 
crime,  and  haunted  but  the  avenger." 

" Histl"  said  Yarney. 

The  door  opened,  and  Ardworth  reappeared. 

**  I  quite  forgot,  what  I  half  came  to  know. — How  is 
Helen  ?     Did  she  return  home  safe  7" 
Safe— yes  I" 

Dear  girl — I  am  glad  to  hear  it!  Where  is  she? 
Not  gone  to  those  Mivers'  again  I  I  am  no  aristocrat, 
but  why  should  one  couple  together  refinement  and  vul- 
garity ?" 

**  Mr.  Ardworth,"  said  Madame  Dalibard,  with  haughty 
coldness,  ''  my  niece  is  under  my  care,  and  yon  will  permit 
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me  to  judge  for  myself  how  to  discharge  the  tmst     Mc 
Mivera  is  her  own  relation — a  nearer  one  than  yon  are." 

Not  at  all  abashed  by  the  rebuke,  Ardworth  said,  care* 
lessly,  ''Well,  I  shall  talk  to  you  again  on  that  subject 
Meanwhile,  pray  give  my  love  to  her — Helen,  I  mean." 

Madame  Dalibard  half  rose  in  her  chair,  then  sunk  back 
again,  motioning  with  her  hand  to  Ardworth  to  approach. 
Yarney  rose  and  walked  to  the  window,  as  if  sensible  that 
something  was  about  to  be  said  not  meant  for  his  ear. 

When  Ardworth  was  close  to  her  chair,  Madame  Dali- 
bard grasped  his  hand  with  a  vigor  that  surprised  him, 
and  drawing  him  nearer  still,  whispered  as  he  bent  down : 

"  I  will  give  Helen  your  love,  if  it  is  a  cousin's — or,  if 
you  will,  a  brother's  love.  Do  you  intend — do  you  feel 
— another,  a  warmer  love?  Speak,  sir  I"  and  drawing 
suddenly  back,  she  gazed  on  his  face,  with  a  stern  and 
menacing  expression,  her  teeth  set,  and  the  lips  firmly 
pressed  together. 

Ardworth,  though  a  little  startled,  and  half  angry, 
answered  with  the  low  ironical  laugh,  not  uncommon  to 
him,  ''  Pish  I  you  ladies  are  apt  to  think  us  men  much 
greater  fools  than  we  are.  A  briefless  lawyer  is  not  very 
inflammable  tinder.  Tes,  a  cousin's  love — quite  enough. 
Poor  little  Helen!  time  enough  to  put  other  notions  into 
her  head ;  and  then — she  will  have  a  sweetheart,  gay  and 
handsome  like  herself!" 

"Ay,"  said  Madame  Dalibard,  with  a  slight  smile,  '*  ay 
I  am  satisfied.     Come  soon." 

Ardworth  nodded,  and  hurried  down  the  stairs.     As  he 
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gained  the  door,  he  caught  sight  of  Heleft  at  a  distance, 
bending  over  a  flower-bed  in  the  neglected  garden.  Ho 
paosed,  irresolute,  a  moment  ''  No/'  he  muttered  to  him- 
self; "no,  I  am  fit  eompanj  only  for  myself!  A  long 
walk  into  the  fields,  and  tben-^away  with  these  mists 
round  the  Past  and  Future ;  the  Present  at  least  is  mine  1" 


CHAPTER    V. 


THE  WEAVERS   AND   THE  WOOF. 


"And  what,"  said  Yarney — "  what,  while  we  are  pursu- 
ing a  fancied  clew,  and  seeking  to  provide  first  a  name^ 
and  then  a  fortune  for  this  young  lawyer — what  steps  have 
you  really  taken  to  me^  the  danger  that  menaces  me — to 
secure,  if  our  inquiries  fail,  an  independence  for  yourself? 
Months  ha?e  elapsed,  and  you  have  still  shrunk  from  ad- 
vancing the  great  scheme  upon  which  we  built  when  the 
daughter  of  Susan  Mainwaring  was  admitted  to  your 
hearth." 

"Why  recall  me,  in  these  rare  moments  when  I  feel 

myself  human  still — why  recall  me  back  to  the  nethermost 

abyss  of  revenge  and  crime  ?     Oh  1  let  me  be  sure  that  I 

have  still  a  son !     Even  if  John  Ardworth,  with  his  gifts 

and  energies,  be  denied  to  me  I — a  son,  though  in  rags,  I 

will  give  him  wealth !  —  a  son,  though  ignorant  as  the 

merest  boor,  I  will  pour  into  his  brain  my  dark  wisdom ! 

— a  son — a  son  I — my  heart  swells  at  the  word.     Ah,  you' 

sneer  I     Yes,  my  heart  swells,  but  not  with  the  mawkish 

fondness  of  a  feeble  mother.     In  a  son,  I  shall  live  again 

— transmigrate  from  this  tortured  and  horrible  life  of  mine 

— drink  back  my  youth.     In  him  I  shall  rise  from  my  fall 

— strong  in  his  power — great  in  his  grandeur.     It  is  be- 

(48) 
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cause  I  was  born  a  woman — had  woman's  poor  passiong 
and  infirm  weakness — ^that  I  am  what  I  am.  I  wonld  trans- 
fer myself  into  the  sonl  of  man — man  who  has  the  strength 
to  act,  and  the  privilege  to  rise.  Into  the  bronze  of  man's 
uatnre  I  would  ponr  the  experience  which  has  broken,  with 
its  fierce  elements,  the  panj  vessel  of  claj.  Yes,  Gabriel, 
in  return  for  all  I  have  done  and  sacrificed  for  yon,  I  ask 
but  co-operation  in  that  one  hope  of  my  shattered  and 
storm-beat  being.  Bear — forbear — await — risk  not  that 
hope  by  some  wretched  peddling  crime,  which  will  bring 
on  us  both  detection — some  wantqp  revelry  in  guilt,  which 
is  not  worth  the  terror  that  treads  upon  its  heels." 

"You  forget,"  answered  Vamey,  with  a  kind  of  sub- 
missive sullenness,  for  whatever  had  passed  between  these 
two  persons  in  their  secret  and  fearful  intimacy,  there  was 
still  a  power  in  Lucretia,  surviving  her  fall  amid  the  fiends, 
that  impressed  Yarney  with  the  only  respect  he  felt  for 
man  or  woman — ''  you  forget  strangely  the  nature  of  our 
elaborate  and  master  project,  when  you  speak  of  *  peddling 
crime,'  or  *  wanton  revelry '  in  guilt  I  You  forget,  too, 
bow  every  hour  that  we  waste  deepens  the  peril  that  sur- 
rounds me,  and  may  sweep  from  your  side  the  sole  com- 
panion that  can  aid  you  in  your  objects — nay,  without 
whom  they  must  wholly  fail.  Let  me  speak  first  of  that 
most  urgent  danger,  for  your  memory  seems  short  and 
troubled;  since  you  have  learned  only  to  hope  the  recovery 
of  your  son.  If  this  man,  Stubmore,  in  whom  the  trust 
created  by  my  uncle's  will  is  now  vested — once  comes  to 
town — once  begins  to  bustle  about  his  accursed  projects  of 


LUOBETIA.  .  45 

transferring  the  money  from  the  Bank  of  England,  I  tell 
70a  again  and  again  that  my  forgery  on  the  bank  will  be 
detected,  and  that  transportation  will  be  the  smallest 
penalty. inflicted;  part  of  the  forgery,  as  you  know,  was 
committed  on  yoar  behalf,  to  find  the  moneys  necessary 
for  the  research  for  yoar  son — committed  on  the  clear 
understanding  that  oar  project  on  Helen  shoald  repay  me 
— should  enable  me,  perhaps  ondetected,  to  restore  the 
sums  illegally  abstracted,  or,  at  the  worst,  to  confess  to 
Stabmore,  whose  character  I  well  know — ^that  oppressed 
by  difficulties,  I  had  yielded  to  temptation — ^that  I  had 
forged  bis  name  (as  I  had  forged  his  father's^  as  an  aa- 
thority  to  sell  the  capital  from  the  bank,  and  that  now,  in 
replacing  the  money,  I  repaid  my  error,  and  threw  myself 
on  his  indulgence — on  his  silence.  I  say,  that  I  know 
enough  of  the  man  to  know  that  I  should  be  thus  cheaply 
saved,  or  at  the  worst,  I  shoald  have  but  to  strengthen 
his  compassion  by  a  bribe  to  his  avarice.  But  if  I  cannot 
replace  the  money,  I  am  lost." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  Lucretia,  "  the  money  you  shall  have, 
let  me  but  find  my  son,  and " 

"  Grant  me  patience  1"  cried  Varney,  impetuously;  "but 
what  can  yoar  son  do,  if  found,  unless  you  endow  him  with 
the  heritage  of  Langhton  ?  To  do  that,  Helen,  w!io  comes 
next  to  Percival  St.  John,  in  the  coarse  of  the  entail,  must 
cease  to  live  I  Have  I  not  aided — am  I  not  aiding  you 
hourly,  in  your  grand  objects  ?  This  evening  I  shall  see  a 
man  whom  I  have  long  lost  sight  of,  but  who  has  acquired 
in  a  lawyer's  life  the  true  scent  after  evidence ; — ^if  that 
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eTidence  exist,  it  shall  be  found.  I  ha^e  just  leaned  his 
address.  Bj  to-morrow  he  shall  be  on  the  track.  I  have 
stinted  myself  to  save  from  the  results  of  the  last  forgery 
the  gold  to  whet  his  zeal.  For  the  rest,  as  I  have  said, 
yonr  design  involTes  the  removal  of  two  lires.  Already, 
OTer  the  one  more  difficult  to  slay,  the  shadow  creeps  and 
the  pall  hangs.  I  have  won,  as  yon  wished  and  as  was 
necessary,  yonng  St.  John's  familiar  acquaintance ;  when 
the  hour  comes,  he  is  in  my  hands." 

Lncretia  smiled  sternly :  **  So  I"  she  said,  between  her 
ground  teeth,  "  the  father  forbade  me  the  house  that  was 
my  heritage !  I  hare  but  to  lift  a  finger  and  breathe  a 
word,  and,  desolate  as  I  am,  I  thrust  from  that  home  the 
son  I  The  spoiler  left  me  the  world — I  leave  his  son  the 
grave  I'* 

''But,"  said  Yamey,  doggedly  pursuing  his  dreadful 
object,  "  why  force  me  to  repeat  that  his  is  not  the  only 
life  between  you  and  your  son's  inheritance  ?  St.  John 
gone,  Helen  still  remains.  And  what,  if  your  researches 
fail,  are  we  to  lose  the  rich  harvest  which  Helen  will  yield 
us — a  harvest  you  reap  with  the  same  sickle  which  gathers 
in  yonr  revenge  f  Do  you  no  longer  see  in  Helen's  face 
the  features  of  her  mother  f  Is  the  perfidy  of  William 
Mainwanng  forgotten  or  forgiven  ?" 

"  Gabriel  Yamey,"  said  Lucretia,  in  a  hollow  and  tremth 
Ions  voice,  **  when  in  thi^  hour  in  which  my  whole  being 
was  revulsed,  and  I  heard  the  cord  snap  from  the  anchor, 
and  saw  the  demons  of  the  storm  gather  round  my  bark — 
when,  in  that  hour,  I  stooped  calmly  down  and  kissed  my 
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rival's  brow,  I  mnrmared  an  oath,  which  seemed  not  in- 
spired by  my  own  soal,  bat  by  an  inflnence  beDceforth 
gi?eD  to  my  fate — I  Towed  that  the  perfidy  dealt  to  me 
shp^ld  be  repaid — I  TOwed  that  the  rain  of  my  own  ex- 
istence should  fall  on  the  brow  which  I  kissed.  I  vowed 
that  If  shame  and  disgrace  were  to  snpply  the  inheritance 
I  had  forfeited,  I  would  not  stand  alone  amid  the  scorn  of 
the  pitiless  world.  In  the  vision  of  my  agony,  I  saw,  afar, 
the  altar  dressed,  and  the  bride- chamb^  prepared,  aoxd  I 
breathed  my  curse,  strong  as  prophecy,  on  the  marriage- 
hearth  and  the  marriage-bed.  Wl^  dream,  then,  that  I 
wonld  rescue  the  loathed  child  of  that  loathed  union  from 
yoQr  grasp  ? — Bat  is  the  time  come  f  Yours  may  be  eome 
;--i8  mine  ?" 

Something  so  awful  there  was  in  the  look  of  this  ao- 
complice — so  intense  in  the  hate  of  her  low  voice — that 
Yarney,  wretch  as  he  was,  and  contemplating  at  that  very 
hour  the  foulest  and  most  hideous  guilt,  drew  back,  ap- 
palled. 

Madame  Dalibard  resumed,  and  in  a  somewhat  softei 
tone,  but  softened  only  by  the  anguish  of  despair. 

*'  Oh,  had  it  been  otherwise,  what  might  I  have  been  I 
Given  over  from  that  hour  to  the  very  incarnation  of  plot- 
ting crime — none  to  resist  the  evil  impulse  of  my  own 
maddening  heart — ^the  partner,  forced  on  me  by  fate,  lead- 
ing me  deeper  and  deeper  into  tl^i^n^xtricable  hell — ^from 
that  hour,  fraud  upon  fraud,  guilt  upon  guilt,  infamy 
heaped  on  infamy,  till  I  stand  a  marvel  to  myself  that  the 
thunderbolt  falls  not — tbat  Nature  thrusts  not  from  her 
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breast  a  living  outrage  on  all  ber  laws  1  Was  I  not  justi- 
fied in  the  desire  of  retribntion  ?  Every  step  that  I  fell, 
every  glance  that  I  gave  to  the  gulf  below,  increased  but 
in  me  the  desire  for  revenge.  All  my  acts  had  flowed 
from  one  fount — should  the  stream  roll  pollution,  and  the 
fount  spring  pure  ?" 

"You  have  had  your  revenge  on  your  rival  and  her 
husband. '^ 

**  I  had  it,  and  I  passed  on  I"  said  Lucretia  with  nostrils 
dilated  as  with  haughty  triumph.  "They  were  crushed, 
and  I  suffered  then%to  live !  Nay,  when,  by  chance,  I 
heard  of  William  Mainwaring's  death,  I  bowed  down  my 
head,  and  I  almost  think  I  wept.  The  old  days  came 
back  upon  me.  Yes,  I  wept!  But  I  had  not  destroyed 
their  love.  No,  no  I  there,  I  had  miserably  failed.  A 
pledge  of  that  love  lived.  I  had  left  their  hearth  barren ; 
Fate  sent  them  a  comfort,  which  I  had  not  foreseen.  And 
suddenly  my  hate  returned,  my  wrongs  rose  again,  my  ven- 
geance  was  not  sated.  The  love  that  had  destroyed  more 
than  my  life — my  soul,  rose  again  and  cursed  me  in  the 
face  of  Helen.  The  oath  which  I  took  when  I  kissed  my 
rival's  brow,  demanded  another  prey  when  I  kissed  the 
child  of  those  nuptials.'' 

"  You  are  prepared  at  last,  then,  to  act  ?"  cried  Var- 
ney,  in  a  tone  of  savage  joy. 

At  that  moment,  close  under  the  window,  rose,  sudden 
and  sweet,  the  voice  of  one  singing — the  young  voice  of 
Helen.  The  words  were  so  distinct  that  they  came  to  the 
ears  of  the  dark-plotting  and  guilty  pair.     In  the  song 
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itself  there  was  little  to  remark,  or  pecaliarlj  apposite  to 
the  consciences  of  those  who  heard ;  yet  in  the  extreme 
and  touching  parity  of  the  voice,  and  in  the  innocence  of 
the  general  spirit  of  the  words,  trite  as  might  be  the 
image  they  conveyed,  there  was  something  that  contrasted 
so  fearfully  their  own  thoughts  and  minds,  that  they  sate 
silent,  looking  vacantly  into  each  other's  faces,  and  shrink- 
ing,  perhaps  to  turn  their  eyes  within  themselves. 

HELEN'S  HYMN. 


"  Ye  fade,  yet  still  how  sweet,  xe  Flowers  I 
Your  scent  outlives  the  bloOTn ! 
So,  Father,  may  my  mortal  hours 
Grow  sweeter  toward  the  tomb ! 

**  In  withered  leaves  a  healing  oure 
The  simple  gleaners  find; 
So  may  our  withered  hopes  endure 
In  virtues  left  behind  1 

<*  Oh,  not  to  me  be  vainly  given 
The  lesson  yc  bestow, 
Of  thoughts  that  rise  in  sweets  to  Heaven, 
And  turn  to  use  below." 

The  song  died,  bat  still  the  listeners  remained  silent,  till 
at  length,  shaking  off  the  effect  with  his  laugh  of  discord- 
ant irony,  Yamey  said : 

"  Sweet  innocence,  fresh  from  the  nursery  1  Would  it 
not  be  sin  to  suffer  the  world  to  mar  it?  You  hear  the 
prayer — why  not  grant  it,^nd  let  the  flower  *tum  to  use 

^'Ah,  but  could  it  wither  first  1"  muttered  Lucretia,  with 
VOL.  II. — 6  2a 
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an  accent  of  suppressed  rage.  **  Do  yon  think  that  her-^ 
that  bis — daughter  is  to  me  but  a  Tulgar  life,  to  be  sacri- 
ficed merely  for  gold  ?  Imagine  awaj  yonr  sex,  man ! 
Women  only  know  what  I — soch  as  I,  woman  still — ^feel  in 
the  presence  of  the  pare  I  Do  yon  fancy  that  I  should  not 
have  held  death  a  blessing,  if  death  conld  haTe  fonnd  me 
k  yonth  such  as  Helen  is  7  Ah,  could  she  bat  live  to  suf 
fer  I  Die  I  Well,  since  it  must  be — since  my  son  requires 
the  sacrifice — do  as  you  will  with  the  victim  that  death 
mercifully  snatches  from  my  grasp.  I  conld  have  wished 
to  prolong  her  life,  to  load  it  with  some  fragment  of  the 
curse  her  parents  heaped  upon  me  I — bafSed  love,  and  ruin, 
and  despair !  I  could  have  hoped  in  this  division  of  the 
spoil,  that  mine  had  been  the  vengeance,  if  yours  the  gold. 
You  want  the  life — I  the  heart ; — the  heart  to  torture  first, 
and  then — why  then — more  willingly  than  I  do  now,  could 
I  have  thrown  the  carcass  to  the  jackal  I" 

"Listen I'*  began  Yamey,  when  the  door  opened,  and 
Helen  herself  stood  nnconseiously  smiling  at  the  threshold. 
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CHAPTER    VL 

THE  LAWTSK  AND  THE  BODT-SNATCHER. 

That  same  eVening,  Beck,  according  to  appointment^ 
met  Percival,  and  showed  him  the  dreary-looking  house 
which  held  the  fair  stranger  who  had  so  attracted  his 
jonthful  fancy.  And  Percival  looked  at  the  high  walls, 
with  the  sailor's  bold  desire  for  adTentore,  while  confused 
visions  reflected  from  plajs,  operas,  and  novels,  in  which 
sealing  walls  with  rope  ladders  and  dark  lanterns  was 
represented  as  the  natural  avocation  of  a  lover,  flitted 
across  his  brain ; — and  certainly  he  gave  a  deep  sigh,  as 
his  common  sense  plucked  him  back  from  such  romance. 
However,  having  now  ascertained  the  house,  it  would  be 
easy  to  learn  the,  name  of  its  inmates,  and  to  watch  or 
make  his  opportunity.  As  slowly  and  reluctantly  he 
walked  back  to  the  spot  where  he  had  left  his  cabriolet, 
he  entered  into  some  desultory  conversation  with  his 
strange  guide;  and  the  pity  he  had  before  conceived  for 
Beck  increased  upon  him  as  he  talked  and  listened.  This 
benighted  mind,  only  illumined  by  a  kind  of  miserable 
astuteness,  and  that  ''cunning  of  the  belly"  which  is  bora 
of  want  to  engender  avarice — this  joyless  temperament-^ 
this  age  in  youth — ^this  living  reproach,  rising  up  from  the 
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stones  of  London  against  our  social  indifference  to  the 
soals  which  wither  and  rot  under  the  hard  eyes  of  science 
and  the  deaf  ears  of  wealth,  had  a  pathos  for  his  lively 
sympathies  and  his  fresh  heart. 

**  If  ever  yon  want  a  friend,  come  to  me,"  said  St.  John, 
abruptly 

The  sweeper  stared,  and  a  glelim  of  diviner  nature,  a 
ray  of  gratitude  and  unselfish  devotion,  darted  through 
the  fog  and  darkness  of  his  mind.  He  stood,  with  his  hat 
off,  watching  the  wheels  of  the  cabriolet,  as  it  bore  away 
the  happy  child  of  fortune,  and  then  shaking  his  head, 
as  at  some  puzzle  that  perplexed  and  defied  his  compre- 
hension, strode  back  to  the  town  and  bent  his  way  home- 
ward. 

Between  two  and  three  hours  after  Percival  thus  parted 
from  the  sweeper^  a  man  whose  dress  was  little  in  accord- 
ance with  the  scene  in  which  we  present  him,  threaded  his 
way  through  a  foul  labyrinth  of  alleys  in  the  worst  part  of 
St.  Giles's:  a  neighborhood,  indeed,  carefully  shunned  at 
dusk,  by  wealthy  passengers;  for  here  dwelt  not  only 
Penury  in  its  grimmest  shape,  but  the  desperate  and  dan- 
gerous Guilt,  which  is  not  to  be  lightly  encountered  in  its 
haunts  and  domiciles.  Here  children  imbibe  vice  with 
their  mother's  milk.  Here  Prostitution,  commencing  with 
childhood,  grows  fierce  and  sanguinary  in  the  teens,  and 
leagues  with  theft  and  murder.  Here  slinks  the  pickpocket 
— here  emerges  the  burglar — ^here  skulks  the  felon.  Yet 
all  about  and  all  around,  here,  too,  may  be  found  virtue 
in  its  rarest  and  noblest  form — virtue  outshining  circum- 
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Stance  and  defying  temptation — ^the  virtne  of  utter  poverty, 
which  groans  and  yet  sins  not.  So  interwoven  are  these 
webs  of  penury  and  fraud,  that  in  one  court  your  life  is 
not  safe;  but  turn  to  the  right  hand,  and  in  the  other, 
you  might  sleep*  safely  in  that  worse  than  Irish  shieling, 
though  your  pockets  were  full  of  gold.  Through  these 
haunts  the  ragged  tind  penniless  may  walk  nnfearing,  for 
they  have  nothing  to  dread  from  the  lawless — more,  per- 
haps, from  the  law ;  but  the  wealthy,  the  respectable,  the 
spruce,  the  dainty,  let  them  beware  the  spot,  unless  the 
policeman  is  in  sight  or  day  is  in  the  skies  1 
*  As  this  passenger,  whose  appearance,  as  we  have  im- 
plied, was  certainly  not  that  of  a  denizen,  turned  into  one 
of  the  alleys,  a  rough  hand  seized  him  by  the  arm,  and 
suddenly  a  group  of  girls  and  tatterdemalions  issued  from 
a  house,  in  which  the  lower  shutters,  unclosed,  showed  a 
light  burning,  and  surrounded  him  with  a  hoarse  whoop. 

The  passenger  whispered  a  word  in  the  ear  of  the  grim 
blackguard  who  had  seized  him,  and  his  arm  was  instantly 
released. 

"  Hist  I  a  pal :  he  has  the  catch,"  said  the  blackguard, 
surlily.  The  group  gave  way,  and  by  the  light  of  the 
clear  starlit  skies,  and  a  single  lamp  hung  at  the  entrance 
of  the  alley,  gazed  upon  the  stranger.  But  they  made  no 
effort  to  detain  him ;  and  as  he  disappeared  in  the  distant 
shadows,  hastened  back  into  the  wretched  hostelry,  where 
they  had  been  merry  making.  Meanwhile,  the  stranger 
gained  a  narrow  court,  and  stopped  before  a  house  in  one 
of  '^*^s  angles — a  house  taller  than  the  rest — so  much  taller 

6* 
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than  the  rest  that  it  bad  the  effect  of  a  tower;  yoa  would 
have  supposed  it  (perhaps  rightlj)  to  be  the  last  remains 
of  some  ancient  bailding  of  importance,  aroand  whieb,  as 
population  thickened  and  fashion  changed,  the  hats  below 
it  bad  insolently  sprang  np.  Quaint  and  massive  pilasters^ 
black  with  the  mire  and  soot  of  centuries,  fiuiked  the  deep* 
let  door ;  the  windows  were  beayj  with  mulllons  and  tran- 
soms, and  strongly  barred  in  the  lower  floor;  bat  few  of 
the  panes  were  whole,  and  only  here  and  there  had  any 
attempts  been  made  to  keep  out  the  wind  and  rain  by  rags^ 
paper,  old  shoes,  old  hats,  and  other  ingenioas  contriT- 
ances.  Beside  the  door  was  conveniently  placed  a  row  of 
some  ten  or  twelve  bell  pulls,  appertaining  no  doubt  to  the 
various  lodgments  into  which  the  building  was  subdivided. 
The  stranger  di|}  not  seem  very  familiar  with  the  appar^ 
tenances  of  the  place.  He  stood  in  some  suspense  as  to 
the  proper  bell  to  select,  but  at  last  guided  by  a  brass  plate 
annexed  to  one  of  the  pulls,  which,  though  it  was  too  dark 
to  decipher  the  inscription,  denoted  a  claim  to  superior 
gentility  than  the  rest  of  that  nameless  class,  he  hazarded 
a  tug,  which^bronght  forth  a  larum  loud  enough  to  startle 
the  whole  court  from  its  stillness. 

In  a  minute,  or  less,  the  casement  in  one  of  the  upper 
stories  opened,  a  head  peered  forth,  and  one  of  those  voices 
peculiar  to  low  debauch — ^raw,  cracked,  and  hoarse — called 
out,  "  Who  waits  ?" 

<'  Is  it  you,  Grabman  f"  asked  the  strange,  dubiously. 
^ ''  Yes ;  Nicholas  Grabman,  attorney-at-law,  sir,  at  your 
service :  and  vour  name  ^'* 
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''  JasoD,"  answered  the  stnuiger. 

"Ho!  there — ho!  Beck,"  cried  tha  cracked  toice  to 
Bome  oae  within ;  ''go  down  and  open  tl^  door." 

In  a.  few  odoments  the  hearj  portal  swang  and  creaked, 
and  yawned  snllenly,  and  a  gaont  form,  half  ondressed, 
with  an  inch  of  a  farthing  rnshlight,  glimmering  through 
a  battered  lantern,  in  its  hand,  presented  itself  to  Jason. 
The  last  ejed  the  ragged  porter  sharply. 

"Do  you  live  here?" 

"  Yes,"  answered  Beck,  with  the  cringe  habitual  to  him. 
"Hup  the  ladder,  Tith  the  rats,  drat 'em." 

"Well,  lead  on — bold  up  the  lantern ;  a  deril  of  a  dark 
place  this  I"  grumbled  Jason,  as  be  nearly  stumbled  over 
sundry  broken  chattels,  and  gained  a  flight  of  rude,  blacky 
broken  stairs,  that  creaked  under  his  tread. 

"  'St !  'st  t"  said  Beck,  between  his  teeth,  as  the  stranger, 
halting  at  the  second  floor,  demanded,  in  no  gentle  tones, 
whether  Mr.  Grabman  lived  in  the  chimney-pots. 

"  'St  i  'st — don't  make  such  a  rumpus,  or  No.  7  will  be 
at  you." 

"  What  do  I  care  for  No.  )  ?  attd  who  the  devil  is 
No.  1  f " 

"A  body-snatcher  I"  whispered  Beck,  with  a  shudder. 
"  He's  a  dillicut  sleeper,  and  cant  abide  having  his  night's 
rest  sp'ilt.  And  he's  the  houtrageoustest  great  cretur, 
when  he's  hup  in  his  tantrums — it  makes  your  air  stand 
on  ind  to  ear  him  t" 

"  I  should  like  very  much  to  hear  him,  then,"  said  the 
stranger  curiously.     And  while  he  spoke,  the  door  of  Na 
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T  opened  abniptlj.  A  huge  head,  covered  with  matted 
hair,  was  thrust  for  a  moment  through  the  apertare,  and 
two  dull  eyes,  that  seemed  covered  with  a  film,  like  that  of 
the  birds  which  feed  on  the  dead,  met  the  stranger's  bold 
sparkling  orbs. 

"  Hell  and  fary  I"  bawled  ont  the  voice  of  this  ogre,  like 
a  clap  of  near  thander,  **  if  yon  two  keep— tramp,  tramp 
there,  close  at  my  door,  I'll  make  yon  meat  for  the  sur- 
geons— ^b yon  1" 

"Stop  a  moment,  my  civil  friend,"  said  the  stranger, 
advancing ;  "just  stand  where  yon  are ;  I  should  like  to 
make  a  sketch  of  your  head." 

That  head  protruded  farther  from  the  door,  and  with  it 
an  enormous  bulk  of  chest  and  shoulder.  But  the  ad- 
venturous visitor  was  not  to  be  daunted.  He  took  out, 
very  coolly,  a  pencil,  and  the  back  of  a  letter,  and  began 
his  sketch. 

The  body-snatcher  stared  at  him  an  instant,  in  mute 
astonishment;  but  that  operation  and  the  composure  of 
the  artist  were  so  new  to  him,  that  they  actually  inspired 
him  with  terror.  He  slunk  back — banged-to  the  door: 
and  the  stranger,  putting  up  his  implements,  said,  with  a 
disdainful  laugh,  to  Beck,  who  had  slunk  away  into  a 
comer : 

"  No.  T  knows  well  how  to  take  care  of  No.  1.  Lead 
on,  and  be  quick  then  1" 

As  they  continued  to  mount,  they  heard  the  body- 
snatcher  growling  and  blaspheming  in  his  den,  and  the 
Bound  made  Beck  clamber  the  quicker,  till  at  the  next 
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landing-place,  he  took  breath,  threw  open  a  door,  and 
Jason,  pnshing  him  aside,  entered  first. 

The  interior  of  the  room  bespoke  better  circamstances 
than  might  have  been  supposed  from  the  approach :  the 
floor  was  covered  with  sundry  scraps  of  carpets,  formerly 
of  different  hues  and  patterns,  bat  mellowed  by  time  into 
one  threadbare  mass  of  grease  and  canvas.  There  was  a 
good  fire  on  the  hearth,  though  the  night  was  warm :  there 
were  sundry  volumes  piled  round  the  walls,  in  the  binding 
peculiar  to  law  books ;  in  a  comer  stood  a  tall  desk,  of 
the  fashion  nsed  by  clerks,  perched  on  tall  slim  legs,  and 
companioned  by  a  tali  slim  stool.  On  a  table  before  th6 
fire  were  scattered  the  remains  of  the  nightly  meal ;  broiled 
bones,  the  skeleton  of  a  herring ;  and  the  steam  rose  firom 
a  tumbler  containing  a  liquid  colorless  as  water,  but  poi- 
sonous as  gin. 

The  room  was  squalid  and  dirty,  and  bespoke  mean 
and  slovenly  habits,  but  it  did  not  bespeak  penury  find 
want ;  it  had  even  an  air  of  filthy  comfort  of  its  own — ^the 
comfort  of  the  swine  in  its  warm  sty.  The  occupant  of 
the  chamber  was  in  keeping  with  the  localities.  Figure  to 
yourself  a  man  of  middle  height — ^not  thin,  but  void  of  all 
muscular  flesh,  bloated,  puffed,  unwholesome.  He  was 
dressed  in  a  gray  flannel  gown  and  short  breeches,  the 
stockings  wrinkled  and  distained,  the  feet  in  slippers.  The 
stomach  was  that  of  a  portly  man,  the  legs  those  of  a 
skeleton;  the  cheeks  full  and  swollen,  like  a  plow-boy's, 
but  livid,  bespeckled,  of  a  dull  lead-color,  like  a  patient  in 
the  dropsy      The  head,  covered  in  patches  with  thin,  yel* 
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lowish  hair,  gave  some  promise  of  intelkct,  for  the  fore- 
head was  high,  and  appeared  still  more  so  from  partial 
baldness;  the  eyes,  imbedded  in  fat  and  wrinkled  i&in, 
were  small  and  Insterless,  bnt  they  sttll  had  that  acate 
look  which  education  and  ability  commonioate  to  the  hn^ 
man  orb ;  the  month  most  showed  the  animal — ^fnll-fipped, 
^-coarse,  and  sensaal ;  while  behind  one  of  two  great  ears 
stuck  a  pen. 

You  see  before  yon,  then,  this  slatternly  fignre^^lip^ 
shod,  half  clothed,  with  a  sort  of  shabby-demigentiMty 
about  it — half  ragamuffin,  half  clerk ;  while,  in  strong  con*- 
trast,  appeared  the  new-comer,  scrupulously  neat,  new-— 
with  bright  black  satin  stock,  coat  cut  jianntily  to  the  waist^ 
Tarnished  boots,  kid  gloves,  and  trim  moustache. 

Behind  this  sleek  and  comely  personage,  on  knock-knees; 
in  torn  shirt  open  at  the  throat,  with  apathetic,  listlesa, 
anlighted  face,  stood  the  lean  and  gawky  Beck. 

"  Set  a  chair  for  the  gentleman,"  said  the  inmate  of  the 
chamber  to  Beck,  with  a  dignified  wave  of  the  hand. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Mr.-^Mr.— humph — Jason  ? — bow 
do  you  do? — always  smart  and  blooming — the  world 
thrives  with  you." 

"  The  world  is  a  farm,  that  thrives  with  all  who  till  it 
properly,  Orabinan,"  answered  Jason,  dryly;  and  with  his 
handkerchief  he  carefully  dusted  the  chair,  on  which  he 
then  daintily  deposited  his  pwson. 

"  But  who  is  your  Ganymede — ^yonr  valet,  your  gentle 
man  usher  ?" 

"  Oh  1  a  lad  about  town,  who  lodges  above,  and  doea 


LUOBETIA. 


odd  jobs  for  me — brashes  my  coat,  cleans  my  sfaoeB,  and, 
after  his  day's  work,  goes  an  errand  now  and  then.  Make 
yourself  scarce,  Beck  I — Anatomy,  vanish  V^ 

Beck  grinned,  nodded,  pulled  hard  at  a  flake  of  his  hidr, 
and  closed  the  door. 

"  One  of  your  brotherhood,  that  f "  asked  Jason,  care- 
lessly. 

''He,  oaf  I — no,''  eaid  Qrabman,  with  profound  con* 
tempt  in  his  sickly  visage.  '*  He  works  for  his  bread  1-^ 
instinct! — turnspits,  and  tra£9ie-dogs,  and  some  silly  men 
have  it  I — What  an  age  since  we  met — shall  I  mix  you  a 
tumbler?" 

'*  You  know  I  never  drink  your  vile  spirits ;  though  in 
Champagne  and  Bordeaux  I  am  any  man's  match.'' 

"And  how  the  devil  do  you  keep  old  black  thoughts  out 
of  your  mind  by  those  washy  potations  ?" 

"  Old  black  thoughte  I— of  what  ?" 

**  Of  black  actions,  Jason.  We  have  not  met  since  you 
paid  me  for  recommending  the  nurse  who  attended  your 
nncle  in  his  last  illness  ?" 

*'  Well,  poor  coward  ?" 

Grabman  knit  his  thin  eyebrows,  and  gnawed  his  blob^ 
ber  lip : 

"I  am  no  coward,  as  yon  know." 

"  Not  when  a  thing  is  to  be  done,  but  after  it  is  done« 
You  brave  the  substance,  and  tremble  at  the  shadow.  I 
dare  say  you  see  ugly  goblins  in  the  dark,  Grabman." 

"Ay,  ay;  but  it  is  no  use  talking  to  you.  You  oaU 
yourself  Jasou,  because  of  your  yellow  hair,  or  your  love 
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for  tbe  golden  fleece ;  bat  yoar  old  comrades  call  70a  BcU" 
Uesnake;  and  you  have  its  blood,  as  its  venom." 

''And  its  charm,  man,"  added  Jason,  with  a  strange 
smile,  that,  though  hypocritical  and  constrained,  had  yet  a 
certain  softness,  and  added  greatly  to  the  comeliness  of 
features  which  many  might  call  beautiful  and  all  would 
allow  to  be  regular  and  symmetrical.  ''I  shall  find  at 
least  ten  love-letters  on  my.  table,  when  I  go  home.  But 
enough  of  these  fopperies :  I  am  here  on  business." 

"  Law,  of  course ;  I  am  your  man — who's  the  victim  ?'! 
and  a  hideous  grin  on  Grabman's  face  contrasted  the  sleek 
smile  that  yet  lingered  upon  his  visitor's. 

**  No ;  something  less  hazardous,  but  not  less  lucrative 
than  our  old  practices.  This  is  a  business  that  may  bring 
you  hundreds,  thousands — that  may  take  you  from  this 
hoTel,  to  speculate  at  the  West  End — that  may  change 
your  gin  into  Lafitte,  and  your  herring  into  venison — ^that 
may  lift  the  broken  attorney  again  upon  the  wheel, — again 
to  roll  down,  it  may  be ;  but  that  is  your  afifair." 

"  'Fore  Gad,  open  the  case,"  cried  Grabman,  eagerlj, 
and,  shoving  aside  the  ignoble  relics  of  his  supper,  he 
leaned  his  elbows  on  the  table  and  his  chin  on  his  damp 
palms,  while  eyes,  that  positively  brightened  into  an  ex- 
pression of  greedy  and  relentless  intelligence,  were  fixed 
upon  his  visitor. 

*'  The  case  runs  thus,"  said  Jason :  **  Once  upon  a  time 
there  lived,  at  an  old  house  in  Hampshire,  called  Laugh* 
ton,  a  wealthy  baronet  named  St.  John.  He  was  a  bache- 
lor— ^his  estates  at  his  own  disposal.     He  had  two  niecei 
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and  a  more  distant  kinsman.  His  eldest  nieee  lived  with 
him — she  was  supposed  to  be  destined  for  his  heiress; 
circumstances,  needless  to  relate,  brought  upon  this  girl 
her  uncle's  displeasure — she  was  dismissed  his  house. 
Shortly  afterward  he  died,  leaving  to  his  kinsman — a  Mr. 
Vernon — ^his  estates,  with  remainder  to  Yernon's  issue, 
and,  in  default  thereof — first,  to  the  issue  of  the  younger 
niece,  next  to  that  of  the  elder  and  disinherited  one.  The 
elder  married,  and  was  left  a  widow,  without  children. 
She  married  again,  and  had  a  son.  Her  secoud  husband, 
for  some  reason  or  other,  conceived  ill  opinions  of  his  wife. 
In  his  last  illness  (he  did  not  live  long)  he  resolved  to 
punish  the  wife  by  robbing  the  mother.  He  sent  away 
the  son — nor  have  we  been  able  to  discover  him  since.  It 
is  that  son  whom  you  are  to  find." 

**  1  see,  I  see  I  go  on,"  said  Grabman.  **  This  son  is 
now  the  remainder-man.  How  lost  ? — when  ? — what  year  f 
i— what  trace  ?" 

''  Patience  1  Yon  will  find  in  this  paper  the  date  of  the 
loss,  and  the  age  of  the  child,  then  a  mere  infant.  Now 
for  the  trace.  This  husband — did  I  tell  you  his  name  f — 
no-*- Alfred  Braddell — had  one  friend  more  intimate  than 
the  rest — John  Walter  Ard worth,  a  cashiered  officer,  a 
mined  man,  pursued  by  bill-brokers,  Jews,  and  bailiffs.  To 
this  man  we  have  lately  had  reason  to  believe  tliat  the 
child  was  given.  Ardworth,  however,  was  shortly  after* 
ward  obliged  to  fly  his  creditors.  We  know  that  he  went 
to  India,  but  if  residing  there,  it  must  have  been  under 
acme  new  name,  and  we  fear  he  is  now  dead.     All  oar 
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inqairies,  at  least  after  this  man,  have  been  fruitless. 
Before  he  weni  abroad,  he  left  with  bis  old  tator  a  child 
corresponding  in  age  to  that  of  Mrs.  BraddelPs.  In  this 
child  she  thinks  she  recognizes  her  son.  All  that  joa 
have  to  do  is  to  trace  his  identity,  by  good  legal  evidence 
— don't  smile  in  that  foolish  way — I  mean  sound,  bond 
fide  evidence,  that  will  stand  the  fire  of  cross-examina- 
tion ;  you  know  what  that  is  I  You  will  therefore  find 
oat — first,  whether  Braddell  did  consign  his  child  to  Ard- 
worth,  and,  if  so,  you  must  then  follow  Ardworth,  with 
that  child  in  his  keeping,  to  Matthew  Fielden's  house, 
whose  address  you  find  noted  in  the  paper  I  gave  yon, 
together  with  many  other  memoranda  as  to  Ardworth's 
creditors,  and  those  whom  he  is  likely  to  have  come 
across. " 

"  John  Ardworth,  I  see  I" 

"  John  Walter  Ardworth,  commonly  called  Walter ;  he, 
like  me,  preferred  to  be  known  only  by  his  second  bap- 
tismal name.  He,  because  of  a  favorite  Radical  godfather 
— I,  because  Honors  is  an  inconvenient  Gallicism,  and 
perhaps  when  Honore  Mirabeau  (my  godfather)  went  out 
of  fashion  with  the  sans-culottes,  my  father  thought  Ga- 
briel a  safer  designation.     Now  I  have  told  you  all  I" 

"What  is  the  mother's  maiden  name?" 

"Her  maiden  name  was  Clavering;  she  was  married 
under  that  of  Dalibard,  her  first  husband." 

"And,"  said  Grabman,  looking  over  the  notes  in  the 
paper  given  to  him,  "it  is  at  Liverpool  that  the  husband 
died,  and  whence  the  child  was  sent  away  1" 
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"  It  is  SO ;  to  Liverpool  you  will  go  first.  I  tell  you 
fairly,  the  task  is  difficult,  for  hitherto  it  has  foiled  me.  I 
knew  but  one  man  who,  without  flattery,  could  succeed; 
and  therefore  I  spared  no  pains  to  find  out  Nicholas  Grab- 
man.  Yon  have  the  true  ferret's  faculty;  you,  too,  are 
a  lawyer,  and  snuff  evidence  in  every  breath.  Find  up  a 
son — a  legal  son — a  son  to  be  shown  in  a  court  of  law, 
and  the  moment  he  steps  into  the  lands,  and  the  Hall  of 
Laughton,.you  have  50002." 

**  Can  I  have  a  bond  to  that  effect  ?'' 

"My  bond,  I  fear,  is  worth  no  more  than  my  word. 
Trust  to  the  last ; — ^if  I  break  it,  yon  know  enough  of  my 
secrets  to  hang  me  I" 

**  Don't  talk  of  hanging — I  hate  that  subject  But  stop 
— ^if  found,  does  this  son  succeed?  Did  this  Mr.  Yernon 
leave  no  heir — ^this  other  sister  continue  single,  or  prove 
barren  ?" 

"  Oh,  true  I  he,  Mr.  Yernon,  who  by  will  took  the  name 
of  St.  John, — he  left  issue — ^but  only  one  son  still  survives, 
a  minor  and  unmarried.  The  sister,  too,  left  a  daughter ; 
both  are  poor  sickly  creatures — their  lives  not  worth  a 
straw.  Never  mind  them.  You  find  Yincent  Braddell 
and  he  will  not  be  long  out  of  his  property,  nor  you  out  T)f 
your  5000ZJ  You  see,  under  these  circumstaDces,  a  bond 
might  become  dangerous  evidence  1" 

Grabman  emitted  a  fearful  and  tremulous  chuckle — a 
laugh,  like  the  laugh  of  a  superstitious  man  when  you  talk 
to  him  of  ghosts  and  church-yards.  He  chuckled — and  his 
hair  bristled  I     But,  after  a  pause,  in  which  h"  seamed  to 
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wrestle  with  his  own  conscience,  he  said :  **  Well,  well-— 
jon  are  a  strange  man,  Jason,  yon  love  yonr  joke — ^I  have 
nothing  to  do  except  to  find  ont  this  nltimate  remainder* 
man — mind  that  1" 

''  Perfectly ;  nothing  like  sabdiyision  of  labor."^ 

'*  The  search  will  be  expensive  I" 

''  There  is  oil  for  yonr  wheels,"  answered  Jason,  putting 
a  note-book  into  his  confidant's  hands.  "  But  mind,  yon 
waste  it  not ;  no  tricks,  no  false  play,  with  me ;  yon  know 
Jason,  or  if  you  like  the  name  better,  you  know  the  Rat- 
tlesnake 1" 

**  I  will  account  for  every  penny,"  said  Grabman,  eagerly, 
and  clasping  his  hands,  while  his  pale  face  grew  livid. 

"  I  do  not  doubt  it,  my  qnill-driver.  Look  sharp,  start 
to-morrow  I  Get  thyself  decent  clothes,  be  sober,  cleanly, 
and  respectable.  Act  as  a  man  who  sees  before  him  five 
thousand  pounds.     And  now  light  me  down  stairs." 

With  the  candle  in  his  hand,  Grabman  stole  down  the 
rugged  steps,  even  more  timorously  than  Beck  had  as- 
cended them,  and  put  his  finger  to  his  month  as  they  came 
in  the  dread  vicinity  of  No.  7.  But  Jason,  or  rather  Gabriel 
Yarney,  with  that  fearless,  reckless  bravado  of  temper, 
which,  while  causing  half  his  guilt,  threw  at  times  a  false 
glitter  over  its  baseness,  piqued  by  the  cowardice  of  his 
comrade — gave  a  lusty  kick  at  the  closed  door,  and  shouted 
out — ''  Old  Grave-stealer,  come  out,  and  let  me  finish  your 
picture.  Out,  out  I — I  say — outl"  Grabman  left  the 
candle  on  the  steps,  and  made  but  three  bounds  to  hit  own 
room. 
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At  the  third  shout  of  his  disturber,  the  Resurrectioa* 
man  threw  open  his  door  Tiolently,  and  appeared  at  the 
gap — the  upward  flare  of  the  candle  showing  the  deep 
lines  plowed  in  his  liideous  face,  and  the  immense  strength 
of  his  gigantic  trunk  and  limbs.  Slight,  fair,  and  delicate 
as  be  was,  Yarney  eyed  him  deliberately,  and  trembled 
not 

"  What  do  you  want  with  me  ?"  said  the  terrible  voice, 
tremulous  with  rage. 

''Only  to  finish  your  portrait,  as  Pluto.  He  was  the 
god  of  Hell,  you  know  I" 

The  next  moment,  the  vast  hand  of  the  ogre  hung  like 
a  great  cloud  over  Gabriel  Yarney.  This  last^  ever  on 
his  guard,  sprang  aside,  and  the  light  gleamed  on  the  steel 
of  a  pistol.     "Hands  oflFI — or " 

The  click  of  the  pistol-cock  finished  the  sentence.  The 
ruffian  halted.  A  glare  of  disappointed  fury  gave  a  mo- 
mentary luster  to  his  dull  eyes.  "P'raps  I  shall  meet 
you  agin  one  o'  these  days  or  nights,  and  I  shall  know  ye 
in  ten  thousand." 

"  Nothing  like  a  bird  in  the  hand.  Master  Grave-stealer  I 
Where  can  we  ever  meet  again  ?" 

"  P'raps  in  the  fields — p'raps  on  the  road — p'raps  at  the 

Old  Bailey — p'raps  at  the  gallows — p'raps  in  the  convict 

ship.    I  knows  what  thai  is  I    I  was  chained  night  and  day 

once  to  a  chap  jist  like  you — didn't  I  break  his  spurit — 

didn't  I  spile  his  sleep  ?    Ho,  ho  I — ^you  looks  a  bit  less 

varmently  howdacious  now,  my  flash  cove  1" 

Yarney  hitherto  had  not  known  one  pang  of  fear,  one 
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quicker  beat  of  the  heart  before.  Bat  the  image  presented 
to  his  irritable  fancj  (always  prone  to  brood  o^er  terrors) 
*— the  image  of  that  companion — chained  to  him  night 
and  day — suddenly  quelled  his  courage — ^the  image  stood 
before  him  palpably  like  the  Oulos  Oneiroa — the  Evil 
Dream  of  the  Greeks. 

He  breathed  loud.  The  body-stealer's  stupid  sense  saw 
that  he  had  produced  the  usual  effect  of  terror,  which 
gratified  his  brutal  self-esteem ;  he  retreated  slowly,  inch 
by  inch,  to  the  door,  followed  by  Yarney's  appalled  and 
staring  eye — and  closed  it  with  such  violence  that  the 
candle  was  extinguished. 

Yarney,  not  daring — ^yes,  literally  not  daring — ^to  call 
aloud  to  Qrabman  for  another  light,  crept  down  the  dark 
stairs  with  hurried,  ghost-like  steps — and,  after  groping  at 
the  door-handle  with  one  hand,  while  the  other  grasped 
his  pistol  with  a  strain  of  horror,  he  succeeded  at  last  in 
winning  access  to  the  street,  and  stood  a  moment  to  collect 
himself,  in  the  open  air — ^the  damps  upon  his  forehead,  and 
his  limbs  trembling  like  one  who  has  escaped  by  a  hair- 
breadth the  crash  of  a  falling  house. 


CHAPTER    VII. 

THIi   RAPE   OF  THE   MATTRESS. 

That  Mr.'Grabman  slept  calmly  that  night,  is  probable 
eooogh,  for  his  gin-bottle  was  empty  the  next  morning; 
and  it  was  with  eyes  more  than  usually  heavy  that  he 
dozily  followed  the  movements  of  Beck,  who,  according  to 
custom,  opened  the  shutters  of  the  little  den  adjoining  his 
sitting-roQm,  brushed  his  clothes,  made  his  fire,  set  on  the 
kettle  to  boil,  and  laid  his  breakfast-things,  preparatory 
to  his  own  departure  to  the  duties  of  the  day.  Stretch- 
ing himself,  however,  and  shaking  off  slumber,  as  the  re- 
membrance of  the  enterprise  he  had  undertaken  glanced 
pleasantly  across  him,  Grabman  sat  up  in  his  bed,  and  said 
in  a  voice  that  if  not  maudlin  was  affectionate,  and  if  not 
afifectionate  was  maudlin  : 

*'  Beck,  you  are  a  good  fellow  I  You  have  faults — ^you 
are  human;  humanum  est  errare, rwhich  means  that  you 
sometimes  scorch  my  muffins.  But,  take  you  all  in  all,  yon 
are  a  kind  creature.  Beck,  I  am  going  into  the  country 
for  some  days.  I  shall  leave  my  key  in  the  hole  in  the 
wall — ^you  know ;  take  care  of  it  when  you  come  in.  You 
were  out  late  last  night,  my  poor  fellow.  Very  wrong  1 
Look  well  to  yourself,  or  who  knows,  yon  may  be  clutched 
oy  that  blackguard  Resurrection- man,  No.  7.     Well,  well  I 
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to  think  of  that  Jason's  fool- hardiness.  Bat  he's  the  worse 
devil  of  the  two.  Eh  1  what  was  I  saying  ?  And  always 
gtTe  a  look  into  my  room  every  night  before  jon  go  to 
roost  The  place  swarms  with  cracksmen,  and  one  can't 
be  too  cautious.  Lucky  dog,  you,  to  have  nothing  to  be 
robbed  of  I" 

Beck  winced  at  that  last  remark.  Orabman  did  not 
seem  to  notice  his  confusion,  and  proceeded,  as  he  put  on 
his  stockings,  "And,  Beck,  you  are  a  good  fellow,  and  have 
served  me  faithfully ;  when  I  come  back,  I  will  bring  you 
something  handsome — a  Dackey-box — or,  who  knows,  a 
beautiful  silver  watch.  Meanwhile,  I  think — let  me  see — 
yes,  I  can  .give  you  this  elegant  pair  of  small-clothes.  Put 
out  my  best — the  black  ones.  And  nx)w.  Beck,  I'll  not 
keep  you  any  longer." 

The  poor  sweep,  with  many  pulls  at  his  forelock,  ac- 
knowledged the  munificent  donation,  and  having  finished 
all  his  preparations,  hastened  first  to  his  room,  to  examine 
at  leisure,  and  with  great  admiration,  the  drab  small- 
clothes. Boom,  indeed,  we  can  scarcely  style  the  wretched 
inclosnre  which  Beck  called  his  own.  It  was  at  the  top 
of  the  house,  under  the  roof,  and  hot — oh,  so  hot,  in  the 
summer  1  It  had  one  small  begrimed  window,  through 
which  the  light  of  heaven  never  came,  for  the  parapet, 
beneath  which  ran  the  choked  gutter,  prevented  that 
But  the  rain  and  the  wind  came  iu.  So,  sometimes,  through 
four  glassless  panes,  came  a  fugitive  tomcat  As  for  the 
rats,  they  held  the  place  as  their  own.  Accustomed  to 
Beck,  they  cared  nothing  for  him.    They  were  the  Mayors 
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of  tliiit  Palace — he  only  le  rot  faineant  They  ran  orer 
his  bed  at  night ;  he  often  felt  them  on  his  face,  and  was 
convinced  they  wonld  have  eaten  him,  if  there  had  been 
anything  worth  eating  upon  his  bones ;  still,  perhaps  oat 
of  precaution  rather  than  charity,  he  generally  left  them  a 
potato  or  two,  or  a  crast  of  bread,  to  take  off  the  edge  of 
their  appetites.  Bat  Beck  was  far  better  off  than  most 
who  occapied  the  varioos  settlements  in  that  Alsatia — ^he 
had  his  room  to  himself.  That  was  necessary  to  his  sole 
laxnry  —  the  inspection  of  his  treasury,  the  safety  of  his 
mattress;  for  it  he  paid,  without  grumbling,  what  he 
thought  was  a  very  high  rent.  To  this  hole  in  the  roof 
there  was,  no  lock, — ^for  a  very  good  reason,  there  was  no 
door  to  it  Yon  went  up  a  ladder,  as  you  would  go  into 
a  loft.  Now,  it  had  often  been  matter  of  much  intense 
cogitation  to  Beck,  whether  or  not  he  should  have  a  door 
to  this  chamber;  and  the  result  of  the  cogitation  was  in- 
variably the  same — he  dared  not  I  What  should  he  want 
with  a  door — a  door  with  a  lock  to  it — ^for  one  followed 
as  a  consequence  to  the  other.  3ach  a  novel  piece  of 
grandeur  would  be  an  ostentatious  advertisement  that  he 
had  something  to  guard.  He  could  have  no  pretense  for 
it  on  the  ground  that  he  was  intruded  on  by  neighbors ; 
no  step  but  his  own  was  ever  caught  by  him  ascending 
that  ladder;  it  led  to  no  other  room.  All  the  offices  re* 
quired  for  the  lodgment  he  performed  himself.  His  sup- 
posed poverty  was  a  better  safeguard  than  doors  of  iron. 
Besides  this,  a  door,  if  dangerous,  would  be  supei^uous ; 
the  moment  it  was  suspected  that  Beck  had  something 

6* 


70  LTTCBETIA. 

worth  gnarding,  that  moment  all  the  picklocks  and  skele- 
ton keys  in  the  neighborhood  would  be  In  a  jingle.  And 
a  cracksman  of  high  repute  lodged  already  on  the  ground 
floor.  So  Beck's  treasure,  like  the  bird's-nest,  was  depos- 
ited as  much  out  of  sight  as  his  instinct  could  contriye ; 
and  the  locks  and  bolts  of  civilized  man  were  equally  dis- 
pensed with  by  bird  and  Beck. 

On  a  rusty  nail  the  sweep  suspended  the  drab  small- 
clothes, stroked  them  down  lovingly,  and  murmured, 
"They  he's  too  good  for  I — I#>should  like  to  pop  'em I 
But  Youldn't  that  be  a  shame?  Beck,  ben't  you  a  hun- 
grateful  beast  to  go  for  to  think  of  nothin'  but  the  tin, 
yen  your  'art  ought  to  varm  -with  hemotion  ?  I  vill  vear 
'em  ven  I  vaits  on  him.  Yen  he  sees  his  own  smalls  bring* 
ing  in  the  muffins,  he  yill  say,  'Beck,  you  becomes  em  !'" 

Fraught  with  this  noble  resolution,  the  sweep  caught 
up  his  broom,  crept  down  the  ladder,  and,  \i;ith  a  furtive 
glance  at  the  door  of  the  room  in  which  the  cracksman 
lived,  let  himself  out  and  shambled  his  way  to  his  cross- 

* 

ing.  Grabman,  in  th^  mean  while,  dressed  himself  with 
more  care  than  usual,  shaved  his  beard  from  a  four-days' 
crop,  and,  while  seated  at  his  breakfast,  read  attentively 
over  the  notes  which  Yarney  had  left  to  him,  pausing  at 
times  to  make  his  own  pencil  memoranda.  He  then  packed 
up  such  few  articles  as  so  moderate  a  worshiper  of  the 
Graces  might  require,  deposited  them  in  an  old  blue  brief- 
bag,  and  this  done,  he  opened  his  door,  and  creeping  to 
the  threshold  listened  carefully.  Below,  a  i^if  sounds 
might  be  heard;    here,  the  wail  of  a  child — there,  the 
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shrill  scold  of  a  woman,  in  that  accent  above  all  others 
adapted  to  scold — the  Irish.  Farther  down  still,  the  deep 
bass  oath  of  the  choleric  Resurrection  -  man ;  but  above, 
all  was  silent  Only  one  floor  intervened  between  Grab- 
man's  apartment  and  the  ladder  that  led  to  Beck's  loft. 
And  the  inmates  of  that\room  gave  no  sound  of  life. 
Grabman  took  courage,  and,  shuffling  off  his  i^oes,  as- 
cended the  stairs ;  he  passed  the  closed  door  of  the  room 
above — he  seized  the  ladder  with  a  shaking  hand  —  he 
mounted,  step  after  step — he  stood  in  Beck's  room. 

Now,  0  Nicholas  Grabman,  some  moralists  may  be 
harsh  enough  to  condemn  thee  for  what  thou  art  doing : 
kneeling  yonder,  in  the  dim  light,  by  that  curtainless  pal- 
let, with  greedy  fingers  feeling  here  and  there,  and  a 
placid,  self- hugging  smile  upon  thy  pale  lips.  That  poor 
vagabond,  whom  thou  art  about  to  despoil,  has  served 
thee  well  and  faithfully,  has  borne  with  thine  ill  humors, 
thy  sarcasms,  thy  swearings,  thy  kicks  and  buffets — often, 
when  in  the  bestial  sleep  of  drunkenness,  he  has  found 
thee  stretched  helpless  on  thy  floor,  with  a  kindly  hand  he 
has  moved  away  the  sharp  fender,  too  near  that  knavish 
head,  now  bent  on  his  ruin ;  or  closed  the  open  window, 
lest  the  keen  air,  that  thy  breath  tainted,  should  visit  thee 
with  rheum  and  fever.  Small  has  been  his  guerdon  for 
uncomplaining  sacrifice  of  the  few  hours  spared  to  the 
weary  drudge  from  hh  daily  toil — small,  but  gratefully 
received.  And  if  Beck  had  been  taught  to  praj^  he  would 
have  prayed  for  thee,  as  for  a  good  man,  O  miserable  siu- 
aer  1   And  thou  art  going  now,  Nicholas  Grabman,  upon  an 
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enterprise  which  promises  thee  large  gains,  and  thy  parse 
is  filled ;  and  tbon  wantest  nothing  for  thj  wants,  or  thy 
swinish  Inxnries.  Why  shonld  those  shaking  fingers  itch 
for  the  poor  beggar-man's  hoards  1 

Bat  hadst  tbon  been  bound  on  an  errand  that  woald 
have  given  thee  a  million,  thou  wonldst  not  have  left  nn- 
rifled  that  secret  store  which  thy  prying  eye  had  di»- 
covered,  and  thy  hungry  heart  had  coveted.  No;  since 
one  night,  fatal,  alas  I  to  the  owner  of  loft  and  treasure, 
when,  needing  Beck  for  some  service,  and  fearing  to  call 
aloud  (for  the  Resurrection*  man  in  the  floor  below  thee, 
whose  oaths  even  now  ascend  to  thine  ear,  sleeps  ill,  and 
has  threatened  to  make  thee  mute  forever  if  thou  disturb- 
est  him  in  the  few  nights  in  which  his  dismal  calling  suffers 
him  to  sleep  at  all) — ^thou  didst  creep  np  the  ladder,  and 
didst  see  the  unconscious  miser  at  his  nightly  work,  and 
after  the  sight  didst  steal  down  again,  smiling — no;  since 
that  night,  no  schoolboy  ever  more  rootedly  and  ruthlessly 
set  his  mind  upon  nest  of  linnet,  than  thine  was  set  upon 
the  stores  in  Beck's  mattress. 

And  yet  why,  O  lawyer,  should  rigid  moralists  blame 
thee  more  than  such  of  thy  tribe  as  live  honored  and  re- 
spectable, upon  the  frail  and  the  poor  f  Who  among  them 
ever  left  loft  or  mattress  while  a  rap  could  be  wrung  from 
either  f  Matters  it  to  Astreea,  whether  the  spoliation  be 
made  thus  nakedly  and  briefly,  or  by  all  the  acknowledged 
forms  in  which  item  on  item,  six-and-eightpence  on  six- 
and-eightpence,  the  inexorable  hand  closes,  at  length,  on 
the  last  farthing  of  duped  despair?    Not — Heaven  forbid  1 
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—that  we  make  thee,  fool  Nicholas  Grabman,  a  type  for 
all  the  class  called  attorneys-atlaw  1  Noble  hearts,  liberal 
minds,  are  there  among  that  brotherhood,  we  know,  and 
have  experienced;  bat  a  type  art  thou  of  those  whom 
want,  and  error,  and  need  have  proved — alas,  too  well  1 — > 
the  lawyers  of  the  poor.  And  even  while  we  write,  and 
even  while  ye  read,  many  a  Grabman  steals  from  helpless 
toil  the  savings  of  a  life. 

Ye  poor  hoards — darling  delights  of  your  otherwise  joy- 
less owner — how  easily  has, his  very  fondness  made  ye  the 
prey  of  the  spoiler  I  How  gleefally,  when  the  pence  swelled 
into  a  shilling,  have  they  been  exchanged  into  the  new 
bright  piece  of  silver,  the  newest  and  brightest  that  could 
be  got  I  then  the  shillings  into  crowns,  then  the  crowns 
into  gold — got  slyly  and  at  a  distance,  and  contemplated 
with  what  raptare  I — so  that,  at  last,  the  total  lay  man- 
ageable and  light  in  its  radiant  compass.  And  what  a 
total !—- what  a  sorprise  to  Grabman  I  Had  it  been  bat  a 
sixpence,  he  would  have  taken  it ;  bat  to  grasp  sovereigns 
by  the  handful,  it  was  too  much  for  him ;  and,  as  he  rosev 
he  positively  laughed,  from  a  sense  of  fun. 

But  among  his  booty  there  was  found  one  thiag  that 
specially  moved  his  mirth — it  was  a  child's  coral^  with  its 
little  bells.  Who  could  have  given  Beck  such  a  bauble— 
or  how  Beck  could  have  refrained  from  turning  it  into 
money  would  have  been  a  fit  matter  for  speculation.  But 
it  was  not  that  at  which  Grabman  chuckled  ;  he  laughed, 
first,  because  it  was  an  emblem  of  the  utter  childishness 
and  folly  of  the  creature  he  was  leaving  penniless;  and, 
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secondly,  because  it  furnished  his  rea4j  wit  with  a  capita] 
contrivance  to  shift  Beck's  indignation  from  his  o\in 
shoulders  to  a  party  more  liable  to  suspicion.  He  left 
the  coral  on  the  floor  near  the  bed,  stole  down  the  ladder, 
reached  his  own  room,  took  up  his  brief>bag,  locked  his 
door,  slipped  the  key  in  the  rat-hole,  where  the  trusty, 
plundered  Beck  alone  could  find  it,  and  went  boldly  down 
stairs ;  passing  successively  the  doors,  within  which  still 
stormed  the  Resurrection-man,  still  wailed  the  child,  still 
shrieked  the  Irish  shrew ;  he  paused  at  the  ground  floor 
occupied  by  Bill  the  cracksman,  and  his  long-fingered, 
slender,  quick-eyed  imps,  trained  already  to  pass  through 
broken  window  panes,  on  their  precocious  progress  to  the 
hulks. 

The  door  was  open,  and  gave  a  pleasant  sight  of  the 
worthy  family  within.  Bill  himself,  a  stoul^looking  fellow, 
with  a  florid,  jolly  countenante,  and  a  pipe  in  his  mouth, 
was  sitting  at  his  window,  with  his  brawny  legs  lolling  on 
a  table  covered  with  the  remains  of  a  very  tolerable  break- 
fast. Four  small  Bills  were  employed  in  certain  sports, 
which  no  doubt,  according  to  the  fashionable  mode  of 
education,  instilled  useful  lessons  under  the  artful  guise  of 
playful  amusement  Against  the  wall,  at  one  comer  of  the 
room,  was  affixed  a  row  of  bells,  from  which  were  suspended 
exceedingly  tempting  apples  by  slender  wires.  Two  of  the 
boys  were  engaged  in  the  innocent  entertainment  of  ex- 
tricating the  apples  without  occasioning  any  alarm  from 
the  hells ;  a  third  was  amusing  himself  at  a  table,  covered 
with  mock  rings  and  trinkets,  in  a  way  that  seemed  really 
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Mirprising ;  with  the  end  of  a  finger  dipped  probably  in 
some  glutinous  matter,  he  jast  touched  one  of  the  gew- 
gaws, and  lo,  it  vanished  I — vanished  so  magically,  that 
the  quickest  eye  could  scarcely  trace  whither ;  sometimes 
up  a  cuff,  sometimes  into  a  shoe — here,  there,  anywhere-— 
except  back  again  upon  the  table.  The  fourth,  an  nrchin 
apparently  about  five  years  old, — he  might  be  much  younger, 
judging  from  his  stunted  size ;  somewhat  older,  judging 
from  the  vicious  acuteness  of  his  face, — on  the  floor  under 
his  father's  chair,  was  diving  his  little  hand  into  the  paternal 
pockets  in  search  for  a  marble,  sportively  hidden  in  those 
capacious  recesses.  On  the  rising  geniuses  around  him. 
Bill  the  cracksman  looked,  and  his  father's  heart  was 
proud. 

Pausing  at  the  threshold,  Grabman  looked  in,  and  said, 
cheerfully,  "Good  day  to- yon — good  day  to  you  all,  my 
little  dears." 

"Ah,  Grabman,"  said  Bill,  rising,  and  making  a  bow, 
for  Bill  valued  himself  much  on  his  politeness — "  come  to 
blow  a  cloud,  eh  ?  Bob  I"  (this  to  the  eldest  born),  "man- 
ners, sir ;  wipe  your  nose,  and  set  a  chair  for  the  gent." 

"Many  thanks  to  yon,  Bill,  bat  I  can't  stay  now — I  have 
a  long  journey  to  take.  But  bless  my  soal,  how  stupid  I 
am;  I  have  forgotten  my  clothes-brush.  I  knew  there 
was  something  on  my  mind  all  the  way  I  was  coming  down 
stairs.  I  was  saying  to  myself,  '  Grabman,  there  is  some- 
thing forgotten  I' " 

"  I  know  what  that  'ere  feelin'  is,"  said  Bill,  though t« 
fally;  "I  had  it  myself  the  night  afore  last;  and  sure 
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enough  when  I  got  to  the bnt  that's  neither  here  nor 

there.  Bob,  ran  np  stairs,  and  fetch  down  Mr.  Grabman's 
clothes-brash.  'Tis  the  least  you  can  do  for  a  gent  who 
saved  yoar  father  from  the  fate  of  them  'ere  innocent  apples, 
— ^jonr  fist,  Grabman.  I  have  a  heart  in  my  bazzom ; — 
cut  me  open,  and  you  will  find  there  *Halibi  and  Grab- 
man  I'    Give  Bob  your  key." 

**  The  brash  is  not  in  my  room,"  answered  Grabman ; 
''  it  is  at  the  top  of  the  hoase ;  np  the  ladder,  in  Beck'9 
loft — ^Beck,  the  sweeper.  The  stupid  dog  always  keeps  it 
there,  and  forgot  to  give  it  me.  Sorry  to  occasion  my 
friend  Bob  so  mach  trouble." 

**  Bob  has  a  soul  above  trouble ;  his  father's  heart  beats 
in  his  bazzom.  Bob,  track  the  dancers.  Up  like  a  lark 
— «nd  down  like  a'  dump." 

Bob  grinned,  made  .a  mow  at  Mr.  Grabman,  and  scamp* 
ered  np  the  stairs. 

"  Yoa  never  attends  our  free-and-easy,"  said  Bill]  ^'bnt 
we  toasts  you,  with  three  times  three,  and  up  standing. 
'TIS  a  hnngrateful  world  I  But  some  men  has  a  heart; 
and,  to  those  who  has  a  heart,  Grabman  is  a  trump  I" 

''  I  am  sure,  whenever  I  can  do  you  a  service,  yoa  may 
reckon  on  me.  Meanwhile,  if  you  could  get  that  cursed 
bullying  fellow  who  lives  under  me  to  be  a  little  more 
civil,  you  would  oblige  me." 

"  Under  you  ?  No.  7  1  No.  7 — is  it  ?  Grabman,  ham 
I  a  man  f  Is  this  a  harm,  and  this  a  bunch  of  fives  ?  I 
dare's  do  all  that  does  become  a  man ;  bnt  No.  7  is  a 
body-snatcher  I    No.  7  has  bullied  me— and  I  bore  it  I 
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No.  T  might  whop  me — and  this  harm  woald  let  him 
whop  I  He  lives  with  graves,  and  church-yards,  and  stiff 
'uDS — ^that  damnable  No.  7  1  Ask  some'at  else,  Grabman. 
I  dares  not  touch  No.  7  any  more  than  the  ghosteses." 

Grabman  sneered  as  he  saw  that  Bill,  stout  rogue  as  he 
was,  turned  pale  while  he  spoke ;  but  at' that  moment  Bob 
reappeared  with  the  clothes-brush,  wliich  the  ex-attorney 
thrust  into  his  pocket ;  and  shaking  Bill  by  the  hand,  and 
patting  Bob  on  the  head,  he  set  out  on  his  journey. 

Bill  reseated  himself,  muttering,  ''  Bully  a  body-snatcher  1 
'drot  that  Grabman,  does  he  want  to  get  rid  of  poor  Bill  f " 

Meanwhile  Bob  exhibited  slyly,  to  his  second  brother, 
the  sight  of  Beck's  stolen  coral.  The  children  took  care 
not  to  show  it  to  their  father.  They  were  already  inspired 
by  the  laudable  ambition  to  set  up  in  business  on  their 
own  account. 


CHAPTER    VIII. 
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PERGIVAL  VISITS  LUORETIA. 

Having  once  ascertained  the  hoase  in  which  Helen 
liyed,  it  was  no  difficnlt  matter  for  St.  John  to  learn  the 
name  of  the  gnardian  whom  Beck  had  supposed  to  be  her 
mother.  No  common  delight  mingled  with  Percival's 
amaze,  when  in  that  name  he  recognized  one  borne  by  his 
own  kinswoman.  Yery  little,  indeed,  of  the  family  history 
was  known  to  him.  Neither  bis  father  nor  his  mother 
ever  willingly  conversed  of  the  fallen  heiress— ^ it  was  a 
subject  which  the  children  had  felt  to  be  proscribed ;  bat 
in  the  neighborhood,  Percival  had  of  course  heard  some 
mention  of  Lucretia,  as  the  haughty  and  accomplished 
Miss  Clavering — who  bad,  to  the  astonishment  of  all, 
stooped  to  a  m^aalliance  with  her  uncle's  French  librarian. 
That  her  loss  of  the  St.  John  property,  the  succession  of 
Percival's  father,  were  unexpected  by  the  villagers  and 
squires  around,  and  perhaps  set  down  to  the  caprice  of 
Sir  Miles,  or  to  an  intellect  impaired  by  apoplectic  attacks, 
it  was  not  likely  that  he  should  have  heard.  The  rich 
have  the  polish  of  their  education,  and  the  poor  that  in- 
stinctive tact  so  wonderful  among  the  agricultural  peas- 
antry, to  prevent  such  unmannerly  disclosures  or  unwel* 
(78) 
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come  hints ;  and,  both  by  rich  and  poor,  the  Yemen  St 
Johns  were  too  popular  and  respected  for  wanton  allasiona 
to  sabjects  calcalated  to  pain  them.  All,  therefore,  that 
Percival  knew  of  his  relation  was,  that  she  had  resided 
from  infancy  with  Sir  Miles ;  that  after  their  nncle's  death 
she  had  married  an  inferior  in  rank,  of  the  name  of  Dali- 
bard,  and  settled  abroad ;  that  she  was  a  person  of  peculiar 
manners ;  and,  he  had  heard  somewhere,'  of  rare  gifts. 
He  had  been  unable  to  learn  the  name  of  the  young  lady 
staying  with  Madame  Dalibard  ;  he  had  learned  only  that 
she  went  by  some  other  name,  and  was  not  the  daughter 
of  the  lady  who  rented  the  house.  Certainly,  it  was  pos- 
sible that  this  last  might  not  be  his  kinswoman,  after  alL 
The  name,  though  strange  to  English  ears,  and  not  com- 
mon in  France,  was  no  sufficient  warrant  for  PercivaPs 
high  spirits  at  the  thought  that  he  had  now  won  legiti- 
mate and  regular  access  to  the  house — still  it  allowed  him 
to  call ;  it  furnished  a  fair  excuse  for  a  visit. 

How  long  he  was  at  his  toilet  that  day,  poor  boy  I  How 
sedulously,  with  comb  and  brush,  he  sought  to  smooth 
into  straight  precision  that  luxuriant  labyrinth  of  jetty 
curls,  which  had  never  cost  him  a  thought  before  1  Gil 
Bias  says  that  the  toilet  is  a  pleasure  to  the  young  though 
a  labor  to  the  old;  Percival  St.  John's  toilet  was  no 
pleasure  to  him  that  anxious  morning. 

At  last,  he  tore  himself,  dissatisfied  and  tiesperate,  from 
the  glass,  caught  his  hat  and  his  whip,  threw  himself  on  his 
horse,  and  rode,  at  first  very  fast  and  at  last  very  slowly, 
'•JO  the.  old,  decayed,  shabby,  neglected  house,  that  lay  hid. 
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Uke  the  ])oyertj  of  (alien  pride,  amid  the  trim  Tillas  and 
imart  cottages  of  fair  and  floorishing  Brompton. 

The  same  servant  who  had  opened  the  gate  to  Ard- 
worth  appeared  to  his  snmmons,  and,  after  eyeing  him  for 
some  moments  with  a  listless  stupid  stare,  said,  "  Yonll 
be  after  some  mistake  I"  and  turned  away. 
.  "  Stop — stop  1"  cried  Percival,  trying  to  intrude  himself 
through  the  gate ;  but  the  servant  blocked  up  the  entrance 
sturdily.  "  It  is  no  mistake  at  all,  my  good  lady.  I  have 
come  to  see  Madame  Dalibard,  my — my  relation !" 

**  Your  relation  I"  and  again  the  woman  stared  at  Per- 
eival  with  a  look  through  the  dull  vacancy  of  which  some 
distrust  was  dimly  perceptible.  ''Bide  a  bit  there,  and 
give  us  your  name.^' 

Percival  gave  his  card  to  the  servant,  with  his  sweetest 
and  most  persuasive  smile.  She  took  it  with  one  hand, 
and,  with  the  other,  turned  the  key  in  the  gate,  leaving 
Percival  outside.  It  was  five  minutes  before  she  returned, 
and  she  then,  with  the  same  prim,  smileless  expression 
of  countenance,  opened  the  gate  and  motioned  him  to 
follow. 

The  kind-hearted  boy  sighed  as  he  cast  a  glance  at  the 
desolate  and  poverty-stricken  appearance  of  the  house,  and 
thought  within  himself — "Ah,  pray  Heaven,  she  m&y  be 
my  relation,  and  then  I  shall  have  the  right  to  find  her, 
and  that  sweet  girl,  a  very  different  home!"  The  old 
woman  threw  open  the  drawing-room  door,  and  Percival 
was  in  the  presence  of  his  deadliest  foe  I  The  arm-chair 
was  turned  toward  the  entrance,  and  from  amid  the  cover- 
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iDgs  that  hid  the  form,  the  remarkable  coantenance  of 
Madame  Dalibard  emerged,  sharp  a&d  earaest,  directly 
fronting  the  intrader. 

**So,"  she  said  slowly,  and,  as  it  were  devouring  bin 
with  her  keen,  steadfast  eyes — "so,  you  are  Percival  St 
John  I  Welcome  I  I  did  not  know  that  we  should  ever 
meet.  I  have  not  sought  you — ^you  seek  me  t  Strange — 
yes,  strange — ^tbat  the  young  and  the  rich  should  seek  the 
suffering  and  the  poor  I" 

Surprised  and  embarrassed  by  this  singular  greeting, 
Percival  halted  abruptly  in  the  middle  of  the  room ;  and 
there  was  something  inexpressibly  winning  in  his  shy,  yet 
graceful  confusion.  It  seemed,  with  silent  eloquence,  to 
apologize  and  to  deprecate.  And  when,  in  his  silvery 
voice,  scarcely  yet  tuned  to  the  fullness  of  manhood,  he 
said,  feelingly,  **  Forgive  me,  madam,  but  my  mother  is 
not  in  England," — th&  excuse  evinced  such  delicacy  of 
idea,  so  exquisite  a  sense  of  high  breeding,  that  the  calm 
assurance  of  worldly  ease  could  not  have  more  attested  the 
chivalry  of  the  native  gentleman.  ^ 

"  I  have  nothing  to  forgive,  Mr.  St.  John,"  said  Lucnetia, 
with  a  softened  manner.  "Pardon  me  rather,  that  my 
infirmities  do  not  allow  me  to  rise  to  receive  you.  This 
geat-^here — next  to  me.  You  have  a  strong  likeness  to 
your  father." 

Percival  received  this  last  remark  as  a  compliment,  and 

bowed.     Then,  as  he  lifted^his  ingenuous  brow,  he  took, 

for  the  first  time,  a  steady  view  of  his  new  found  relation. 

The  peculiarities  of  Lucretia's  countenance  in  youth  ha(} 
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naturally  deepened  with  middle  age.  The  contour,  always 
too  sharp  and  pronounced,  was  now  strong  and  bony  as  a 
man's :  the  line  between  the  eyebrows  was  hollowed  into 
a  furrow.  The  eye  retained  its  old  uneasy,  sinister,  side- 
long glance ;  or,  at  rare  moments  (as  when  Perciyal  en- 
tered), its  searching  penetration,  and  assured  command; 
but  the  eyelids  themselves,  red  and  injected,  as  with  grief 
or  vigil,  gave  something  haggard  and  wild,  whether  to 
glance  or  gaze.  Despite  the  paralysis  of  the  frame,  the 
face,  though  pale  and  thin,  showed  no  bodily  decay.  A 
vigor  surpassing  the  strength  of  woman  might  still  be 
seen  in  the  play  of  the  bold  muscles,  the  firmness  of  the 
contracted  lips.  What  physicians  call  ''  vitality ^^^  and  trace 
at  once  (if  experienced)  on  the  physiognomy,  as  the  prog- 
nostic of  long  life,  undulated  restlessly  in  every  aspect  of 
the  face,  every  movement  of  those  thin  nervous  bands, 
which,  contrasting  the  rest  of  that  motionless  form,  never 
seemed  to  be  at  rest  The  teeth  were  still  white  and 
regular,  as  in  youth ;  and  when  they  shone  out  in  speak- 
ing, gave  a  strange,  unnatural  freshness  to  a  face  otherwise 
so  worn. 

As  Percival  gazed,  and,  while  gazing,  saw  those  wan- 
dering eyes  bent  down,  and  yet  felt  they  watched  him,  a 
thrill,  almost  of  fear,  shot  through  his  heart.  Neverthe- 
less, so  much  more  impressionable  was  he  to  charitable 
and  trustful,  than  to  suspicions  and  timid  emotions,  that, 
when  Madame  Dalibard,  suddenly  looking  up,  and  shak< 
ing  her  head  gently,  said :  **  You  see  but  a  sad  wreck, 
young  kinsman,"  all  those  instincts,  which  nature  itaelf 
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seemed  to  dictate  for  self-preservatioD,  ranished  into  heav- 
enly tenderness  and  pity. 

''Ah  1"  he  said,  rising  and  pressing  one  of  those  deadly 
hands  in  both  his  own,  while  tears  rose  to  his  eyes, — ''ahl 
since  yon  call  me  kinsman,  I  have  all  a  kinsman's  priv- 
ileges. Yoa  must  have  the  best  advice — the  most  skillfnl 
surgeons.     Oh,  yon  will  recover — ^you  must  not  despond.' 

Lucretia's  lips  moved  uneasily.  This  kindness  took  her 
by  surprise.  She  turned  desperately  away  from  the  human, 
gleam  that  shot  across  the  sevenfold  gloom  of  her  soul : 
''Do  not  think  of  me,"  she  said,  with  a  forced  smile :  "  it  is 
my  peculiarity  not  to  like  allusion  to  myself,  though  this 
time  I  provoked  it.  Speak  to  me  of  the  old  cedar-trees 
at  Laughton — do  they  stand  still  ?  Yoa  are  the. master  of 
Laugh  ton  now : — it  is  a  noble  heritage  1" 

Then  St.  John,  thinking  to  please  her,  talked. of  the  old 
manor -house,  described  the  improvements  made  by  his 
father,  spoke  gayly  of  those  which  he  himself  contem- 
plated ;  and  as  he  ran  on,  Lucretia's  brow,  a  moment  ruf- 
fled, grew  smooth  and  smoother,  and  the  gloom  settled 
back  upon  her  soul. 

All  at  once  she  interrupted  him.  ''How  did  you  dis- 
cover me — was  it  through  Mr.  Yamey  ?  I  bade  him  not 
mention  me — yet  how  else  could  you  learn?"  As  she 
spoke,  there  was  an  anxious  trouble  in  her  tone,  which 
increased  while  she  observed  that  St.  John  looked  con- 
tused. 

"Why,"  he  began,  hesitatingly,  and  brushing  his  hat 
with  his  hand ;  ""  why — perhaps  you  may  have  heard  from 
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the — that  is — ^I  think  there  is  a  yoong ^   Ah,  it  is  700 

— ^it  is  70a  I  I  see  70a  once  again !"  And  springing  up, 
he  was  at  the  side  of  Helen,  who  at  that  instant  had  en- 
tered the  room,  and  now,  her  e7e8  downcast,  her  cheeks 
blushing,  her  breast  gentl7  heaving, — ^heard,  bat  answered 
not  that  passionate  burst  of  J07.. 

Startled,  Madame  Dalibard  (her  hands  firml7  grasping 
the  sides  of  her  chair)  contemplated  the  two.  She  had 
heard  nothing,  goessed  nothing  of  their  former  meeting. 
All  that  had  passed  before  between  them  was  unknown  to 
her.  Yet  there  was  evidence  unmistakable,  conclusive—* 
the  son  of  her  despoiler  loved  the  daughter  of  her  rival, 
and — ^if  the  virgin  heart  speaks  b7  the  outward  sign-— « 
those  downcast  e7e8,  those  blushing  cheeks,  that  heaving 
breast,  told  that  he  did  not  love  in  vain  1 

Before  her  lurid  and  murderous  gase,  as  if  to  defy  her, 
the  two  inheritors  of  a  revenge  unglutted  b7  the  grave- 
stood,  united  mysterioasl7  together.  Up  from  the  vast 
ocean  of  her  hate  rose  that  poor  isle  of  love ;  there,  un- 
Gonscions  of  the  horror  around  them,  the  victims  found 
their  footing !  How  beautiful  at  that  hour  their  youth— 
their  ver7  ignorance  of  their  own  emotions — their  innocent 
gladness — ^their  sweet  trouble !  The  fell  gazer  drew  a  long 
breath  of  fiend-like  complacenc7  and  glee,  and  her  hands 
opened  wide,  and  then  BI0WI7  closed,  as  if  she  felt  them  in 
her  grasp. 


CHAPTER  IX 

THE  ROSE  BENEATH  THE  UPAS. 

And  from  that  day  Percival  bad  his  privileged  entry 
into  Madame  Dalibard's  honse.  The  little  narrative  of 
the  circnmstances  connected  with  his  first  meeting  with 
Helen,  partly  drawn  from  Percival,  partly  afterward  from 
Helen  (with  blushing  and  faltered  excuses  from  the  latter 
for  not  having  mentioned  before  an  incident  that  might, 
perhaps  needlessly,  vex  or  alarm  her  aunt  in  so  delicate  a 
state  of  health),  was  received  by  Lucretia  with  rare  gra- 
ciousness.  The  connection  not  only  between  herself  and 
Percival,  but  between  Percival  and  Helen,  was  allowed, 
and  even  dwelt  upon  by  Madame  Dalibard,  as  a  natural 
reason  for  permitting  the  artless  iutimacy  which  imme- 
diately sprang  up  between  these  young  persons.  She  per- 
mitted Percival  to  call  daily,  to  remain  for  hours,  to  share 
in  their  simple  meals,  to  wander  alone  with  Helen  in  the 
garden,  assist  her  to  bind  up  the  ragged  flowers,  and  sit 
by  her  in  the  old  ivy-grown  arbor,  when  their  work  was 
done.  She  affected  to  look  upon  them  both  as  children, 
and  to  leave  to  them  that  happy  familiarity  which  child- 
hood only  sanctions,  and  compared  to  which  the  affection 
of  matnrer  years  seems  at  once  coarse  and  cold. 
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As  they  grew  more  familiar,  the  differences  and  simi- 
larities in  their  characters  came  oat,  and  nothing  more 
delightfal  than  the  harmony  into  which  even  the  contrasts 
blended  ever  invited  the   gaardian  angel  to  pause  and 
smile.     As  flowers  in  some  trained  parterre  relieve  each 
other,  now  softening,  now  heightening  each  several  hue, 
till  all  anite  in  one  concord  of  interwoven  beanty,  so  these 
two  blooming  natares,  brought  together,  seemed,  where 
varying  still,  to  melt  and  fuse  their  affluences  into  one 
wealth  of  innocence  and  sweetness.     Both  had  a  native 
buoyancy  and  cheerfulness  of  spirit,  a  noble  trustfulness  in 
others,  a  singular  candor,  and  freshness  of  mind  and  feel- 
ing.    But  beneath  the  gayety  of  Helen  there  was  a  soft 
and  holy  understream  of  thoughtful  melancholy,  a  high 
and  religious  sentiment  that  vibrated  more  exquisitely  to 
the  subtle  mysteries  of  creation  —  the  solemn  unison  be- 
tween the  bright  world  without  and  the  grave  destinies  of 
that  world  within  (which  is  an  imperishable  soul),  than  the 
lighter  and  more  vivid  yoathfulness  of  Percival  had  yet 
conceived.     In  him,  lay  the  germs  of  the  active  mortal, 
who  might  win  distinction  in  the  bold  career  we  run  upon 
the  surface  of  the  earth.     In  her,  there  was  that  finer  and 
more  spiritual  essence,  which  lifts  the  poet  to  the  golden 
atmosphere  of  dreams,  and  reveals  in  glimpses  to  the  saint 
the  choral  Populace  of  Heaven.     We  do  not  say  that 
Helen  would  ever  have  found  the  utterance  of  the  poet, 
that  her  reveries,  undefined  and  unanalyzed,  could  have 
taken  the  sharp,  clear  form  of  words.     For  to  the  poet, 
practically  developed  and  made  manifest  to  the  world. 
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many  other  gifts,  besides  the  mere  poetic  sense,  are  needed ; 
stern  stadj,  and  logical  generalization  of  scattered  truths, 
and  patient  observation  of  the  characters  of  men,, and  the 
wisdom  that  comes  from  sorrow  and  passion,  and  a  sage's 
experience  of  things  actaal,  embracing  the  dark  secrets  of 
human  infirmity  and  crime.  But ,  despite  all  that  has  been 
said  in  disparagement  or  disbelief  of  "mute  inglorious 
Mil  tons,"  we  maintain  that  there  are  natures  in  which  the 
divinest  element  of  poetry  exists,  the  purer  and  more  deli- 
cate for  escaping  from  bodily  form,,  and  evaporating  from 
the  coarser  vessels  into  which  the  poet,  so  called,  must 
pour  the  ethereal  fluid.  There  is  a  certain  virtue  within 
us,  comprehending  our  subtlest  and  noblest  emotions,  which 
is  poetry  while  untold,  and  grows  pale  and  poor  in  propor- 
tion as  we  strain  it  into  poems. '  Nay,  it  may  be  said  of 
this  airy  property  of  our  inmost  being,  that,  more  or  less, 
it  departs  from  us,  according  as  we  give  it  forth  into  the 
world,  even,  as  only  by  the  loss  of  its  particles,  the  rose 
wastes  its  perfume  on  the  air.  So  this  more  spiritual  sen- 
sibility dwelt  in  Helen,  as  the  latent  mesmerism  in  water, 
as  the  invisible  fairy  in  an  enchanted  ring.  It  was  an 
essence  or  diyinity,  shrined  and  shrouded  in  herself,  which 
gave  her  more  intimate  and  vital  union  with  all  the  influ- 
ences of  the  universe,  a  companion  to  her  loneliness,  an 
angel  hymning  low  to  her  own  listening  soul.  This  made 
her  enjoyment  of  Nature,  in  its  merest  trifles,  exquisite  and 
profound;  this  gave  to  her  tenderness  of  heart  all  the 
delicious  and  sportive  variety  love  borrows  from  imagina- 
tion; this  lifted  her  piety  above  the  mere  forms  of  conven* 
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tional  religion,  and  breathed  into  her  prayers  the  ecstasy  of 
the  saint. 

But  Helen  was  not  the  less  filled  with  the  sweet  bnman- 
ities  of  her  age  and  sex ;  her  yery  gravity  was  tinged  with 
rosy  light,  as  a  western  cload  with  the  san.  She  had 
sportiveness,  and  caprice,  and  even  whim,  as  the  bntterfly, 
though  the  emblem  of  the  sonl,  still  flutters  wantonly  over 
every  wild  flower,  and  expands  its  glowing  wings  on  the 
sides  of  the  beaten  road.  And  with  a  sense  of  weakness 
in  the  common  world  (growing  out  of  her  very  strength  in 
nobler  atmospheres),  she  leaned  the  more  trustfully  on  the 
strong  arm  of  her  young  adorer ;  not  fancying  that  the 
difference  between  them  arose  from  superiority  in  her, — 
but  rather  as  a  bird  once  tamed  flies  at  the  sight  of  the 
hawk  to  the  breast  of  its  owner;  so  from'^each  airy  flight 
into  the  loftier  heaven,  let  but  the  thought  of  danger  daunt 
her  wing,  and,  as  in  a  more  powerful  nature,  she  took  refuge 
on  that  fostering  heart. 

The  love  between  these  children,  for  so,  if  not  literally 
in  years,  in  their  newness  to  all  that  steals  the  freshness 
and  the  dew  from  maturer  life,  they  may  be  rightly  called, 
was  such  as  befitted  those  whose  souls  have  not  forfeited 
the  Eden.  It  was  more  like  the  love  of  fairies  than 
of  human  beings,  ^hey  showed  it  to  each  other,  inno- 
cently and  frankly ;  yet  of  love,  as  we  of  the  grosser  crea- 
tion call  it,  with  its  impatient  pains,  and  burning  hopes, 
they  never  spoke  nor  dreamed.  It  was  an  unutterable, 
ecstatic  fondness — a  clinging  to  each  other — iu  thought, 
desire,  and  heart — a  joy  more  than  mortal  in  each  oiher'» 
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presence ;  yet,  in  parting,  not  that  idle  and  empty  sorrow 

• 

which  unfits  the,  weak  for  the  homelier  demands  on  time 
and  life.  And  this,  because  of  the  wondrous  trust  in  them- 
selves, and  in  the  future,  which  made  a  main  part  of  their 
credulous  happy  natures.  Neither  felt  fear  nor  jealousy — 
or  if  jealousy  came,  it  was  the  pretty  child-like  jealousies, 
which  have  no  sting — of  the  bird,  if  Helen  listened  to  its 
note  too  long — of  the  flower,  if  Percival  left  Helen's  side 
too  quickly,  to  tie  up  its  drooping  petals,  or  refresh  its 
dusty  leaves.  Close  by  the  stir  of  the  great  city,  with  all 
its  fret,  and  chafe,  and  storm  of  life — in  the  desolate  gar- 
den of  that  somber  house,  and  under  the  withering  eyes  of 
relentless  Crime,  revived  the  Arcady  of  old  —  the  scene 
vocal  to  the  reeds  of  idyllist  and  shepherd :  and  in  the 
midst  of  the  iron  Tragedy,  harmlessly  and  unconsciously 
arose  the  strain  of  the  Pastoral  Music. 

It  would  be  a  vain  effort  to  describe  the  state  of  Lu- 
cretia's  mind,  while  she  watched  the  progress  of  the  affec- 
tion she  had  favored,  and  gazed  on  the  spectacle  of  the 
fearless  happiness  she  had  promoted.  The  image  of  a 
felicity  at  once  so  great  and  so  holy,  wore  to  her  gloomy 
sight  the  aspect  of  a  mocking  Fury.  It  rose  in  contrast 
to  her  own  ghastly  and  crime-stained  life ;  it  did  not  up- 
braid her  conscience  with  guilt  so  loudly  as  it  scoffed  at 
her  intellect  for  folly.  These  children,  playing  on  the 
verge  of  life,  how  much  more  of  life's  true  secret  did  they 
already  know,  than  she,  with  all  her  vast  native  powers, 
and  wasted  realms  of  blackened  and  charred  experience  I 

For  what  had  she  studied,  and  schemed,  and  calculated, 

8* 
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and  toiled,  and  sinned?  As  a  conqneror  stricken  unto 
death  woald  render  up  all  the  regions  vanqnished  bj  his 
sword  for  one  drop  of  water  to  his  burning  lips,  how  gladly 
would  she  have  given  all  the  knowledge  bought  with  blood 
and  fire,  to  feel  one  moment  as  those  children  felt!  Then, 
from  out  her  silent  and  grim  despair,  stood  forth,  fierce 
and  prominent,  the  great  fiend,  Kevenge. 

By  a  monomania  not  uncommon  to  those  who  have 
made  ^elf  the  center  of  being,  Lncretia  referred  to  her  own 
sullen  history  of  wrong  and  passion,  all  that  bore  analogy 
to  it,  however  distant.  She  had  never  been  enabled,  with- 
out an  intolerable  pang  of  hate  and  envy,  to  contemplate 
courtship  and  love  in  others.  From  the  rudest  shape  to 
the  most  refined — ^that  master-passion  in  the  existence,  at 
least,  of  woman — reminding  her  of  her  own  brief  episode 
of  human  tenderness  and  devotion,  opened  every  wound, 
and  wrung  every  fiber  of  a  heart  that,  while  crime  had  in- 
durated it  to  most  emotions,  memory  still  left  morbidly 
sensitive  to  one.  But  if  tortured  by  the  sight  of  love  in 
those  who  had  had  no  connection  with  her  fate — who  stood 
apart  from  her  lurid  orbit,  and  were  gazed  upon  only  afar 
(as  a  lost  soul,  from  the  abyss,  sees  the  gleam  of  angels' 
wings  within  some  planet  it  never  has  explored),  how  in- 
efifably  more  fierce  and  intolerable  was  the  wrath  that 
seized  her,  when,  in  her  haunted  imagination,  she  saw  all 
Susan's  rapture  at  the  vows  of  Main  waring  mantling  in 
Helen's  face  I  All  that  might  have  disarmed  a  heart  as 
hard,  but  less  diseased,  less  preoccupied  by  revenge,  only 
irritated  more  the  consuming  hate  of  that  inexorable  spirit 
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Helen's  seraphic  parity — ^hcr  exquisite  OTerflowicg  kind- 
ness, ever  forgetting  self — her  airy  cheerfulness — e?en  her 
very  moods  of  melancholy,  calm  and  seemingly  causeless 
as  they  were,  perpetually  galled  and  blistered  that  writhing 
preternatural  snsceptibility  which  is  formed  by  the  con- 
sciousness of  infamy,  the  dreary  egotism  of  one  cut  off 
from  the  charities  of  the  world,  with  whom  all  mirth  ia« 
sardonic  conynlsion,  all  sadness,  rayless,  and  unresigned 
despair. 

Of  the  two,  Percival  inspired  her  with  feelings  the  most 
akin  to  humanity.  For  him,  despite  her  bitter  memories 
of  his  father,  she  felt  something  of  compassion,  and  shrunk 
from  the  tovtch  of  his  frank  hand,  in  remorse.  She  had 
often  need  to  whisper  to  herself,  that  his  life  was  an  obsta- 
cle to  the  heritage  of  the  son ;  of  whom,  as  we  hare  seen, 
she  was  in  search,  and  whom,  indeed,  she  believed  she  had 
already  found  in  John  Ardworth ;  that  it  was  not  in  wrath 
and  in  vengeance  that  this  victim  was  to  be  swept  into  the 
grave,  but  as  an  indispensable  sacriOce  to  a  cherished  ob- 
ject— a  determined  policy.  As  in  the  studies  of  her  youth, 
she  had  adopted  the  Machiavelism  of  ancient  state-craft  as 
a  rule  admissible  in  private  life,  so  she  seemed  scarcely  to 
admit  as  a  crime  that  which  was  but  the  removal  of  a 
barrier  between  her  aim  and  her  end.  Before  she  had 
become  personally  acquainted  with  Percival,  she  had  re- 
jected^ all  occasion  to  know  him.  She  had  suffered  Yarney 
to  call  upon  him,  as  the  old  protegi  of  Sir  Miles,  and  to 
wind  into  his  intimacy — meaning  to  leave  to  her  accom- 
plice, when  the  hour  should  arrive,  the  dread  task  of  de« 
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stmction.  Thig,  not  from  cowardice,  for  Gabriel  had  once 
rightly  described  her  when  he  said,  that  "  if  she  lived  with 
shadows,  she  coald  qoell  them,"  but  simply  because,  more 
intellectually  unsparing  than  constitutionally  cruel  (save 
where  the  old  yindictiye  memories  thoroughly  unsexed 
her),  this  was  a  yictim  whose  pangs  she  desired  not  to 
witness,  over  whose  fate  it  was  no  luxury  to  gloat  and 
revel.  She  wished  not  to  see,  nor  to  know  him  living, 
only  to  learn  that  he  was  no  more,  and  that  Helen  alone 
stood  between  Laughton  and  her  son.  Now  that  he  had 
himself,  as  if  with  predestined  feet,  crossed  her  threshold 
— ^that  he,  like  Helen,  had  delivered  himself  into  her  toils, 
the  hideous  guilt,  before  removed  from  her  hands,  became 
haunting,  fronted  her  face  to  face,  and  filled  her  with  a 
superstitious  awe. 

Meanwhile,  her  outward  manner  to  both  her  meditated 
victims,  if  moody  and  fitful  at  times,  was  not  such  as  would 
have  provoked  suspicion  even  in  less  credulous  hearts. 
From  the  first  entry  of  Helen  under  her  roof,  she  had  been 
formal  and  measured  in  her  welcome — kept  her,  as  it  were, 
aloof,  and  affected  no  prodigal  superfluity  of  dissimula- 
tion ;  but  she  had  never  been  positively  harsh  or  unkind 
in  word  or  in  deed,  and  had  coldly  excused  herself  for  the 
repulsiveness  of  her  manner. 

"  I  am  irritable,"  she  said,  "  from  long  suffering ;  I  am 
unsocial  from  habitual  solitude;  do  not  expect  from  me 
the  fondness  and  warmth  that  should  belong  to  our  re- 
lationship. Do  not  harass  yourself  with  vain  solicitude 
for  one  whom  all  seeming  attention  but  reminds  more 
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painfully  of  infirmity,  and  who,  even  thus  stricken  down, 
would  be  independent  of  all  cares  not  bought  and  paid  for. 
Be  satisfied  to  live  here  in  all  reasonable  liberty,  to  follow 
yoor  own  habits  and  caprices  uncontrolled.  Regard  me 
but  as  a  piece  of  necessary  furniture.  You  can  never  dis- 
please me,  but  when  you  notice  that  I  live  and  suffer." 

If  Helen  wept  bitterly  at  these  hard  words  when  first 
spoken,  it  was  not  with  anger  that  her  loving  heart  was  so 
thrown  back  upon  herself.  On  the  contrary,  she  became 
inspired  with  a  compassion  so  great  that  it  took  the  char- 
acter of  reverence.  She  regarded  this  very  coldness  as  a 
mournful  dignity.  She  felt  grateful  that  one  who  could 
thus  dispense  with,  should  yet  have  sought  her.  She  had 
heard  her  mother  say  that  ''  she  had  been  under  great  ob- 
ligations to  Lucretia;"  and  now,  when  she  was  forbidden 
to  repay  them,  even  by  a  kiss  on  those  weary  eyelids,  a 
daughter's  hand  to  that  sleepless  pillow;  when  she  saw 
that  the  barrier  first  imposed  was  irremovable — that  no 
time  diminished  the  distance  her  aunt  set  between  them — 
that  the  least  approach  to  the  tenderness  of  service  be- 
yond the  most  casual  offices,  really  seemed  but  to  fret 
those  excitable  nerves,  and  fever  the  hand  that  she  ven- 
tured timorously  to  clasp ;  she  retreated  into  herself  with  a 
sad  amaze  that  increased  her  pity  and  heightened  her  re- 
spect. To  her,  love  seemed  so  necessary  a  thing  in  the 
helplessness  of  human  life,  even  when  blessed  with  health 
and  youth,  that  this  rejection  of  all  love  in  one  so  bowed 
and  crippled,  struck  her  imagination  as  something  sublime 
in  its  dreacy- grandeur  and  stoic  pride  of  independence. 

8* 
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Sbe  regarded  it,  as  of  old  a  tender  and  pioas  nnn  woald 
have  regarded  the  asceticism  of  some  sanctified  recluse — as 
Teresa  (bad  she  lived  in  the  same  age)  might  have  re- 
garded St  Simon  Stjlites  existing  aloft  from  human  sym- 
pathy on  the  roofless  snmmit  of  his  column  of  stone :  and 
with  this  feeling  she  sought  to  inspire  Percival.  He  had 
the  heart  to  enter  into  her  compassion,  but  not  the  im- 
agination to  sympathize  with  her  reverence.  Even  the 
repugnant  awe  that  he  had  first  conceived  for  Madame 
Dalibard,  so  bold  was  he  by  temperament,  he  had  long 
since  cast  off;  he  recognized  only  the  moroseness  and 
petulance  of  an  habitual  invalid,  and  shook  playfully  his 
glossy  curls,  when  Helen,  with  her  sweet  seriousness,  in- 
sisted on  his  recognizing  more. 

To  this  house  few,  indeed,  were  the  visitors  admitted. 
The  Miverses,  whom  the  benevolent  officiousness  of  Mr. 
Fielden  had  originally  sent  thither  to  see  their  young  kins- 
woman, now  and  then  came  to  press  Helen  to  join  some 
party  to  the  theater,  or  Yauxhall,  or  a  pic-nic  in  Rich- 
mond Park  ;  but  when  they  found  their  overtures,  which 
had  at  first  been  politely  accepted  by  Madame  Dalibard, 
were  rejected,  they  gradually  ceased  their  visits,  wounded 
and  indignant. 

Certain  it  was,  that  Lucretia  had,  at  one  time,  eagerly 
caught  at  their  well-meant  civilities  to  Helen — now  she 
as  abruptly  declined  them.  Why?  It  would  be  hard  to 
plumb  into  all  the  black  secrets  of  that  heart.  It  would 
have  been  but  natural  to  her,  who  shrank  from  dooming 
Helen  to  no  worse  calamity  than  a  virgin*s..graTe,  to  have 
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flestgned  to  throw  her  in  sach  uncongenial  guidance,  amid 
all  the  manifold  temptations  of  the  corrupt  city — to  have 
sufiered  her  to  be  seen,  and  to  be  ensnared  by  those  gal- 
lants ever  on  the  watch  for  defenseless  beauty ;  and  to 
contrast  with  their  elegance  of  mien,  and  fatal  flatteries — 
the  grossness  of  the  companions  selected  for  her,  and  the 
unloving  discomfort  of  the  home  into  which  she  had  been 
thrown.  But  now  that  St.  John  had  appeared  —  that 
Helen's  heart  and  fancy  were  steeled  alike  against  more 
dangerous  temptation, — the  object  to  be  obtained  from  the 
pressing  courtesy  of  Mrs.  Mivers  existed  no  more.  The 
Tengeance  flowed  into  other  channels. 

The  only  other  visitors  at  the  house  were  John  Ard- 
worth  and  Gabriel  Varaey. 

Madame  Dalibard  watched  vigilantly  the  countenance 
and  manner  of  Ardworth,  when,  after  p/esenting  him  to 
Percival,  she  whispered — "  I  am  glad  you  assured  me  as 
to  your  sentiments  for  Helen.  She  has  found  there  the 
lover  you  wished  for  her — 'gay  and  handsome  as  herself."' 

And,  in  the  sudden  paleness  that  overspread  Ardworth's 
face,  in  his  compressed  lips,  and  convulsive  start,  she  read 
with  unspeakable  rage  the  untold  secret  of  his  heart — till 
the  rage  gave  way  to  complacency  at  the  thought  that  the 
last  insuli  to  her  wrongs  was  spared  her — that  her  son  (as 
son  she  believed  he  was)  could  not  now,  at  least,  be  the 
successful  suitor  of  her  loathed  sister's  loathed  child.  Her 
discovery,  perhaps,  confirmed  her  in  her  countenance  to 
Percival's  progressive  wooing,  and  half  reconciled  her  to 
the  pangs  it  inflicted  on  herself. 
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A.t  the  first  introdjiction,  Ardworth  had  scarcely  glanced 
at  Percival.  He  regarded  him  bat  as  the  sleek  flatterer 
in  the  sanshine  of  fortune.  And  for  the  idle,  the  gay,  the 
fair,  the  well  dressed,  and  wealthy — ^the  sturdy  workman  of 
his  own  rough  way  felt  something  of  the  uncharitable  dis- 
dain which  the  laborious  have  nats  too  usually  entertain 
for  the  prosperous  haves.  But  the  moment  the  nnwelcome 
intelligence  of  Madame  Dalibard  was  conveyed  to  him,  the 
smooth-faced  boy  swelled  into  dignity  and  importance. 

Yet  it  was  not  merely  as  a  rival,  that  that  strong  manly 
heart,  after  the  first  natural  agony,  regarded  Percival. 
No,  he  looked  upon  him  less  with  anger  than  with  interest 
— as  the  one  in  whom  Helen's  happiness  was  henceforth  to 
be  invested.  And  to  Madame  Dalibard's  astonishment,  for 
this  nature  was  wholly  new  to  her  experience,  she  saw  him, 
even  in  that  first  interview,  composing  his  rough  face  to 
smiles,  smoothing  his  bluff  imperious  accents  into  courtesy, 
listening  patiently,  watching  benignly,  and  at  last  thrusting 
his  large  hand  frankly  forth — griping  PercivaPs  slender 
fingers  in  his  own ;  aud  then,  with  an  indistinct  chuckle, 
that  seemed  half  laugh  and  half  groan,  as  if  he  did  not 
dare  to  trust  himself  further,  he  made  his  wonted  uncere- 
monious nod,  and  strode  hurriedly  from  the  room. 

But  he  came  again  and  again,  almost  daily,  for  aboat 
a  fortnight;  sometimes,  without  entering  the  house,  he 
would  join  the  young  people  in  the  garden,  assist  them 
with  awkward  hands  in  their  playful  work  on  the  garden, 
or  sit  with  them  in  the  ivied  bower;  and,  warming  more 
and  more  each  time  he  came,  talk  at  last  with  the  cordial 


LUCEETIA.  9T 

frankness  of  an  elder  brother.  There  was  no  disguise  in 
this — ^he  began  to  love  Percival — what  would  seem  more 
strange  to  the  superficial,  to  admire  him.  Genius  has  a 
quick  perception  of  the  moral  qualities;  geni:^  which, 
differing  thus  from  mere  talent,  is  more  allied  to  the  heart 
^han  to  the  head,  sympathizes  genially  with  goodness. 
Ardworth  respected  that  young,  ingenuous,  unpolluted 
mind :  he  himself  felt  better  and  purer  in  its  atmosphere. 
Much  of  the  affection  he  cherished  for  Helen  passed  thus 
beautifully  and  nobly  into  his  sentiments  for  the  one  whom 
Helen  not  unworthily  preferred.  And  they  grew  so  fond 
of  him  I  as  the  young  and  gentle  ever  will  grow  fond  of 
genius — however  rough — once  admitted  to  its  companion- 
ship 1 

Percival,  by  this  time,  had  recalled  to  his  mind  where 
he  had  first  seen  that  strong- featured,  dark-browed  counte- 
nance, and  he  gayly  reminded  Ardworth  of  his  discourtesy 
on  the  brow  of  the  hill  which  commanded  the  view  of  Lou* 
don.  That  reminiscence  made  his  new  friend,  writhe ;  for 
then,  amid  all  his  ambitious  visions  of  the  future,  he  had 
seen  Helen  in  the  distance — the  reward  of  every  labor— 
the  fairest  star  in  his  horizon.  But  he  strove  stoutly 
against  the  regret  of  the  illusion  lost :  the  vivendi  causm 
were  left  him  still,  and  for  the  nymph  that  had  glided  from 
his  clasp,  he  clung  at  least  to  the  laurel  that  was  left  in 
her  place.  In  the  folds  of  his  robust  fortitude  Ardworth 
thus  wrapped  hi&  secret.  Neither  of  his  young  playmates 
suspected  it.     He  would  have  disdained  himself  if  he  had 

80  poisoned  their  pleasure.     That  he  suffered  when  alone, 
VOL.  II.— 9  2d 
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much  and  bitterly,  is  not  to  be  denied ;  bat  in  that  masea- 
line  and  complete  being,  Love  took  bnt  its  legitimate  rank, 
amid  the  passions  and  cares  of  man.  It  soared  no  exist- 
ence— it  broke  no  heart — ^the  wind  swept  some  blossoms 
from  the  boagh,  and  tossed  wildly  the  agitated  branches 

ft 

from  root  to  snmmit,  bat  the  trank  stood  firm. 

In  some  of  these  visits  to  Madame  Dalibard's,  Ardworth 
renewed  with  her  'the  more  private  conversation  which  had 
80  unsettled  his  past  convictions  as  to  his  birth,  and  so  dis- 
turbed the  calm,  strong  carrents  of  his  mind.  He  was 
chiefly  anxious  to  learn  what  conjectures  Madame  Dali- 
bard  had  formed  as  to  his  parentage,  and  what  ground 
there  was  for  belief  that  he  was  near  in  blood  to  herself, 
or  that  he  was  born  to  a  station  less  dependent  on  conti- 
nuous exertion;  but  on  these  points  the  dark  sibyl  pre- 
served an  obstinate  silence.  She  was  satisfied  with  the 
bints  she  had  already  thrown  out,  and  absolutely  refused 
to  say  more  till  better  authorized  by  the  inquiries  she  had 
set  on  foot.  Artfully,  she  turned  from  these  topics  of 
closer  and  more  household  interest,  to  those  on  which  she 
had  previously  insisted — connected  with  the  general  knowl- 
edge of  mankind,  and  the  complicated  science  of  practical 
life.  To  fire  his  genius,  wing  his  energies,  inflame  his  am- 
bition above  that  slow,  laborious  drudgery  to  which  he 
had  linked  the  chances  of  his  career,  and  which  her  fiery 
and  rapid  intellect  was  wholly  unable  to  comprehend-— 
save  as  a  waste  of  life  for  uncertain  and.  distant  objectSt*- 
became  her  task.  And  she  saw  with  delight  that  Ardr 
vorth  listened  to  her  more  assentingly  than  he  bad  done 
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at  first.  In  truth,  the  pain  shot  within  his  heart,  the  con- 
flict waged  keenly  between  his  reason  and  his  passion, 
unfitted  him,  for  the  time,  for  mere  mechanical  employment, 
in  which  bis  genius  could  afford  him  no  consolation.  Now, 
genius  is  given  to  man,  not  only  to  enlighten  others,  but  to 
comfort  as  well  as  to  elevate  himself.  Thus,  in  all  the  sorrows 
of  actual  existence,  the  man  is  doubly  inclined  to  turn  to 
his  genius  for  distraction.  Harassed  in  this  world  of  action, 
he  knocks  at  the  gate  of  that  world  of  idea  or  fancy  which 
be  is  privileged  to  enter :  he  escapes  from  the  clay  to  the 
spirit.  And  rarely,  till  some  great  grief  comes,  does  the 
man  in  whom  the  celestial  fire-  is  lodged  know  all  the  gift 
of  which  he  is  possessed.  At  last,  Ardworth's  visits  ceased 
abruptly.  He  shut  himself  up  once  more  in  his  chambers; 
but  the  law  books  were  laid  aside. 

Yarney,  who  generally  contrived  to  call  when  Ardworth 
was  not  there,  seldom  interrupted,  the  lovers  in  their  little 
paradise  of  the  garden  ;  but  he  took  occasion  to  ripen  and 
cement  bis  intimacy  with  Percival :  sometimes  walked,  or 
(if  St.  John  had  his  cabriolet)  drove  home  and  dined  with 
him,  tite-d  tete,  in  Curzon  Street ;  and  as  he  made  Helen 
his  chief  subject  of  conversation,  Percival  could  not  but 
esteem  him  among  the  most  agreeable  of  men.  With 
Helen,  when  Percival  was  not  there,  Yarney  held  some 
secret  conferences — secret  even  from  Percival;  two  or 
three  times,  before  the  hour  in  which  Percival  was  accus- 
tomed to  come,  they  had  been  out  together :  and  Helen's 
face  looked  more  cheerful  than  usual  on  their  return.  It 
was  not  surprising  that  Qabriel  Yarney,  so  displeasing  to 
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a  man  like  Ardworth,  shoald  have  won  little  less  favor 
with  Helen  than  with  Percival ;  for,  to  say  nothing  of  an 
ease  and  suavity  of  manner  which  stole  into  the  confidence 
of  those  in  whom  to  confide  was  a  natural  propensity,  his 
various  acquisitions  and  talents,  imposing,  from  the  sarface 
over  which  they  spread,  and  the  glitter  which  they  made, 
had  an  inevitable  effect  upon  a  mind  so  susceptible  mi 
Helen's  to  admiration  for  art  and  respect  for  knowledge. 
But  what  chiefly  conciliated  her  to  Yamey,  whom  she 
regarded,  moreover,  as  her  aunt's  most  intimate  friend, 
was  that  she  was  persuaded  he  was  unhappy,  and  wronged 
by  the  world  or  fortune.  Yarney  had  a  habit  of  so  repre- 
senting himself — of  dwelling  with  a  bitter  eloquence — 
which  his  natural  malignity  made  forcible — on  the  injus- 
tice of  the  world  to  superior  intellect.  He  was  a  great 
accuser  of  Fate.  It  is  the  illogical  weakness  of  some  evil 
natures  to  lay  all  their  crimes,  and  the  consequences  of 
crime,  upon  Destiny,  There  was  a  heat,  a  vigor,  a  rush 
of  words,  and  a  readiness  of  strong,  if  trite,  imagery  in 
what  Yarney  said,  that  deceived  the  young  into  the  mon- 
strous error  that  he  was  an  enthusiast — misanthropical, 
perhaps,  but  only  so  from  enthusiasm.  How  could  Helen, 
whose  slightest  thought,  when  a  star  broke  forth  from  the 
cloud,  or  a  bird  sung  suddenly  from  the  copse,  had  more 
of  wisdom  and  of  poetry  than  all  Yarney's  gaudy  and 
painted  seemings  ever  could  even  mimic — how  could  she 
be  so  deceived  ?  Yet  so  it  was.  Here  stood  a  man  whose 
youth  she  supposed  had  been  devoted  to  refined  and  ele- 
vating pursuits,  gifted,  neglected,  disappointed,  solitary, 
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and  unhappy.  She  saw  little  beyond.  You  had  but  to 
touch  her  pity  to  win  her  interest  and  to  excite  her  trust. 
Of  anything  further,  even  had  Percival  neTer  existed,  she 
could  not  have  dreamed.  It  was  because  a  secret  and  nn« 
definable  repugnance,  in  the  midst  of  pity,  trust,  and  friend- 
ship, put  Yarney  altogether  out  of  the  light  of  a  possible 
lover,  that  all  those  sentiments  were  so  easily  kindled. 
This  repugnance  arose  not  from  the  disparity  between 
their  years;  it  was  rather  that  nameless  uncongeniality, 
which  does  not  forbid  friendship  but  is  irreconcilable  with 
love.  To  do  Yarney  justice,  he  never  offered  to  reconcile 
the  two.  Not  for  love  did  he  secretly  confer  with  Helen 
— not  for  love  did  his  heart  beat  against  the  hand  which 
reposed  so  carelessly  on  his  murderous  arm. 


CHAPTER    X. 

* 

THE  BATTLE  OF   THE   SNAKE. 

The  progress  of  afection  between  oataree  like  those  of 
PerciTal  and  Helen,  favored  by  free  and  constant  iat«r- 
eonrse,  was  naturally  rapid.  It  was  scarcely  fire  weeks 
from  the  day  he  had  first  seen  Helen,  and  be  already  re- 
garded  her  as  his  plighted  bride.  During  the  earlier  days 
of  his  courtship,  PereiTal,  enamored  and  absorbed  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life,  did  not  hasten  to  make  his^  mother  the 
confidante  of  his  happiness.  He  had  written  but  twice; 
and  though  he  said  briefly,  in  the  second  letter,  that  he 
had  discovered  two  relations,  both  interesting,  and  one 
charming,  be  had  deferred  naming  them,  or  entering  into 
detail.  This,  not  alone  from  that  indescribable  coyness 
which  all  have  experienced  \u  addressing  even  those  with 
whom  they  are  most  intimate,  in  the  early,  half  nnrevealed, 
and  mystic  emotions  of  first  love ;  but  because  Lady  Mary's 
letters  had  been  so  full  of  her  sister's  declining  health,  of 
her  own  anxieties  and  fears,  that  he  bad  shrunk  from 
giving  her  a  new  subject  of  anxiety ;  and  a  confidence, 
full  of  hope  and  joy,  seemed  to  him  unfeeling  and  un- 
seasonable. He  knew  how  necessarily  uneasy  and  restless 
an  avowal  that  his  heart  was  seriously  engaged  to  one  she 
had  never  seen,  would  make  that  tender  mother :  and  that 
(102) 
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his  confession  would  rather  add  to  her  cares,  tnan  prodace 
sympathy  with  his  transports.  But  now,  feeling  impatient 
for  his  mother's  assent  to  the  formal  proposals  which  had 
become  due  to  Madame  Dalibard  and  Helen,  and  taking 
adrantage  of  the  letter  last-recei?ed  from  her,  which  gave 
more  cheering  accounts  of  her  sister,  and  expressed  cnri- 
osity  for  further  explanation  as  to  bis  half  disclosnre,  he 
wrote  at  length,  and  cleared  his  breast  of  all  its  secrets. 
It  was  the  same  day  in  which  he  wrote  this  confession, 
and  pleaded  his  cause,  that  we  accompany  him  to  the 
bouse  of  his  sw^et  mistress,  and  leave  him  by  her  side  in 
the  accustomed  garden.  Within,  Madame  Dalibard,  whose 
chair  was  set  by  the  window,  bent  over  certain  letters, 
which  she  took,  one  by  one,  from  her  desk,  and  read  slowly, 
lifting  her  eyes  from  time  to  time,  and  glancing  toward  the 
young  people,  as  they  walked,  hand  in  hand,  round  the 
small  demesnes,  now  hid  by  the  fading  foliage,  now  emerg- 
ing into  view.  Those  letters  were  the  early  love  epistles 
of  William  Main  waring.  She  had  not  recurred  to  them 
for  years.  Perhaps  she  now  felt  that  food  necessary  to  the 
sustainment  of  her  fiendish  designs.  It  was  a  strange 
spectacle,  to  see  this  being,  so  full  of  vital  energy,  mobile 
and  restless  as  a  serpent;  condemned  to  that  helpless 
decrepitude,  chained  to  the  uneasy  seat — not  as  in  the 
resigned  and  passive  imbecility  of  extreme  age,  but  rather 
as  one  whom,  in  the  prime  of  life,  the  rack  has  broken, 
leaving  the  limbs  inert,  the  mind  active,  the  form  as  one 
dead,  the  heart  with  superabundant  vigor; — a  cripple's 
impotence,  and  a  Titan's  will  I    What,  in  that  dreary  im« 
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prisonmeot,  and  amid  the  silence  she  habitaallj  preserYed, 
{passed  tbroogb  the  caverns  of  that  breast,  one  can  no 
more  conjecture  than  one  can  count  the  blasts  that  sweep 
and  rage  through  the  hollows  of  impenetrable  rock,  or  the 
elements  that  conflict  in  the  bosom  of  the  yolcano,  erer- 
lastingly  at  work.  She  had  read,  and  replaced  the  letters, 
andt  leaning  her  cheek  on  her  hand,  was  gazing  yacantlj 
on  the  wall,  when  Yarney  intruded  on  that  dismal  solitude. 

He  closed  the  door  after  him  with  more  than  usual  care ; 
and,  drawing  a  seat  close  to  Lucretia's,  said,  **  Belle  mtre, 
the  time  has  arrived  for  you  to  act — my  part  is  well-nigh 
closed." 

''Ay  I"  said  Lucretia,  wearily,  ''what  is  the  news  you 
bring  ?" 

"  First,''  replied  Vamey,  and,  as  he  spoke,  he  shut  the 
window,  as  if  his  whisper  could  possibly  be  heard  without 
— "  first,  all  this  business  connected  with  Helen  is  at  length 
arranged.  You  know  when,  agreeably  to  your  permission, 
I  first  suggested  to  her,  as  it  were  casually,  that  you  were 
so  reduced  in  fortune  that  I'  trembled  to  regard  your  fn- 
tare, — that  yon  had  years  ago  sacrificed  nearly  half  your 
pecuniary  resources  to  maintain  her  parents — she  of  her- 
self reminded  me  that  she  was  entitled,  when  of  age,  to  a 
sum  far  exceeding  all  her  wants,  and " 

"  That  I  might  be  a  pensioner  on  the  child  of  William 
Main  waring  and  Susan  Mi?ers,"  interrupted  Lucretia. 
"  I  know  that,  and  thank  her  not.     Pass  on." 

"And  you  know,  too,  that  in  the  course  of  my  conversa- 
tion with  the  girl,  I  let  out  also  incidentally  that,  even  S0| 
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yoQ  were  dependent  on  the  chances  of  her  life ;  that  if  she 
died  (and  yonth  itself  is  mortal)  before  she  was  of  ago,  the 
SQin  left  her  by  her  grandfather  would  revert  to  her  father's 
family;  and  so,  by  hints,  I  drew  her  on  to  ask  if  there  was 
no  mode-*bj  which,  in  case  of  her  death,  she  might  insare 
subsistence  to  yon.  So  that  you  see  the  whole  scheme  was 
made  at  her  own  prompting.  I  did  but,  as  a  man  of  busi- 
ness, suggest  the  means — an  insurance  on  her  life.'' 

"Yarney,  these  details  are  hateful.  I  do  not  donbt  that 
you  have  done  all  to  forestall  inquiry  and  elude  risk.  The 
girl  has  insured  her  life  to  the  amount  of  her  fortune  ?" 

"To  that  amount  only!  Pooh!  Her  death  will  buy 
more  than  that!  As  no  one  single  office  will  insure  for 
more  than  5000^,  and  as  it  was  easy  to  persuade  her  thai 
such  offices  were  liable  to  failure,  and  that  it  was  usual  to 
insure  in  several,  and  for  a  larger  amount  than  the  sum 
desired,  I  got  her  to  enter  herself  at  three  of  the  principal 
offices.  The  amount  paid  to  us  on  her  death  will  be 
15,0002.  It  will  be  paid  (and  here  I  have  followed  the 
best  legal  advice)  in  trust  to  me  for  your  benefit.  Hence, 
therefore,  even  if  our  researches  fail  us,  if  no  son  of  yours 
can  be  found,  with  sufficient  evidence  to  prove,  against  the 
keen  interests  and  bought  advocates  of  beirs-at-Iaw,  the 
right  to  Laughton,  this  girl  will  repay  us  well,  will  replace 
what  I  have  taken,  at  the  risk  of  my  neck,  perhaps — cer- 
tainly at  the  risk  of  the  hnlks,  from  the  capital  of  my 
uncle's  legacy — will  refund  what  we  have  spent  on  the  in- 
quiry— and  the  residue  will  secure  to  you  an  independence 
sufficing  for  your  wants  almost  for  life,  and  to  me,  what 
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will  purchase  with  economy  "  (aod  Yarnej  smiled)  *'  a  year 
or  so  of  a  geotlemaa's  idle  pleasares.  Are  yoa  satisfied 
thas  far  V 

**  She  will  die  happy  and  iDoocentl"  mattered  Lacretla^ 
with  the  growl  of  demoniac  disappointment. 

**  Will  yoa  wait,  then,  till  my  forgery  ia  detected,  and  I 
have  no  power  to  bay  the  silence  of  the  trustees — wait  till 
I  am  in  prison,  and  on  a  trial  for  life  and  death  ?  Reflect^ 
every  day,  every  hour  of  delay  is  fraught  with  peril.  But 
if  my  safety  is  nothing  compared  to  the  refinement  of  your 
revenge,  will  you  wait  till  Helen  marries  Percival  St  John  1 
You  start  1  But  can  you  suppose  that  this  innocent  love- 
play  will  not  pass  rapidly  to  its  dinouemenif  It  is  but 
yesterday  that  Percival  confided  to  me,  that  he  should  write 
this  very  day  to  his  mother  and  communicate  all  bis  feel- 
ings  and  his  hopes ; — that  he  waited  but  her  assent,  to  pro- 
pose formally  for  Helen.  Now  one  of  two  things  must 
happen.  Either  this  mother,  haughty  and  vain  as  lady 
mothers  mostly  are,  may  refuse  consent  to  her  son's  mar- 
riage with  the  daughter  of  a  disgraced  banker,  and  the 
niece  of  that  Lucretia  Dalibard  whom  her  husband  would 
not  admit  beneath  his  roof " 

''Hold,  sir!''  exclaimed  Lucretia,  haughtily;  and  amid 
all  the  passions  that  darkened  her  countenance  and  de- 
graded her  soul  some  flash  of  her  ancestral  spirit  shot 
across  her  brow;  but  it  passed  quickly,  and  she  added, 
with  fierce  composure — "You  are  right;  go  on  I" 

'^  Either — and  pardon  me  for  an  insult  that  comes  not 
from  me— either  this  will  be  the  oase:   Lady  Mary  St 
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John  will  hasten  back  in  alarm  to  London;  she  exercises 
extraordinary  control  over  her  son ;  she  may  withdraw 
him  from  us  altogether,  from  me  as  well  as  joa,  and  the 
occasion  now  presented  to  as  may  be  lost  (who  knows  ?) 
forever ;  or  she  may  be  a  weak  and  fond  woman, — may  be 
detained  in  Italy  by  her  sister's  illness, — may  be  anxioas 
that  the  last  lineal  descendant  of  the  St.  Johns  should 
marry  betimes ;  and,  moved  by  her  darling's  prayers,  may 
consent  at  once  to  the  union.  Or  a  third  coarse,  which 
Percival  thinks  the  most  probable,  and  which,  though  most 
unwelcome  to  us  of  all,  I  had  well-nigh  forgotten,  may 
be  adopted.  She  may  come  to  England,  and,  in  order 
to  judge  her  son's  choice  with  her  own  eyes,  may  with- 
draw Helen  from  our  roof  to  hers.  At  all  events,  delays 
are  dangerons^-dangerous,  putting  aside  my  personal  in- 
terest, and  regarding  only  your  own  object — may  bring  to 
our  acts  new  and  searching  eyes — may  cut  us  off  from  the 
habitual  presence  either  of  Percival  or  Helen,  or  both ;  or 
surround  them  at  the  first  breath  of  illness,  with  prying 
friends  and  formidable  precautions.  The  birds  now  are  in. 
our  hands.  Why  then  open  the  cage  and  bid  them  fly, 
in  order  to  spread  the  net?  This  morning  all  the  final 
documents  with  the  insurance  companies  are  completed. 
It  remains  for  me  bnt  to  pay  the  first  quarterly  premiums. 
For  that  I  think  I  am  prepared  without  drawing  further 
on  your  hoards  or  my  own  scanty  resources,  which  Grab- 
man  will  take  care  to  drain  fast  enough." 

"And   Percival   St.  John  ?"   said   Madame   Dalibard. 
"We  want  no  idle  sacrifices.     If  my  son  be  not  found, 


a08  ltjoretia. 

we  need  not  that  boy's  ghost  among  those  who  hannt 

US." 

**  Sorely  not,"  said  Yarney;  "and  for  my  part,  he  may 
be  more  nsefol  to  me  alive  than  dead.  There  is.  no  insa- 
rance  on  his  life,  and  a  rich  friend  (credalons  green-horn 
that  he  is  I)  is  scarcely  of  that  flock  of  geese  which  it 
were  wise  to  slay  from  the  mere  hope  of  a  golden  egg. 
Percival  St.  John  is  yonr  victim,  not  mine — ^not  till  yoa 
give  the  order  wonld  I  lift  a  finger  to  harm  him." 

''  Yes,  let  him  live,  unless  my  son  be  fonnd  to  me,"  said 
Madame  Dalibard,  almost  ezultingly:  *'let  him  live  to  for- 
get yon  fair-faced  fool,  leaning  now,  see  you,  so  delightedly 
on  bis  arm,  and  fancying  eternity  in  the  hollow  vows  of 
love  I — ^let  him  live  to  wrong  and  abandon  her  by  forget- 
fnlness,  though  even  in  the  grave ;  to  langh  at  his  boyish 
'dreams  —  to  sully  her  memory  in  the  arms  of  harlots  I 
Ob,  if  the  dead  can  soffer,  let  him  live,  that  she  may  feel 
beyond  the  grave  his  inconstancy  and  his  fall !  Methinks 
that  that  thought  will  comfort  me,  if  Vincent  be  no  more, 
and  I  stand  childless  in  the  world !" 

''It  is  so  settled,  then,"  said  Yarney,  ever  ready  to 
clinch  the  business  that  promised  gold,  and  relieve  his 
apprehensions  of  the  detection  of  his  fraud.  ''And  now 
to  yonr  noiseless  hands,  as  soon  as  may  be,  I  consign  the 
girl :  she  has  lived  long  enough  I'- 
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While  this  the  conference  between  these  ezecr^bh  a^<| 
raYeniDg  birds  of  night  and  prey,  HeUn  a^4  he?  ^OT- 
lo?er  were  thus  conversing  in  the  garden^  while  the  aufom)} 
son — for  it  was  in  the  second  week  of  October — brpke 
pleasantly  throagh  the  yellowing  leaves  of  the  tranqa\l 
shrubs,  and  the  flowers,  Tifhich  shpnld  have  died  with  the 
gone  snmmer,  still  fresh  by  their  tender  care,  despite  tb^ 
lateness  of  the  season,  spilled  g]:fitefallj  as  their  light  f(io^r 
0teps  passed. 

"  Yes,  Helen,"  said  Percival— r"  ye$,  you  will  love  ?a^ 

mother,  for  she  is  one  of  those  people  who  seem  to  ^ttfact 

love,  as  if  it  were  a  property  belopging  to  them.     EJye^ 

my  dog  Beau  (you  know  how  fond  Beau  is  of  mef)  al^jir^y^ 

nestles  at  her  feet,  when  we  are  at  home.      I  own  she  ha^ 

pride,  but  it  is  a  pride  that  nev^r  offended  any  one.     You 

know  there  are  some  flowers  that  we  call  proud.     Tl)e 

pride  of  the  Qower  is  not  mqre  bt^rmless  than  my  motber'9^ 

Pqt  perhaps  pride  is  not  the  right  ^ord — j>  is  rf  th^r  1;jbt0 

aversion  to  anything  low  QV  ipe^.p^  th«  admiratipn  foj 

everything  pure  and  high,     ^h,  how  that  v^ry  pndjp,  if 

pride  it  be,  will  make  her  love  you,  my  Helen  1" 

"Yon  need  not  tel)  me,"  s^id  Pel^n,  smUiog  8eriou§}j(; 
VOL.  II.— 10  ( 109 ) 
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''that  I  shall  loTe  yoar  mother,  I  lore  her  already — nay, 
from  the  irst  moment  yon  said  yon  had  a  mother,  my  heart 
leaped  to  her.  Your  mother  I  if  ever  you  are  really  jeal- 
008,  it  mast  be  of  her  I  but  that  she  should  love  me, — 
that  it  is  what  I  donbt  and  fear.  For  if  yon  were  my 
brother,  Percival,  I  should  be  so  ambitious  for  you.  A 
nymph  must  rise  from  the  stream,  a  sylphid  from  the  rose, 
before  I  could  allow  another  to  steal  you  from  my  side. 
And  if  I  think  I  should  feel  this  only  as  your  sister,  what 
can  be  precious  enough  to  satisfy  a  mother  ?" 

"You,  and  you  only,"  answered  Percival,  with  his  blithe- 
some laugh  —  ''you,  my  sweet  Helen,  much  better  than 
nymph  or  sylphid,  about  whom,  between  ourselves,  I  never 
cared  three  straws,  even  in  a  poem.  How  pleased  you 
will  be  with  Laughton  I  Do  you  know,  I  was  lying  awake 
all  last  night,  to  consider  what  room  you  would  like  best 
for  your  own.  And  at  last  I  have  decided — come,  listen 
— it  opens  from  the  music  gallery  that  overhangs  the  hall. 
From  the  window,  you  overlook  the  southern  side  of  the 
park,  and  catch  a  view  of  the  lake  beyond.  There  are 
two  niches  in  the  wall — one  for  your  piano,  one-  for  your 
favorite  books.  It  is  just  large  enough  to  hold  four  per- 
sons with  ease — our  mother  and  myself,  your  aunt,  whom 
by  that  time  we  shall  have  petted  into  good  humor,  and  if 
we  can  coax '^Ard worth  there-^the  best  good  fellow  that 
ever  lived — I  think  our  party  will  be  complete.  By-the- 
way,  I  am  uneasy  about  Ardworth,  it  is  so  fbng  since  we 
have  seen  him ;  I  have  called  three  times — nay,  §ve — but 
his  odd-looking  clerk  always  swears  he  is  not  at  home 
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Tell  me,  Helen,  now,  you  wno  know  him  Bo.well^tell  me 
how  I  can  serre  him  t  Yon  know  I  am  bo  terribly  rich 
(at  least,  I  shall  be  in  a  month  or  two) ; — I  can  never  get 
through  my  money,  unless  my  Mends  will  help  me.  And 
is  it  Bot  shocking  that  that  noble  fellow  should  be  so  poor, 
and  yet  suffer  me  to  call  him  '  friend,'  as  if  in  friendship 
one  man  should  want  everything,  and  the  other  nothing. 
StQl,  I  dont  know  how  to  venture  to  propose — come,  you 
understand  me,  Helen — let  us  lay  our  wise  heads  together, 
and  make  him  well  off  in  spite  of  himself." 

It  was  in  this  loose,  boyish  talk  of  PercivaPs,  that  he 
had  found  the  way  not  only  to  Helen's  heart,  but  to  her 
souL  For  in  this,  she  (grand  undeveloped  poetess)  recog- 
nized a  nobler  poetry  than  we  chain  to  rhythm — the  poetry 
of  generous  deeds.  She  yearned  to  kiss  the  warm  hand 
she  held,  and  drew  nearer  to  his  side  as  she  answered — 
''And  sometimes,  dear,  dear  Percival,  you  wonder  why  I 
would  rather  listed  to  you  than  to  all  Mr.  Yarney's  bitter 
eloquence,  or  even  to  my  dear  cousin's  aspiring  ambition. 
They  talk  well,  but  it  is  of  themselves ;  while  yon-. " 

Percival  blushed,  and  checked  her. 

"  Well,"  she  said-^"  well,  to  your  question.  Alas !  you 
know  little  of  my  cousin,  if  you  think  all  our  arts  could 
decoy  him  out  of  his  rugged  independence,  and,  much  as 
I  love  him,  I  could  not  wish  it  But  do  not  fear  for  him ; 
he  is  one  of  those  who  are  bom  to  succeed,  and  without 
help."  • 

"  How  do  you  know  that,  pretty  prophetess  ?"  said  Per- 
cival, with  the  superior  air  of  manhood.     "I  have  seen 
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more  of  tbe  world  ihaA  joa  haye^  and  I  cannot  9eo  whf 
^rdworth  ahoald  $ucceed,  aa  jifn  call  it;--^^Xt  if  sq,  wbj 
bo  shoold  uiooeed  less  if  be  swung  bis  bammock  iq  a  bet* 
ter  bertb  tban  tbat  bole  in  Gray'a  Inn,  and  would  jnst  M 
me  keep  bim  a  cab  and  a  groom." 

Had  Pereiral  talked  of  keeping  jQbn  Ardwortb  an  ele^ 
pbant  and  a  paJUMiqnin,  Helen  coqld  not  bt^c  beeu  mQre. 
amnsed.  Sbe  clapped  ber  little  hands  in  ^  deligbt  thid^ 
provoked  Peroival,  and  langbed  ont  loud.  Tben,  seeing 
ber  boy-lover's  lip  pouted  petulantly,  and  bi4  brow  wa« 
overcast,  she  said  more  seriously : 

**  Do  you  not  know  wbat  it  is  to  feel  convinecd  of  aome<» 
thing  which  yon  cannot  ei^plain  f  Well,  I  feel  tbis  as  to 
my  con^in's  fame  iind  fortones.  Burely,  too,  you  most  fee^ 
{t,  you  ecarce  know  why,  wheu  be  speaks  of  that  future^ 
which  seems  so  dim  and  90  far  to  m«,  as  of  eomethiag  tb^t 
belonged  to  him." 

"  Very  true,  Heleq,"  said  Percival,  "be  lays  H  out  like 
tbe  map  of  his  estate.  One  cant  laugh  when  be  laja  qq 
carelessly-*' At  such  aa  age  I  ^hall  lead  my  circuiU-^al 
such  an  age  I  shall  be  ricb— ^t  sncb  an  i^e  I  KbaU  eiHer 
parliament — and  beyond  that  I  shall  look  as  ye^  no 
farther.'  And,  poor  fellow,  then  be  will  be  fort^ttbreel 
And  in  tbe  mean  while  to  ^nffer  such  p?ivations  V* 

''There  are  no  privations  to  one  who  lives  i^  the  future,^ 
paid  Helen,  with  that  noble  intnitiop  into  lofty  natviret 
which  at  times  flashed  from  her  childish  sipplicity,  fpre« 
shadowing  what,  if  Beaveu  spare  her  life,  her  maliuper  in- 
tellect may  develop,    ''  For  Ardwortb  there  ia  uo  ^qob 
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ihitg  bd  )p6t^tiY.  H^  ia  an  rich  I'd  his  hopeia  as  We  ate 
Hl' — -^  Sbfe  stopped  short,  Washed,  and  contlDiiied  with 
dhwticast  looks — "As  well  might  yoo  pity  me  in  these 
walks,  so  dreary  without  yoo.  I  do  not  live  in  them-^I 
live  iti  my  thoughts  of  jx)«i." 

He)r  votciB  trembled  with  emotion  in  those  la6t  words. 
&h^  sIM  fVcta  PerdTal'6  feirm,  and  timfdly  sate  down  (and 
he  beside  tiet)  oti  a  little  ttionnd,  tinder  the  dngle  chestnut- 
tree  thfct  Ihtew  itis  i^ade  over  the  garden. 

ipott^  we^6  silent  fo^  some  moments -^  l^erdtal  with 
gtateflil  ^fC^tacy,  H^lea  wtlh  one  of  those  sudden  fits  0f 
toystefrio^s  i^lancholy  to  which  hbt  nature  was  «o  mh^ 
Je^edv 

He  was  the  first  to  sp^k.     ^  Helen,^  he  said,  grat^ely» 

^fiqiM^  I  liave  known  yon,  I  fe^  as  if  li^  Were  a  more 

fidlid^BMi  tbitig  t^an  I  ev^  regarded  it  befot^.     It  seems  to 

me  as  if  a  new  and  more  ardnetm  duty  w^re  added  to  those 

for  whk^h  I  Wtts  prepared-^^  d'a:ty,  Helen,  to  become  worthy 

^f  yoo  I    WiJl  yoft  Btoile  ?    No — ^yon  will  not  amile,  if  I 

say  I  have  had  my  brief  taoteents  of  ambition.     Some- 

Ikfted  nn  a  boy,  with  Flutat^h  in  my  hand,  stretehed  idly 

under  the  old  «e6dfi^-lTees  alt  Langhton^^^^ometimes  as  a 

sailor,  when,  becalmed  on  the  Atlantic,  and  my  ears  freshly 

filled  with  tales  of  Collingwood  and  Nelson,  I  stole  from 

my  .comrades,  and  leant,  musingly,  over  the  boundless  sea. 

But  when  this  ample  heritage  passed  to  me — when  I  had 

DO  more  my  own  fortunes  to  make,  my  own  rank  to  build 

up, — such  dreams  became  less  and  less  frequent.    Is  it  not 

trae  that  wealth  makes  us  contented  to  be  obscure  7    Yes ; 
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I  QDderataDd,  while  I  speak,  whj  poTerty  itsdf  befriends, 
not  cripples,  Ardworth's  energies.  Bat  since  I  hare  known 
yon,  dearest  Helen,  those  dreams  return  more  Tiiidlj  than 
erer.  He  who  claims  yon,  should  be — ^mnst  be — some- 
thing nobler  than  the  crowd !  Helen  I'' — and  he  rose  by 
an  irresistible  and  restless  impulse — "  I  shall  not  be  con- 
tented till  yon  are  as  prond  of  yonr  choice  as  I  of  mine  I" 

It  seemed,  as  Percival  spoke  and  looked,  as  if  boyhood 
were  cast  from  him  forever.  The  onnsnal  weight  and 
gravity  of  his  words,  to  which  his^  tone  gave  even  elo- 
quence— the  steady  flash  of  his  dark  eyes — ^his  erects  elasde 
form — all  had  the  dignity  of  man.  Helen  gazed  on  him 
sUently,  and  with  a  heart  so  fnll  that  words  would  not 
come,  and  tears  oyerflowed  instead. 

That  sight  sobered  him  at  once — ^he  knelt  down  beside 
her,  threw  his  arms  around  her — it  was  his  first  embrace 
— and  kissed  the  tears  away. 

"  How  have  I  distressed  you  J — ^why  do  you  weep  f' 

''  Let  me  weep  on,  Percival,  dear  Pereival!  These  tears 
are  like  prayers — ^they  speak  to  Heaven — and  of  yon  I" 

A  step  came  noiselessly  over  the  grass,  and  between  the 
lovers  and  the  sunlight  stood  Gabriel  Yemey. 


CHAPTER    XII. 

8UDDIN  OSLEBBirr  AND  PATIBNT  HOFB. 

Perciyal  was  unasually  gloomy  and  abstracted  in  his 
way  to  town  that  day,  though  Yarney  was  his  companion, 
and  in  the  fall  play  qf  those  animal  spirits  which  he  owed 
to  his  nnrivaled  physical  organization  and  the  obtnseness 
of  his  conscience.  Seeing,  at  length,  that  his  gayety  did 
not  commonicate  itself  to  Percival,  be  paused  and  looked 
at  him  sospicioasly.  A  falling  leaf  startles  the  steed,  and 
a  shadow  the  guilty  man. 

"  Yon  are  sad,  Percival  V^  he  said,  inquiringly.  ''  What 
has  disturbed  you  ?" 

"  It  is  nothing — or,  at  least,  would  seem  nothing  to  yon," 
answered  Perciral,  with  an  effort  to  smile,  "for  I  have 
heard  you  laugh  at  the  doctrine  of  presentiments.  We 
sailors  are  more  superstitious." 

"  What  presentiment  can  you  possibly  entertain  7"  asked 
Yarney,  more  anxiously  than  Perci?al  could  have  antici- 
pated. 

'*  Presentiments  are  not  so  easily  defined,  Yarney.  But, 
in  truth,  poor  Helen  has  infected  me.  Have  you  not 
remarked,  that,  gay  as  she  habitually  is,  some  shadow 
comes  over  her  so  suddenly  that  one  cannot  trace  the 
cause  1" 
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"  Mj  dear  PerciTs]/'  said  Ysmej,  after  a  short  pause, 
'*  what  joa  say  does  not  sarprisc  me.  It  woald  be  false 
kindness  to  conceal  from  yon  that  I  have  heard  Madame 
Dalibard  say  that  her  mother  was,  when  aboat  her  age, 
threatened  with  consumptive  symptoms, —  bat  she  lived 
many  years  afterward.  Nay,  say,  rally  yourself;  Helen's 
appearance,  despite  the  extreme  parity  of  her  complexion, 
is  hot  that  of  one  threatened  by  the  terrible  taialady  of  oor 
eiimatl^  The  yoang  are  often  haunted  with  thie  id^a  of 
torly  death.  As  we  grow  older,  that  thought  is  less 
cherished;  in  yonth  it  is  a  sort  of  laznry.  To  thid 
monrnfol  idea  (which  yoa  see  you  have  remarked  as  Well 
kA  I)  we  mast  attribute  not  only  Helen's  occasional  meU 
anefaoly,  bat  a  geilerosity  <^  foriethought,  which  I  cannot 
deny  mjrself  the  pleasure  of  communicating  to  you,  though 
her  delicacy  would  be  shocked  at  my  indiscretion.  You 
know  how  helpless  her  aunt  is.  Well,  Helen,  who  U 
entitled,  when  of  age,  to  a  moderate  competence,  has  per- 
JBuaded  me  to  insure  her  Mfb,  and  accept  a  trust  to  hold 
the  moneys  (if  ever  unhappily  due)  foir  the  b^nbfit  of  my 
mother-in-law,  so  that  Madame  Dalibard  may  not  be  left 
destitute,  if  her  niiece  die  before  she  is  twehty-one.  How 
like  Helen!— is  it  not?'' 

Percival  was  too  overcome  to  answer. 

Varney  resumed — "  I  entreat  you  hot  to  mentibn  ttiis 
to  Helen — ^it  Would  ofifend  her  modesty  to  have  the  Secret 
of  h^  good  deeds  thus  betrayed  by  one  to  ifhoin  islotid 
tihe  <6onfided  them.  I  could  not  resist  her  entt^atles; 
though,  erUre  nous,  it  cripples  me  not  a  little  to  advahce 
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for  h^r  tb^  tteci^sdibfy  sutts  lor  the  prettitmid.  Apropos, 
this  brings  me  to  a  point  on  which  I  feel,  as  the  volgat 
!diott  goes,  "very  aM?kward,^-^a8  I  always  do  in  these 
confounded  money  matters.  But  you  were  good  efiodgh 
to  ask  ifiHB  to  |>aiDt  ybn  «t  t^otipl^  -of  picttirefi  for  Laagfiton. 
Now,  it  yon  ^duld  let  tnb  hn,sr\d  soEbe  pottion  of  tlie  »am, 
whatever  %  bte  (for  I  <*0ft'%  priee  toy  paffi'tings  to  you),  it 
would  Vfet'y  WtkJh  obli^  -mfe." 

PereiVal  Wrtied  'awiay  his  face  as  be  wnmg  Varney'a 
hand,  and  muttered,  with  a  choked  Toiee,  '*  Lei;  'm^  haye 
my  sh^re  in  Helena  dit^lne  foreth'eiight.  Q-otod  hearens  I 
she,  so  yotin^,  to  look  thtis  beyotad  thfe  grave,  always  for 
otherfe-^for  c^hfers  V* 

Gitlloud  'a^  the  wtetefa  was,  Pefr<;iva?s  amotion  atid  h!a 
proposal  struck  Yarney  With  %  sentimeiit  like  compune*> 
tion.  He  hei^  'designed  to  appropriate  the  lover's  gold, 
as  it  was  ikow  offei^ed ;  but  that  PefcivaH  bimself  should 
propose  it,  1[)Mnd  to  %he  grav«  to  ^ich  that  gold  p^ved 
the  way,  was  a  -horro*  tM)t  'cotfuted  i'a  t^iose  to  which  his 
fell  'cvpidity  and  his  goading  apprehensions  had  familiar*- 
ized  his  conseievce. 

"  No,'*  he  said,  With  one  of  those  Waywi^  scruples  to 
which  the  blackest  criminals  'are  sometimes  susceptible-^ 
'*  no.  I  have  promisecl  Helen  to  regard  t^is  as  a  loan  to 
her,  whiyjh  she  is  to  repay  me  when  of  age.  What  you 
may  advance  me  is  for  the  pictures.  I  have  a  right  to  do 
as  I  please  with  what  is  bought  by  my  own  labor.  And 
the  sdbjeots  of  the  pictures**- what  shall  they  beV^ 

**  For  one  pietore,  try  and  recall  Helen'&  aspect  ^a&d 
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attitode  when  joa  came  to  as  in  the  garden,  and  entitle 
yoar  sabject — *  The  Foreboding."' 

"Hem I"  said  Yarney,  hesitatingly.  ''And  the  other 
sabject  ?" 

"Wait  for  that,  till  the  joy-bells  at  Langhton  have 
welcomed  a  bride,  and  then — and  then,  Yamey,''  added 
«  Percival,  with  something  of  his  natural  joyons  smile,  "yon 
must  take  the  expression  as  yon  find  it.  Once  under  my 
care,  and,  please  Heaven,  the  one  picture  shall  laughingly 
upbraid  the  other  T' 

As  this  was  said,  the  cabriolet  stopped  at  PercivaPs 
door.  Yarney  dined  with  him  that  day ;  and  if  the  con- 
Tersation  flagged,  it  did  not  revert  to  the  sabject  which 
had  so  darkened  the  bright  spirits  of  the  host,  and  so 
tried  the  hypocrisy  of  the  guest  When  Yarney  left^ 
which  he  did  as  soon  as  the  dinner  was  concluded,  Perci- 
val  silently  put  a  check  into  his  hands,  to  a  greater  amount 
than  Yarney  had  anticipated  even  from  his  genergsity. 

"  This  is  for  four  pictares,  not  two,''  he  said,  shaking  his 
head ;  and  then,  with  his  characteristic  conceit,  he  added 
— "  Well,  some  years  hence,  the  world  shall  not  call  them 
overpaid.  Adieo,  my  Medici;  a  dozen  such  men,  and 
Art  would  revive  in  England." 

When  he  was  left  alone,  Percival  sate  down,  and,  lean- 
ing his  face  on  both  hands,  gave  way  to  the  gloom  which 
his  native  mauliness,  and  the  delicacy  that  belongs  to  trae 
affection,  had  made  him  straggle  not  to  indulge  in  the 
presence  of  another.  Never  had  he  so  loved  Helen  as  in 
that  hour  *  never  had  he  so  intimately  and  intensely  felt 
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ber  matchless  worth.  The  image  of  her  unselfish,  qniet^ 
melancholy  consideration  for  that  aastere,  uncaressing,  an- 
sjmpathizing  relation,  under  whose  shade  her  young  heart 
must  have  withered,  seemed  to  him  filled  with  a  celestial 
pathos.  And  he  almost  hated  Yarney  that  the  cynic 
painter  could  have  talked  of  it  with  that  business-like 
phlegm.  The  evening  deepened ;  the  tranquil  street  grew 
still ;  the  air  seemed  close ;  the  solitude  oppressed  him ; 
he  rose  abruptly,  seized  his  hat,  and  went  forth,  slowly, 
and  still  with  a  heavy  heart. 

As  he  entered  Piccadilly,  on  the  broad  step  of  that 
bouse  successively  inhabited  by  the  Duke  of  Queensbury 
and  Lord  Hertford, —  on  the  step  of  that  mansion,  up 
which  so  many  footsteps  light  with  wanton  pleasure  have 
gayly  trod,  Percival's  eye  fell  upon  a  wretched,  squalid, 
ragged  object,  doubled  up,  as  it  were,  in  that  last  de- 
spondency which  has  ceased  to  beg,  that  has  no  care  to 
steal,  that  has  no  wish  to  live.  Percival  halted,  and  touched 
the  outcast. 

"What  is  the  matter,  my  poor  fellow?  Take  care — 
the  policeman  will  not  suffer  you  to  rest  here.  Come, 
cheer  up,  I  say  I  There  is  something  to  find  you  a  better 
lodging  I" 

The  silver  fell  unheeded  on  the  stones.  The  thing  of 
rags  did  not  even  raise  its  head,  bat  a  low  broken  voice 
muttered : 

"  It  be  too  late  now — ^let  'em  take  me  to  prison-— let 
'em  send  me  'cross  the  sea  to  Buttany — let  'em  hang  me,  if 
they  please.     I  he's  good  for  nothin'  now — ^nothin'l'^ 
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Altered  as  the  Toice  wae,  it  strack  Percf  tbI  ba  Ikmiliur. 
He  looked  down  and  caoglit  a  view  of  the  drooping  &ce. 

"Up,  man,  npP  he  said,  cheerily;  "^e,  Providenee 
^ade  yon  an  old  friend  in  need,  to  teaeh  yon  nerer  to 
'despair,  again." 

The  hearty  accent,  more  than  the  words,  touched  and 
)biiofi8ed  the  poor  creatnre.  He  rose  mechanically,  and  a 
fliekiy  'gntefail  smile  passed  over  his  Wasted  fbatores  as  he 
HEKfognised  St.  John. 

"  Come !  how  is  this  f  I  have  always  midetstcod  that 
^  keep  h  crossing  was  a  ftonrisfaing  trade  nowadays." 

"  I  'as  n^  crossitt'.  I  'as  sold  her !"  groaned  Beck.  "  I 
f^e's  good  for  nothin'  bow,  but  to  cadge  abont  the  streets, 
%M  steal,  and  filch,  and  bang  like  the  relst  on  tra  1  Thank 
yon,  kindly,  sir"  (and  Beck  palled  his  forelock),  "bnt^ 
please  yoar  'onot,  I  vonld  ntther  make  !an  ind  on  it  I" 

''Pooh,  poohl  didnt  I  tell  yon  when  yon  wanted  a 
faend  to  come  to  me  ?  Why  did  yon  'donbt  me,  foolish 
fellow  f  Pick  up  those  shillings — ^get  a  bed  and  a  snpper. 
Ootoe  and  see  me  to-morrow  at  nine  o'clock ;  yon  know 
wh>ere — the  «ame  house  fn  Onrton  Street :  yon  shall  tdA 
tee  then  yoar  whole  story,  "and  it  shall  go  hard  bnt  I'H  htrf 
you  another  crossing,  or  get  you  something  jast  as  goeid^'' 

Poor  Beck  swayed  a  moment  or  two  'on  his  slendet  l^gs, 
like  4t  <dr«nken  man,  and  then  suddenly  faHhig  on  bis  knoefr, 
be  kissed  the  hem  of  bis  benefactor's  garment,  iEind  Mrlj 
4r»ept.  4'hose  tears  relieved  him — they  seemed  to  Vash 
the  drought  of  despair  from  his  heart. 

"Bash,  hnshl  or  we  shall  have  a  crowd  rotmd  ns 


YonH  not  forget,  my  pxyxyf  frreird.  No.  —  Ouffebn  Street 
— nine  to-tnorrow.  Make  haste,  tow,  and  get  food  and 
rest — yon  look,  indeed,  as  if  yon  wanted  tbeni.  Ah  I 
woald  to  Heaven  all  the  poverty  in  this  hnge  city  stooi 
here  in  thy  p^fsoh,  and  we  cotild  aid  it  as  easily  as  I  can 
thee!" 

Perclval  had  moted  b)a  las  he  said  tho^e  la^t  Woirds,  and, 
looking  back,  he  had  the  satfsfiaction  to  see  t'hat  Beck  wall 
slowly  crawling  alfter  biiii,  and  had  escaped  the  griin  qnes- 
tion  of  a  vety  portlj'  poHcetnan,  Who  had  no  donbt  ex- 
pressed a  natora)  indignation  ^t  the  audacity  of  so  ragged 
a  skeleton  not  keeping  itself  respectably  at  home  \n  liA 
church-yard. 

Entering  one  of  the  cinb^  in  St.  Jan^es^  Street,  Per- 
ciVal  foand  a  Bmall  "knot  of  politicians  in  eager  (conversation 
respecting  a  new  book  which  had  been  published  but  &  day 
or  two  before,  but  which  had  already  seized  the  public  at- 
tention with  that  strong  grasp  Which  constftntes  klways  all 
era  in  an  author^  life;  fifometi'mes  an  epoch  in  a  Nation's 
literature.  The  newspapers  were  full  of  extracts  Arom  the 
work — the  gossips  of  conjecture  as  to  the  authorshtp.  Wo 
need  sdarcely  i^ay  that  a  book  Whfdh  makes  this  kind  of 
sensation  taust  hit  some  popular  feefing  of  thie  hour,  Bupply 
some  popular  want.  Ninety-nine  times  out  of  a  hundred, 
therefore,  its  charatftet  !s  political :  it  was  so  in  the  present 
instance.  It  may  be  reorembered  that  that  year  p£kHiament 
sate  during  great  part  of  the  month  of  October,  that  it  was 
the  yefff  in  which  the  Reform  Bill  was  rejected  by  the 
B[ous<»  of  Lords,  and  that  public  feeling  in  our  time  had 
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never  been  so  keenly  excited.  This  work  appeared  daring 
the  short  interval  between  the  rejection  of  the  bill  and  the 
prorogation  of  parliament'*'  And  what  made  it  more  re- 
markable was,  that  while  stamped  with  the  passion  of  the 
time,  there  was  a  weight  of  calm  and  stern  reasoning  em- 
bodied in  its  vigorous  periods  which  gave  to  the  argu- 
ments of  the  advocate  something  of  the  impartiality  of  the 
judge.  TJnasnally  abstracted  and  unsocial,  for,  despite 
his  youth  and  that  peculiar  bashfulness  before  noticed,  he 
was  generally  alive  enough  to  all  that  passed  around  him, 
Percival  paid  little  attention  to  the  comments  that  cir- 
culated round  the  easy  chairs  in  his  vicinity,  till  a  subordi- 
nate in  the  administration,  with  whom  he  was  slightly 
acquainted,  pushed  a  small  volume  toward  him,  and  said : 

**  You  have  seen  this,  of  course,  St.  John  ?    Ten  to  ooe 

you  do  not  guess  the  author.     It  is  certainly  not  B m, 

though  the  Lord  Chancellor  has  energy  enough  for  any- 
thing.    R say ^  it  has  a  touch  of  S — > — r." 

''  Could  M*^^y  na]fe  written  it  f "  asked  a  young  mem- 
ber of  parliament,  timidly. 

*'  M: y  I — very  like  his  matchless  style,  to  be  sure  I 

You  can  have  read  very  little  of  M ^y,  I  should  think," 

said  the  subordinate,  with  the  true  sneer  of  an  official  and 
a  critic. 

The  young  member  could  have  slunk  into  a  nutshell. 

Percival,  with  very  languid  iiderest,  glanced  over  the 


*  Parliament  was  prorogued  October  20ih ;  the  bill  r^ecied  hy 
the  Lords,  October  8th. 
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yokme.  Bat  despite  his  mood,  and  his  moderate  affec- 
tion for  political  writings,  the  passage  he  opened  apon 
strack  and  seised  him  unawares.  Though  the  sneer  of 
the  ofiScial  was  jnst,  and  the  style  was  not  comparable  to 
M— — — j's  (whose  is  ?),  still  the  steady  rash  of  strong  words, 
strong  with  strong  thoughts — ^heaped  massively  together 
-—showed  the  ease  of  genius  and  the  gravity  of  thought : 
— rthe  absence  of  all  effeminate  glitter — the  iron  grapple 
with  the  pith  and  substance  of  the  argument  opposed, 
seemed  familiar  to  Perciyal.  He  thought  he  heard  the 
deep  bass  of  John  A rd worth's  earnest  Yoice,  when  some 
truth  roused  his  advocacy  or  some  falsehood  proToked  his 
wrath.  He  put  down  the  book  bewildered.  Gould  it  be 
the  obscure  briefless  lawyer  in  Gray's  Inn  (that  very  morn- 
ing the  object  of  his  young  pity)  who^  was  thus  lifted  into 
fame  ?  He  smiled  at  his  own  credulity.  But  he  listened 
with  more  attention  to  the  enthusiastic  praises  that  circled 
round,  and  the  various  guesses  which  accompanied  them. 
Soon,  however,  his  former  gloom  returned — the  Babel 
began  to  chafe  and  weary  him.  He  rose  and  went  forth 
again  into  the  air.'  He  strolled  oq  without  purpose,  but 
mechanically,  into  the  street  where  he  had  first  seen  Helen. 
He  paused  a  few  moments  under  the  colonnade  which  faced 
Beck's  old  deserted  crossing.  His  pause  attracted  the 
notice  of  one  of  the  unhappy-  beings  whom  we  suffer  to 
pollute  our  streets  and  rot  in  our  hospitals.  Bhe  ap- 
proached and  spoke  to  him — to  him,  whose  heart  was  so 
full  of  Helen  I  He  shuddered  and  strode  on.  At  length, 
he  paused  before  the  twin. towers  of  Westminster  Abbey^ 
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on  trhiob  the  mooa  rested  ib  solemn  splendor^  tod  ia  thai 
spaee  one  man  only  shared  his  soMtodew  A  figcnre  widi 
folded  arms  leant  against  the  iron  rails,  near  the  statue  of 
Oantiiog,  and  tits  gaee  eomprehended  in  oae  Tiew  the 
walls  of  the  parliament^  m  whidi  all  passions  wage  their 
war,  and  the  gloriotos  abbey,  which  ^It^s  a  Walhaila  to 
the  .great  The  otter  stillness  of  the  figiipe>  do  in  vnieen 
with  the  stillness  of  the  scene,  bad  opob  Pereival  more 
effect  than  would  have  been  prodaeed  by  the  most  clamoi^ 
■ooB  crowd.  Se  loobed  A)und  cnrioasly,  as  he  passed,  and 
tittered  an  exolamaiioB)  as  he  recognized  John  Ardwortlu 

"Yon,  Pereiyal  1"  said  Ardworth«>^''a  strange  sneeting^ 
place  at  tbis  hosr  I    Wbat  can  bring  yon  hither?"    . 

"Only  whim,  I  fear-««and  yon?"  as  PerclTal  llnfced  hit 
«rm  Into  Ardworth'^ 

"  Twenty  .years  hence  I  wtirl  tell  yon  what  bringht  m^ 
bither  1"  answered  Ardw<Mrth,  moving  slowly  back  townri. 
WhitehalL 

''If  we  are  Hive  then  i" 

« We  iiTS  till  <mt  destinies  below  are  falfiikd*;  till  oo^ 
loses  have  passed  from  ns  in  this  sphere,  and  sise  te  benefit 
another.  For  the  soul  in  aft  a  son,  bat  with,  this  zioble  diai- 
tioction,  the  sva  is  confined  in  jfts  oareer^'-^ay  after  dfiy,  it 
visits  the  same  lands,  gilds  the  same  pfatnets,  orrathiic^  as 
the  astfonemers  bold,  stands  the  nu)ttonles8  center  of  movi- 
-ing  wotlds.  Bat  the  seal,  when  tt  sinks  i«to  seeming  dark- 
ness and  the  deep,  rises  to  new  destinies,  Iresh  regions 
na visited  before.  W-hat  we  call  Eternity,  may  be  bat  an 
endless  senes  of  those  transitions  which  men  caU  ^de^ha, 
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abtodottmentd  of  home  htt^t  hoofk^,  evet  tb  faiHe^  dbeiieil 
and  loftiet  heights.  Age  after  age,  the  spMt,  that  glori- 
oad  Nom&d,  may  shift  its  tent,  fated  Aot  to  rest  in  the  dull 
lEllysiBm  of  the  Heathen,  bat  carrying  with  it  e?ermofe  its 
elements,-^ Activity  land  l)esire.  Why  shonM  the  soul 
ever  repose?  God,  its  Primcipai,  reposes  iieveh  While 
we  speak,  new  worlds  are  sparkling  forth — sons  are  throw- 
ing off  their  nebnlse — nebnlw  are  hardetiing  into  worlds. 
The  Alfaiighty  proves  his  elistetice  by  creating.  Think 
you  that  Plato  is  at  rest^  and  Shakspeare  only  basking  on 
a  sttti-blondf  Labor  is  the  Very  essence  of  spirit  ias  of 
divihlty :  labor  is  the  pnrgatory  of  the  erring ;  it  may  be«- 
tottke  the  hell  of  the  wicked,  but  labor  fs  not  less  ih^ 
heaVen  of  the  good  !" 

Ardworth  spoke  With  nnnsnal  earnestness  afad  passion ; 
ICind  hib  idiea  of  the  future  Was  emblematic  of  his  own 
'a;ct!ve  nature:  for  each  of  ns  is  wisely  left  to  shape  x)Qt, 
amid  the  impenetrable  mists,  his  own  ideal  of  the  Here- 
tifter.  The  Warrior  child  of  the  biting  North  placed  his 
Hiela  amid  snows,  and  his  &immel  in  the  banqaets  of  vie* 
"totious  war;  the  soft  lof  the  East,  parched  by  relentless 
sutaamer — his  hell  &mid  fire,  and  his  elysinm  by  cooling 
streams';  the  weary  peasant  Mghs  throngh  life  for  rest,  and 
^est  awaits  his  vision  beyona  the  grave ;  the  Workman  of 
genitis — ever  ardent,  ever  young — honors  toil  las  the  glori- 
ous development  of  bciug — and  springs  refreshed  over  this 
abyss  of  the  grave — ^to  follow,  ftom  bIat  to  star,  the  prog- 
ress that  seems  to  him  at  once  the  supreme  felicity  and  tfaB 

uetfe^ary  law.   So  be  it  with  the  fantasy  t)f  each  I  Wisdom 

11* 
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that  is  infallible,  and  love  that  never  sleeps,  watch  OTer  the 
darkness — and  bid  darkness  be,  that  we  may  dream  I 

"Alas  1"  said  the  yoang  listener,  '*  what  reproof  do  joa 
not  eonyey  to  those,  like  me,  who,  devoid  of  the  power 
which  gives  results  to  every  toil,  have  little  left  to  them  in 
life  bat  to  idle  life  away.  All  have  not  the  gift  to  write, 
or  harangne,  or  speculate,  or " 

''Friend,"  interrapted  Ard worth,  bluntly,  "do  not  belie 
yourself.    There  lives  not  a  man  on  earth — out  of  a  lunatic 
asylum — who  has  not  in  him  the  power  .to  do  good.  What 
can  writers,  haranguers,  or  speculators  do  more  than  that  t 
Have  you  ever  entered  a  cottage — ever  traveled  in  a  coach 
— ever  talked  with  a  peasant  in  the  field,  or  loitered  with 
a  mechanic  at  the  loom,  and  not  found  that  each  of  those 
men  had  a  talent  you  had  not,  knew  some  things  you  knew 
not  ?    The  most  useless  creature  that  ever  yawned  at  a 
club,  or  counted  the  vermin  on  his  rags  under  the  suns  of 
Calabria,  has  no  excuse  for  want  of  intellect.     What  men 
want  is,  not  talent,  it  is  purpose ; — in  other  words,  not  the 
power  to  achieve,  but  the  will  to  labor.    You,  Percival  St 
John — you  afifect  to  despond,  lest  you  should  not  have  jour 
Qses — ^you  with  that  fresh  warm  heart — ^you  with  that  pore 
enthusiasm  for  what  is  fresh  and  good — ^you,  who  can  even 
admire  a  thing  like  Yarney,  because  through  the  tawdry 
man  you  recognize  art  and  skill,  even  though  wasted  in 
spoiling  canvas — ^jou,  who  have  only  to  live  as  you  feel  in 
order  to  diffuse  blessings  all  around  you, — fie,  foolish  boy  I 
.--you  will  own  your  error  when  I  tell  you  why  I  come 
from  my  rooms  at  Oray's  Inn  to  see  the  walls  in  which 


LUORETIA.  12t 

Hampden,  a  plain  country  sqnire  like  70a,  ihook  with 
plain  words  the  tyranny  of  eight  hundred  years." 

''Ardworthy  I  will  not  wait  your  time  to  tell  me  what 
took  you  yonder.  I  have  penetrated  a  secret  that  yon, 
not  kindly,  kept  from  me.  This  morning  you  rose  and 
found  yourself  famous;  this  eyening  you  have  come  to 
gase  upon  the  scene  of  the  career  to  which  that  fame  will 
more  rapidly  conduct  yon        " 

"And  upon  the  tomb  which  the  proudest  ambition  I  can 
form  on  earth  must  content  itself  to  win  I  A  poor  conclu- 
sion, if  all  ended  here  I" 

"I  am  right,  however,"  said  Percival,  with  boyish 
pleasure.  ''It  is  you  whose  praises  have  just  filled  my 
ears.  You,  dear  —  dear  ArdworthI  How  rejoiced  I 
am  I" 

Ardworth  pressed  heartily  the  hand  extended  to  him : 
"I  should  have  trusted  you  with  my  secret  to-morrow, 
Percival;  as  it  is,  keep  it  for  the  present.  A  craving  of 
my  nature  has  been  satisfied,  a  grief  has  found  distniglion; 
&")  for  the  rest,  any  child  who  throws  a  stone  into  the  water 
with  all  his  force  can  make  a  splash;  but  he  would  be  a 
fool  indeed  if  he  supposed  that  the  splash  was  a  sign  that 
he  had.  turned  a  stream." 

Here  Ardworth  ceased  abruptly  —  and  Percival,  en- 
grossed by  a  bright  idea,  which  had  suddenly  occurred  to 
him,  exclaimed : 

''Ardworth — ^your  desire,  your  ambition  is  to  enter  par- 
liament;  there  must  be  a  dissolution  shortly — ^the  success 
of  your  book  will  render  yon  acceptable  to  many  a  popular 
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ebnlltitaefif6y.  All  you  «Mi  wattt  te  «  BtAli  fiA'  tli«  qm^ 
sarj  expeDse».  Borrow  tkat  Bum  frOM  ttf&^-repaj  ttit  wbea 
joa  bfe  in  the  cabiAet,  of  itUorBsy-geaeril.     It  shiftU  be 

A  look  80  brlgH  ^^t  ^t«d  by  tbftt  dall  kimpllgU  tb# 
g!o^  of  the  cbe^k,  tbe  ^rHHa^cy  of  tbe  ^ye  wet«  visible 
-^fltisb^  oter  Attl#orih^  ftMde.  He  felt  at  that  nomtet 
what  ambitioas  man  mast  feel  wheta  tbe  object  be  hat  Been 
dimly  atod  afar  te  t^lbced  within  bifi  grasp ;  b«t  bis  reMfon 
wad  proof  even  agaiMt  that  stfong  temptation. 

He  passed  his  arm  roand  the  boy^i  alend^r  waik  and 
drew  him  to  bk  heart,  wHb  gratefal  affection,  as  hb  re- 
plied : 

''And  what,  if  now  in  parliament)  giving  np  m^  career 
— with  no  regular  means  of  subsistence — what  could  I  be» 
but  ^  venal  adventut^er?  Place  would  become  bo  vitally 
necessary  to  flie  that  I  should  feed  font  a  dwigOMHis  wif 
bet#eeh  my  eonscieneld  and  my  wants.  In  ehaaing  ftam^^ 
tbe^illilldow,  I  sbotald  lose  the  «ubBtanco,  Iwdependence,*^ 
virhy,  that  very  thought  woald  paralyse  my  tongwe.  No» 
i^.i^  liny  generous  friend.  As  labor  16  tbe  aroli  elevator 
of  mt^  «o  patience  is  tbe  eateivce  of  laboa  ^irat  let  me 
build  the  foundation,  I  may  then  cateolato  the  height  ef  my 
tower.  FirM  let  me  be  independent  of  the  gre^t^I  will 
then  be'  tfae  champion  of  the  lowly.  Hokl  I-- >teinpt  me  bo 
more — do  not  lure  me  to  the  loss  of  self^^esteem  1  And 
m)w,  Peteival,"  resumed  Ardworth,  in  the  tone  of  one  who 
wiidhes  to  plnoge  into  some  otterly  new  current  of  thought 

<*kt  ufl  forget  I6r  awhile  these  «olemn  aspiradonay  aid 


b^  frolicsome  aii4  huins^Q.  *  Nem9  w^orialivm  omnilbuB 
hqris  sapit^  *Nequ^  semper  arQ¥m.  tendU  ApqUQ.,^  Wbi^ 
Plft7  jpa  to  a  cigar  ?" 

Percival  stared*  Be  wa&  pot  yet  familiarized  \q  tkie 
ecceotrie  whims  of  bis  friend  1 

''Hot  negas  and  a  cigar  I"  repec^t^^  Ar4wort))^  vMIq  |^ 
Bmile,  fall  of  drollery,  played  ronod  the  comers  of  his  lips, 
and  twinkled  in  his  deep-set  eyes. 

"Are  yon  serioas  ?" 

"Not  serioas  —  I  haye  been  serioas  enoagh,"  and 
Ardworth  sighed,  "for  the  last  three  weeks.  Who  goes 
Ho  Corinth  to  be  sage,'  or  to  the  Cider  Cellar  to  be 
serious  ?" 

"I  sabscribe,  then,  to  the  negas  and  cigar,"  said  Per- 
cival,  smiling ;  and  he  had  no  caase  to  repent  his  compli- 
ance, as  he  accompanied  Ard  worth  to  one  of  the  resorts 
favored  by  that  strange  person  in  his  rare  hoars  of  relax- 
ation. 

For,  seated  at  his  favorite  table,  which  happened, 
Inckily,  to  be  vacant,  with  his  head  thrown  carelessly 
back,  and  his  negus  steaming  before  him,  John  Ardworth 
continued  to  pour  forth,  till  the  clock  struck  three,  jest 
upon  jest — pun  upon  pun — broad  drollery  upon  broad 
drollery,  without  flagging,  without  intermission — so  va- 
ried, so  copious,  so  ready,  so  irresistible,  that  Percival  was 
transported  out  of  all  his  melancholy,  in  enjoying,  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life,  the  exuberant  gaycty  of  a  grave  mind 
once  set  free — all  its  intellect  sparkling  into  wit — all  its 

passion  rushing  into  humor.     And  this  was  the  man  he 
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ibad  pitied  I — supposed  to  have  no  sannj  side  to  his  life ! 
How  mnch  greater  had  been  his  compassion  and  his  won- 
der, if  he  could  have  known  all  that  had  passed,  within 
the  last  few  weeks,  through  that  gloomy  yet  silent  breast, 
which,  by  the  very  breadth  of  its  mirth,  showed  what  must 
be  the  depth  of  its  sadness  I 


CHAPTER    XIII. 


THS  LOSS  or  THS  CBOSSINQ. 


Despite  the  lateness  of  the  hour  before  he  got  to  rest, 
Percival  had  already  breakfasted,  when  his  valet  informed 
him,  with  raised  supercilious  eyebrows,  that  ''an  uncom- 

• 

mon  ragged  sort  of  a  person  insisted  that  he  had  been  told 
to  call."  Thoagh  Beck  had  been  at  the  house  before,  and 
the  valet  had  admitted  him — so  much  thinner,  so  much 
more  ragged  was  he  now,  that  the  trim  servant — no  close 
observer  of  such  folks — did  not  recognize  him.  However, 
at  Percival's  order,  too  well  bred  to  show  surprise,  he 
ushered  Beck  up  with  much  civility;  and  St.  John  was 
painfully  struck  with  the  ravages  a  few  weeks  had  made 
upon  the  sweeper's  countenance.  The  lines  were  so  deeply 
plowed — the  dry  hair  looked  so  thin,  and  was  so  sown 
with  gray,  that  Beck  might  have  beat  all  Farren's  skill  in 
the  part  of  an  old  man. 

The  poor  sweeper's  tale,  extricated  from  its  peculiar 
phraseology,  was  simple  enough,  and  soon  told :  he  had 
returned  home  at  night  to  find  his  hoards  stolen,  and^the 
labor  of  his  life  overthrown.  How  he  passed  that  night 
he  did  not  very  well  remember.  We  may  well  suppose 
that  the  little  reason  he  possessed  was  well-nigh  bereft 
from  him.     So  suspicion  of  the  exact  thief  crossed  his 

(181) 
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pertnrbed  mind.  Bad  as  Grabman's  character  might  be, 
he  held  a  respectable  position  compared  with  the  other 
lodgers  in  the  honse.  Bill,  the  cracksman,  natnraiij,  and 
by  Tocation,  suggested  the  hand  that  had  despoiled  him ; 
how  hope  for  redrese,  or  e^tofrt  ^rrender,  from  sach  a 
quarter?  Mechanically,  howcTer,  when  the  hoar  arrived 
to  retnm  to  his  day's  tasfa,  he  stole  d^wn  the  stairs,  and 
lo,  at  the  Tery  door  of  the  honse,  Bill's  children  were  at 
play,  and  in  the  hand  of  the  eldest  he  recognized  what  he 
called  his  "cwril." 

"  Your  cnrril?"  interrupted  St  John. 

"Yes,  curril — vot  the  little  nns  bite,  afore  they  gets 
their  teethin'." 

St.  John  smiled,  and  supposing  that  Beck  had  some 
time  or  other  been  puerile  enough  to  purchase  such  a 
bauble,  nodded  to  him  to  continue; — ^to  seize  upon  the 
urchin,  and,  in  spite  of  kicks,  bites,  shrieks,  or  scratches, 
repossess  himself  of  bis  treasure,  was  the  feat  of  a  moment. 
The  brat's  clamor  drew  out  the  father — and  to  him  Beck 
(pocketing  the  coral,  that  its  golden  bells  might  not  at 
tract  the  more  experienced  eye,  aud  influence  the  more 
formidable  greediness,  of  the  paternal  thief)  loudly,  and 
at  first  fearlessly,  appealed.  Him  he  charged,  and  accused, 
and  threatened  with  all  vengeance,  human  and  Divine. 
Then  changing  his  tone,  he  implored — he  wept — he  knelt. 
As  soon  as  the  startled  cracksman  recovered  his  astonish- 
ment at  such  audacity,  and  comprehended  the  nature  of 
the  charge  against  himself  and  his  family,  he  felt  the  more 
indignant  from  a  strange  and  unfamiliar  consciousness  of 
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innocence.  Seizing  Beck  by  the  nape  of  the  neck,  with  a 
dextrous  application  of  hand  and  foot  he  sent  him  spin- 
ning into  the  kennel. 

**  Oo  to  Jericho,  mnd-scraper  I"  cried  Bill,  in  a  voice  of 
thnnder — "  and  if  ever  thou  sayst  siu^  a  vopper  agin— *- 
Isparaging  the  characters  of  them  'ere  motherless  babes— 
I'll  seal  thee  up  in  a  'tato  sack,  and  sell  thee  for  fiv'penee 
to  No.  t,  the  great  body-snatcher.  Take  care  how  I  ever 
sets  eyes  agin  on  thy  hugly  mug  1" 

With  that  Bill  clapped  to  the  door,  and  Beck,  frightened 
out  of  his  wits,  crawled  from  the  kennel,  and,  bruised  sncl 
smarting,  crept  to  his  crossing.  But  he'Vas  unable  to 
discharge  his  duties  that  day ;  his  ill-fed,  miserable  frame 
was  too  weak  for  the  stroke  he  had  received.  Long  before 
dusk  he  sneaked  away,  and,  dreading  to  return  to  his  lodg-^ 
ing,  lest,  since  nothing  now  was  left  worth  robbing  but 
his  carcass,  Bill  might  keep  his  word,  and  sell  t?i€tt  to  the 
body-snatcher,  he  took  refuge  under  the  only  roof  where 
he  felt  he  could  sleep  in  safety. 

And  here  we  must  pause  to  explain.  In  our  first  intro- 
duction of  Beck,  we  contented  ourselves  with  implying  to 
the  Ingenious  and  practiced  reader,  that  his  heart  might 
still  be  large  enough  to  hold  something  besides  his  cross- 
ing. Now,  in  one  of  the  small  alleys  that  have  their  vent 
in  the  great  stream  of  Fleet  Street,  there  dwelt  an  old 
widow  woman,  who  eked  out  her  existence  by  charing*-^ 
an  industrious,  drudging  creature,  whose  sole  occupation 
since  her  husband,  the  journeyman  bricklayer,  fell  from  a 
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scaffold,  and,  breaking  bis  neck,  left  ber  bappily  cbildless, 
as  well  as  penniless — had  been  scrubbing  stone-floors,  and 
cleaning  oat  dingy  houses  when  about  to  be  let, — charing, 
in  a  word.  And  in  this  vocation  had  she  kept  body  and 
soul  together,  till  a  bad  rheumatism  and  old  age  had  pat 
an  end  to  her  utilities,  and  entitled  her  to  the  receipt  of 
two  shillings  weekly  from  parochial  munificence.  Between 
this  old  woman  and  Beck  there  was  a  mysterious  tie — so 
mysterious  that  he  did  not  well  comprehend  it  himself. 
Sometimes  he  called  her  "mammy" — sometimes  ''the 
hold  crittur."  But  certain  it  is,  that  to  her  he  was  in- 
debted for  that  name  which  he  bore,  to  the  puzzlement  of 
St.  Giles's. 

Becky  Carruthers  was  the  name  of  the  old  woman  ;  bnt 
Becky  was  one  of  those  good  dreatures  who  are  always 
called  by  their  Christian  names,  and  never  rise  into  the 
importance  of  the  surname  and  the  dignity  of  ''Mistress;" 
—lopping  off  the  last  syllable  of  the  familiar  appellation, 
the  outcast  christened  himself  "Beck." 

"And,"  said  St.  John,  who  in  the  course  of  question 
and  answer  had  got  thus  far  into  the  marrow  of  the 
sweeper's  narrative,  "is  not  this  good  woman  really  your 
mother?" 

"Mother I**  echoed  Beck,  with  disdain;  "no,  I  'as  a 
gritter  mother  nor  she.  Sint  Poll's  is  my  mother.  But 
the  hold  crittur  tuk  care  on  me." 

"  I  really  don't  understand  you.  Saint  Paul's  is  your 
mother  ?— How  ?" 

Beck  shook  his  head  mysteriously,  and,  without  answer- 
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ing  the  question,  resumed  the  tale,  which  we  must  thus 
paraphrastically  continue  to  deliver. 

When  he  was  a  little  more  than  six  years  old,  Beck 
began  to  earn  his  own  livelihood,  bj  running  errands, 
holding  horses,  scraping  together  pence  and  half-pence. 
Betimes,  his  passion  for  saving  began;  at  first  with  a 
good  and  unselfish  motive,  that  of  surprising  **  mammy  '^ 
at  the  week's  end.  But  when  **  mammy,"  who  then  gained 
enough  for  herself,  patted  his  head  and  called  him  good 
boy,  and  bade  him  save  for  his  own  uses,  and  told  him 
what  a  great  thing  it  would  be  if  he  could  lay  by  a  pretty 
penny  against  he  was  a  man,  he  turned  miser  on  his  own 
account ;  and  the  miserable  luxury  grew  upon  him.  At 
last,  by  the  permission  of  the  police  inspector,  strengthened 
by  that  of  the  owner  of  the  contiguous  house,  he  made  his 
great  step  in  life,  and  succeeded  a  deceased  negro  in  the 
dignity  and  emoluments  of  the  memorable  crossing.  From 
that  hour  he  felt  himself  fulfilling  his  proper  destiny ;  but 
poor  Becky,  alas,  had  already  fallen  into  the  sere  and 
yellow  leaf  1  with  her  decline,  her  good  qualities  were  im- 
paired. She  took  to  drinking — not  to  positive  intoxica- 
tion, but  to  making  herself  "  comfortable ;" —  and,  to  satisfy 
her  craving,  Beck,  waking  betimes  one  morning,  saw  her 
emptying  his  pockets.  Then  he  resolved,  quietly  and  with- 
out upbraiding  her,  to  remove  to  a  safer  lodging.  To  save 
had  become  the  imperative  necessity  of  his  existence.  But 
to«>do  him  justice.  Beck  had  a  glimmering  sense  of  what 
was  due  to  the  "hold  crittur."  Every  Saturday  evening, 
he  called  at  her  house  and  deposited  with  her  a  certain 
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gam,  not  large  even  in  proportion  to  hU  earnings  but 
which  seemed  to  the  poor  ignorant  miser,  who  grndged 
•Yerj  farthing  to  himself,  an  enormous  deduction  from  his 
total,  and  a  sum  sufficient  for  every  possible  want  of  hu- 
mankind even  to  satiety.  And  now,  in  returning,  de- 
spoiled of  all,  save  the  few  pence  he  had  collected  that 
day,  it  is  but  fair  to  him  to  add  that  not  his  least  bitter 
pang  was  in  the  remembrance  that  this  was  the  only 
Saturday  on  which,  for  the  first  time,  the  weekly  stipend 
would  fail. 

But  so  ill  and  so  wretched  did  he  look  when  he  reached 
ber  little  room,  that  "  mammy  "  forgot  all  thought  of  her- 
self; and  when  he  had  told  his  tale,  so  kind  was  her  comfort* 
ing,  so  unselfish  her  sympathy,  that  his  heart  smote  him  for 
his  old  parsimony,  for  his  hard  resentment  at  her  single 
act  of  peculation ; — ^had  not  she  the  right  to  all  he  made  f 
But  remorse  and  grief  alike  soon  vanished  in  the  fever 
that  now  seized  him ;  for  several  days  be  was  insensible : 
and  when  be  recovered  sufficiently  to  be  aware  of  what 
was  around  him,  he  saw  the  widow  seated  beside  htm. 
within  four  bare  walls, — everything,  escept  the  bed  he 
slept  on,  had  been  sold  to  support  him  in  his  illness.  As 
soon  as  he  could  totter  forth,  Beck  hastened  to  his  cross* 
ing — alas,  it  was  preoccupied  I  His  absence  had  led  to 
ambitious  usurpation.  A  one-legged,  sturdy  sailor  had 
mounted  his  throne  and  wielded  his  scepter.  The  de- 
conun  of  the  street  forbade  altercation  to  the;  contending 
parties ;  but  the  sailor  referred  discussion  to  a  meeting  at 
a  flash  house  in  the  Rookery  that  evening.     There,  injury 
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was  appointed,  and  the  case  opened.  By  the  conyentional 
Iaw«  that  regulate  this  nsefnl  commnnity,  Beck  was  still  I'b 
his  rights ;  his  reappearance  sufficed  to  restore  his  claims, 
and  an  appeal  to  the  policeman  would  no  doubt  re-establish 
his  authority.  But  Beck  was  still  so  ill  and  so  feeble  that 
he  had  a  melancholy  persuasion  that  he  could  not  suitably 
perform  the  duties  of  his  office ;  and  when  the  sailor,  not  a 
bad  fellow  on  the  whole,  offered  to  pay  down  on  the  nail 
what  really  seemed  a  very  liberal  sum  for  Beck's  peaceful, 
surrender  of  his  rights,  the  poor  wretch  thought  of  the 
bare  walls  at  his  "mammy's,"  of  the  long,  dreary  interyal 
that  must  elapse,  eten  if  able  to  work,  before  the  furniture 
pawned  could  be  redeemed  by  the  daily  profits  of  his  post, 
and,  wit^  a  groan,  he  held  out  his  hand  and  concluded  the 
bargain. 

Creeping  home  to  the  "hold  crittur,"  he  threw  the  pur- 
chase-money into  her  lap;  then,  broken-hearted,  and  in 
despair,  he  slunk  forth  again  in  a  sort  of  vague,  dreamy 
hope  that  the  law,  which  abhors  vagabonds,  would  seize 
and  finish  him. 

When  this  tale  was  done,  Percival  did  not  neglect  the 

gentle  task  of  admonition,  which  the  poor  sweeper's  soft* 

ened  heart  and  dull  remorse  made  the  easier.     He  pointed 

out,  in  soft  tones,  how  the  avarice  he  had  indulged  had 

been,  perhaps,  mercifully  chastised;  and  drew  no  inelo* 

quent  picture  of  the  vicious  miseries  of  the  confirmed 

miser.     Beck  listened  humbly  and  respectfully,  though  so 

little  did  he  understand  of  mercy,  and  Providence,  and 

vice,  that  the  diviner  part  of  the  homily  was  quite  lost  on 
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him.  However,  he  confessed  penitentlj  that  **  the  mat- 
tress bad  made  him  vorse  nor  a  beast  to  the  hold  crittor;" 
and  that  ''he  was  cared  of  saving  to  the  end  of  his  days." 

''And  now,"  said  Percival,  "as  yon  really  seem  not 
strong  enough  to  bear  this  ont-of-door  work  (the  winter 
coming  on,  too),  what  say  you  to  entering  into  my  service  f 
I  want  some  help  in  my  stables.  The  work  is  easy  enough ; 
and  yon  are  ased  to  horses,  yon  know,  in  a  sort  of  a  way." 

Beck  hesitated,  and  looked  a  moment  undecided.  At 
last,  be  said,  "  Please  yonr  'onor,  if  I  beant  strong  enoogh 
for  the  crossing  I'se  afeard  I'm  too  hailing  to  sarve  yon. 
And  vonldn't  I  be  vorse  nor  a  wiper,  to  take  your  vages, 
and  not  vork  for  'em  has  I  bought  1" 

"  Pooh,  well  soon  make  yon  strong,  my  man.  Take  my 
advice — don't  let  your  bead  run  on  the  crossing.  That 
kind  of  industry  exposes  you  to  bad  company  and  bad 
thoughts." 

"  That's  vot  it  is,  sir,"  said  Beck,  assentingly,  laying  bis 
dexter  forefinger  on  his  sinister  palm. 

"  Well  I  you  are  in  my  service,  then.  Go  down  stairs 
now,  and  get  your  breakfast ; — ^by-and-by,  you  shall  show 
me  your  '  mammy's'  house,  and  we'll  see  what  can  be  done 
for  her." 

Beck  pressed  his  hands  to  his  eyes,  trying  hard  not  to 
cry ;  but  it  was  too  much  for  him ;  and  as  the  valet,. who 
appeared  to  Percival's  summons,  led  him  down  the  stairs, 
bis  sobs  were  heard  from  attic  to  basement 


CHAPTER    XIV. 


NEWS    FROM    GRABMAN. 


That  day,  opening  thns  anspiciooslj  to  Beck,  was 
memorable  also  to  other  and  more  prominent  persons  in 
this  history. 

Early  in  the  forenoon  a  parcel  was  brought  to  Madame 
Dalibard  which  contained  Ardworth's  already  famous 
book,  a  goodly  assortment  of  extracts  from  the  newspa- 
pers thereon,  and  the  following  letter  from  the  young 
hath  or : 

**  You  will  see,  by  the  accompanying  packet,  that  your 

counsels  have  had  weight  with  me.     I  have  turned  aside 

in  my  slow  legitimate  career.     I  have,  as  you  desired, 

made  'men  talk  of  me.'    What  solid  benefit  I  may  reap 

from  this,  I  know  not,     I  shall  not  openly  avow  the  book. 

Such  notoriety  cannot  help  me  at  the  bar.     But,  liberavi 

animam  meam — excuse  my  pedantry — I  have  let  my  soul 

free  for  a  moment — I  am  now  catching  it  back,  to  put  bit 

and  saddle  on  again.    I  will  not  tell  you  how  you  have 

disturbed  me — ^how  you  have  stung  me  into  this  premature 

rush  amid  the  crowd — ^how,  after  robbing  me  of  name  and 

father,  you  have  driven  me  to  this  experiment  with  my 

own  mind,  to  see  if  I  was  deceived,  when  I  groaned  to 

(189) 
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myselfy  'The  Pablic  shall  give  yoa  a  name,  and  Fame 
shall  be  yonr  mother.'  I  am  satisfied  with  the  ezperimeDt. 
I  know  better  now  what  is  in  me:  and  I  have  regained 
my  peace  of  mind.  If,  in  the  snecess  of  this  hasty  work, 
there  be  that  which  wiJ  gratify  the  iutei'est  yoa  so  kindlj. 
take  in  me,  deem  that  snecess  yonr  own :  I  owe  it  to  yoa 
—  to  yonr  revelations — to  yonr  admonitions.  I  wait 
patiently  yonr  own  time  for  farther  disclosures ;  till  then, 
the  wheel  must  work  on,  and  the  grist  be  ground.  Kind 
and  generous  friend,  till  now  I  would  not  wound  yon  by 
returning  the  sum  yoa  sent  me — nay,  more,  I  knew  I 
should  please  you  by  devoting  part  of  it  to  the  risk  of 
giving  this  essay  to  the  world,  and  so  making  its  good 
fortune  doubly  your  own  work.  Now,  when  the  publisher 
smiles,  and  the  shopmen  bow,  and  I  am  acknowledged  to 
have  a  bank  in  my  brains, — now,  yon  cannot  be  offended 
to  receive  it  back.  Adieu.  When  my  mind  is  in  train 
again,  and  I  feel  my  step  firm  on  the  old  dull  road,  I  will 
come  to  see  you.  Till  then,  yours — by  what  name  t  Ppen 
the  'Biographical  Dictionary'  at  hazard,  and  send  me  one, 
«*Gjiay'9  Inn." 

Not  at  the  noble  thoughts,  and  the  deep  sympathy  with. 
mankind,  that  glowed  through  that  work  over  which  Lo- 
cretia  now  tremulously  hurried,  did  she  feel  delight.  All 
that  she  recognized  or  desired  to  recognize,  were  those 
(evidences  of  that  kind  of  intellect  which  wins  its  way 
through  the  world,  and  which,  strong  and  unmistakable^ 
r^se  lip  in  every  page  of  tkat  vigorous  logic  aJdd  coiar 
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mandlng  style.  The  book  was  soon  dropped  thas  read: 
the  newspaper  extracts  pleased  even  more. 

**  This,"  she  said,  aadib]y,  in  the  freedom  of  her  solitude 
— ''  this  is  the  son  I  asked  for — a  son  in  whom  I  can  rise 
— ^in  whom  I  can  exchange  the  sense  of  crashing  infamy 
for  the  old  delicions  ecstasy  of  pride  1  For  this  son  can  I 
do  too  much?  No;  in  what  I  may  do  for  him,  methinks 
there  will  be  no  remorse !  And  he  calls  his  success  mine 
—mine  I"  Her  nostrils  dilated,  and  her  front  rose 
erect. 

In  the  midst  of  this  exaltation,  Yarney  fonnd  her,  and 
before  he  could  communicate  the  business  which  had 
brought  him,  he  had  to  listen,  which  he  did  with  the  secret 
gnawing  envy  that  every  other  man's  success  occasioned 
him,  to  her  haughty  self-felicitations. 

He  could  not  resist  saying,  with  a  sneer,  when  she 
paused,  as  if  to  ask  his  sympathy, — 

"All  this  is  very  fine,  belle  mdre;  and  yet  I  should 
hardly  have  thought  that  coarse-featured,  uncouth  limb  of 
the  law,  who  seldom  moves  without  upsetting  a  chair — 
never  laughs  but  the  panes  rattle  in  the  window — I  should 
hardly  have  thought  him  the  precise  person  to  gratify  your 
pride,  or  answer  the  family  ideal  of  a  gentleman  and  a  St. 
John." 

"Gabriel,"  said  Lucretia,  sternly,  "you  have  a  biting 
tongue,  and  it  is  folly  in  me  to  resent  those  privileges 
which  our  fearful  connection  gives  yon.  But — ^this  rail* 
lery " 

"  Come,  come,  I  was  wrong — ^forgive  it !"  interrupted 
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Yarnej,  who,  dreading  Dothing  else,  dreaded  mncli  the 
rebnke  of  his  grim  stepmother. 

"It  is  forgiven,"  said  Lneretia,  coldly,  and  with  a  slight 
wave  of  her  hand ;  then  she  added,  with  composare, — 

'*  Long  since — even  while  heiress  of  Langhton — I  parted 
with  mere  pride  in  the  hollow  seemiiigs  of  distinction. 
Had  I  not,  should  I  have  stooped  to  William  Mainwar- 
ing  ?  What  I  then  respected,  amid  all  the  degradations  I 
have  known,  I  respect  still ;  talent,  ambition,  intellect,  «nd 
will.  Do  yon  think  I  would  exchange  these  in  a  son  of 
mine,  for  the  mere  graces  which  a  dancing-master  can  sell 
him  t  Fear  not!  Let  ns  give  hot  wealth  to  that  intellect, 
and  the  world  will  see  no  clamsiness  in  the  movements  that 
march  to  its  high  places,  and  hear  no  discord  in  the  laogh 
that  trinrnphs  over  fools !  Bat  you  have  some  news  to 
communicate,  or  some  proposal  to  suggest." 

"I  have  both,"  said  Yarney.  "In  the  first  place,  I 
have  a  letter  from  Grabman  1" 

Lucretia's  eyes  sparkled,  and  she  snatched  eagerly  at 
the  letter  her  son-in-law  drew  forth. 

**  LiTBBPOOL,  October,  1831. 

"  Jabon, — I  think  I  am  on  the  road  to  success.  Having 
first  possessed  myself  of  the  fact,  commemorated  in  the 
parish  register,  of  the  birth  and  baptism  of  Alfred  Brad- 
dell's  son  (for  we  must  proceed  regularly  in  these  matters), 
I  next  set  my  wits  to  work  to  trace  that  son's  exodas  from 
the  paternal  mansion.  I  have  hunted  up  an  old  woman- 
■ervant,  Jane  Prior,  who  lived  with  the  Braddells.     She 
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now  IbnveB  as  a  laundress;  she  is  a  rank  puritan,  and 
starches  for  the  godly.  She  was  at  first  very  wary  and 
reserved  in  her  communications,  but  by  siding  with  her 
prejadices  and  humors,  and  by  the  intercession  of  the  Rev. 
3ir.  Graves  (of  her  own  persuasion),  I  have  got  her  to  open 
her  lips.  It  seems  that  these  Braddells  lived  very  unhap- 
pily— ^the  husband,  a  pious  dissenter,  had  married  a  lady 
who  turned  out  of  a  very  different  practice  and  belief. 
Jane  Prior  pitied  her  master,  and  detested  her  mistress. 
Some  circumstances  in  the  conduct  of  Mrs.  Braddell  made 
the  husband,  who  was  then  in  his  last  illness,  resolve,  from 
a  point  of  conscience,  to  save  his  child  from  what  he  deemed 
the  contamination  of  her  precepts  and  example.  Mrs. 
Braddell  was  absent  from  Liverpool,  on  a  visit,  which  was 
thought  very  unfeeling  by  the  husband's  friends;  during 
this  time  Braddell  was  visited  constantly  by  a  gentleman 
(Mr.  Ardworth)  who  differed  from  him  greatly  in  some 
things,  and  seemed  one  of  the  carnal;  but  with  whom 
agreement  in  politics  (for  they  were  both  great  politicians 
and  republicans)  seems  to  have  established  a  link.  One 
evening,  when  Mr.  Ardworth  was  in  the  house,  Jane  Prior, 
who  was  the  only  maid- servant  (for  they  kept  but  two, 
and  one  had  been  just  discharged),  had  been  sent  out  to 
the  apothecary's.  On  her  return,  Jane  Prior,  going  into 
the  nursery,  missed  the  infant;  she  thought  it  was  with 
her  master,  but  coming  into  his  room,  Mr.  Braddell  told 
her  to  shut  the  door,  informed  her  that  he  had  intrusted 
the  boy  to  Mr.  Ardworth,  to  be  broaght  up  in  a  righteous 
and  pious  manner,  and  implored  and  commanded  her  to 
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keep  this  a  secret  from  his  wife,  whom  he  was  resolredy 
iodeed,  if  he  lired,  not  to  receive  back  into  his  house. 
Braddell,  however,  did  not  survive  more  than  two  daya 
this  event.     On  his  death,  Mrs.  Braddeil  returned;    bat 
cirenmstances  connected  with  the  symptoms  of  his  maladj, 
and  a  strong  impression  which  hwinted  himself,  aniji  with 
which  he  had  infected  Jaae  Prior,  that  he  had  been  poi- 
soned, led  to  a  posthamons  examination  of  his  remains. 
No  trace  of  poison  was  however  discorered,  and  sospicions 
that  had  been  directed  against  his  wife  conld  not  be  aab- 
stantiated  by  law ;  still,  she  was  regarded  in  so  nnfavor- 
able  a  light  by  all  who  had  known  them  both,  she  met 
with  such  little  kindness  or  sympathy  in  her  widowhood, 
and  had  been  so  openly  denounced  by  Jane  Prior,  that  it 
is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  she  left  the  place  as  soon  ai 
possible.     The  house,  indeed,  was  taken  from  her,  for 
BraddelPs  aifairs  were  found  in  such  confusion,  and  his 
embarrassments  so  great,  that  everything  was  seized  and 
sold  off;  nothing  left  for  the  widow,  nor  for  the  child  (if 
the  last  were  ever  discovered). 

"As  may  be  supposed,  Mrs.  Braddell  was  at  first  very 
clamorous  for  the  lost  child,  but  Jane  Prior  kept  her 
promise,  and  withheld  all  clew  t»  it  And  Mrs.  Braddell 
was  forced  to  quit  the  place  in  ignorance  of  what  had  be« 
come  of  it;  since  then  no  one  had  heard  of  her,  but  Jane 
Prior  says  that  she  is  sure  'she  had  come  to  no  good.' 
•^  Now,  though  much  of  this  may  be,  no  doubt,  familiar  to 
*  you,  dear  Jason,  it  is  right,  when  I  put  the  evidence  bS" 
fore  you,  that  you  should  know  and  guard  against  whas 
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to  expect ;  and  in  any  trial  at  law  to  prove  the  identity 
of  Vincent  Braddell,  Jane  Prior  must  be  a  principal  wit- 
ness, and  will  certainly  not  spare  poor  Mrs.  Braddell.  For 
the  main  point,  however,  viz.,  the  suspicion  of  poisoning 
her  hosband,  the  inqnest  and  verdict  may  set  aside  all 
alarm. 

**  My  next  researches  have  been  directed  on  the  track  of 
Walter  Ardworth,  after  leaving  Liverpool,  which  (I  find 
by  the  books  at  the  ino  where  he  lodged  and  was  known) 
he  did  in  debt  to  the  innkeeper,  the  very  night  he  received 
the  charge  of  the  child.  Here,  as  yet,  I  am  in  fault ;  but 
I  have  ascertained  that  a  woman,  one  of  the  sect,  of  the 
name  of  Joplin,  living  in  a  village  fifteen  miles  from  the 
town,  had  the  care  of  some  in&nt  to  replace  her  own, 
which  she  had  lost.  I  am  going  to  this  village  to-morrow. 
Bat  I  cannot  expect  much  in  that  quarter,  since  it  would 
seem  at  variance  -witlryour  more  probable  belief  that  Wal- 

ter  Ardworth  took  the  child  at  once  to  Mr.  Fielden's. 

« 

Howerer,  you  see  I  have  already  gone  very  far  in  the  evi- 
dence ; — the  birth  of  the  child — the  delivery  of  the  child 
to  Ardworth.  I  see  a  very  pretty  case  already  before  us, 
and  I  do  not  now  doubt  for  a  moment  of  ultimate  success. 

"Yours,  N.  Gbabmak." 

Lucretia  read  steadily,  and  with  no  change  of  counte- 
nance, to  the  last  line  of  the  letter.  Then,  as  she  put  it 
down  on  the  table  before  her,  she.  repeated,  with  a  tone  of 
deep  exultation — **  No  doubt  of  ultimate  success  1" 

"  You  do  not  fear  to  brave  all  which  the  spite  of  this 
VOL.  II.— 13  2o 
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womao,  Jane  Prior,  may  prompt  Jier  to  say  against  yon  ?" 
asked  Yarnej. 

Lucretia's  brow  fell.  "  It  is  another  torture,"  she  said, 
''  even  to  own  my  marriage  with  a  low-born  hypocrite.  Bot 
I  can  endure  it  for  the  cause,''  she  added,  more  haughtily. 
**  Nothing  can  really  hurt  ii;ie  in  these  obsolete  aspersioiifl 
and  this  vague  scandal.  The  inquest  acquitted  me,  and 
the  world  will  be  charitable  to  the  mother  of  him  who  has 
wealth  and  rank,  and  that  vigorous  genius  which,  if  prored 
in  obscurity,  shall  command  opinion  in  renown." 

''You  are  now,  then,  disposed  4t  once  to  proceed  to 
action.  For  Helen,  all  is  prepared — the  insurances  set* 
tied— the  trust  for  which  I  hold  them  on  your  behalf  is 
signed  and  completed.  But  for  Percival  St.  John,  I  await 
your  directions.  Will  it  be  best  first  to  prove  your  son's 
identity,  or  when  morally  satisfied  that  that  proof  is  forth- 
coming, to  remove  betimes  both  the  barriers  to  his  inher- 
itance ?  If  we  tarry  for  the  last,  the  removal  of  St.  John 
becomes  more  suspicious  than  it  does  at  a  time  when  you 
have  no  visible  interest  in  his  death.  Besides,  now  we 
have  the  occasion,  or  can  make  it — can  we  tell  how  long  it 
will  last  ?  Again,  it  will  seem  more  natural  that  the  lover 
should  break  his  heart  in  the  first  shock  of " 

"Ay,"  interrupted  Lucretia,  ''I  would  have  all  thought 
and  contemplation  of  crime  at  an  end,  when,  clasping  my 
boy  to  my  heart,  I  can  say — '  Your  mother's  inheritance  is 
yours.'  I  would  not  have  a  murder  before  my  eyes,  when 
they  should  look  only  on  the  fair  prospects  beyond.  I 
would  cast  back  all  the  hideous  images  of  horror  into  the 
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rear  of  memory,  so  that  hope  may  for  once  visit  me  agaia 
andisturbed.  No,  Gabriel,  were  I  to  speak  forever,  you 
would  comprehend  not  what  I  grasp  at  in  a  son  I  It  is  at 
a  future  I  Rolling  a  stone  over  the  sepulcher  of  the  past 
— ^it  is  as  a  resurrection  into  a  fresh  world — it  is  to  know 
again  one  emotion  not  impure— -one  scheme  not  criminal. 
It  is,  in  a  word,  to  cease  to  be  as  myself,  to  think  in  an- 
other soul,  to  hear  my  heart  beat  in  another  form.  All 
this  I  covet  in  a  son.  And  when  all  this  should  smile 
before  me  in  his  image,  shall  I  be  plucked  back  again  into 
my  hell  by  the  consciousness  that  a  new  crime  is  to  be 
done  7  No ;  wade  quickly  through  the  passage  of  blood, 
that  we  may  dry  our  garments  and  breathe  the  air  upon 
the  bank  where  sun  shines  and  flowers  bloom  1" 

**  So  be  it,  then  1''  said  Yarney.  "  Before  the  week  is 
out,  I  liiust  be  under  the  same  roof  as  St.  John. — Before 
the  week  is  out,  why  not  all  meet  in  the  old  halls  of  Laugh- 
ton  ?" 

"Ay,  in  the  halls  of  Laughton  I  on  the  hearth  of  our 
ancestors  the  deeds  done  for  our  descendants  look  less 
dark  1" 

"And  first,  to  prepare  the  way,  Helen  should  sicken  in 
these  fogs  of  London,  and  want  change  of  air." 

"  Place  before  me  that  desk  I  will  read  William  Main- 
waring's  letters  again  and  again,  till  from  every  shadow  in 
the  past  a  voice  comes  forth — '  The  child  of  your  rival, 
your  betrayer,  your  undoer,  stands  between  the  daylight 
and  your  son  I' " 


CHAPTER    XT. 

YABIETIEa. 

LiAYiNa  the  irnUtv  pair  to  concert  their  sehemesy  and 
indolge  their  atrocioita  hopes,  we  accompany  Perelyal  to 
the  horel  oecopied  by  Becky  Carrnthera. 

On  following  Beck  into  the  room  ahe  rented,  PerciTal 
was  greatly  snrprised  to  find,  seated  comfortably  on  the 
only  chtur  to  be  9een.  n  >  lese  a  person  tban  the  wortby 
Mrs.  Mivers.  This  good  iady,  in  her  spinster  days,  had 
earned  her  own  bread  by  nard  work  She  had  captirated 
Mr.  Mivers  wher  oat  a  simple  housemaid  in  the  serfice  of 
one  of  his  relations.  And  while  this  humble  eonditioa  in 
her  earlier  life  siay  acconnt  for  much  in  the  language  and 
manners  which  is  nowadays  inconsonant  with  the  breed- 
ing ano  education  that  characterize  the  wives  of  opulent 
tradesmen,  ao  perhaps  the  remembrance  of  it  made  het 
unusually  susceptible  to  the  duties  of  charity  For  there 
is  no  class  of  society  more  prone  to  pity  and  reliere  the 
poor  (Uao  females  in  domestic  service ;  and  this  virtue 
Mrs.  Mivers  had  not  laid  aside,  as  many  do,  so  soon  as 
she  was  in  a  condition  to  practice  it  with  effect  Mrai 
Mivers  blushed  scarle'  on  being  detected  in  her  visit  of 
kindness,  and  hastened  o  excuse  nerselt  bv  the  informa- 
tion that  she  belonged  to  a  society  ot  ladie-^  or  "the  Bet* 

tering  the  Condition  of  the  Poor,"  and  that  having  just 
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been  informed  of  Mrs.  Beckj's  destitute  state,  she  had 
looked  in  to  recommend  her — a  rentilator  I 

"  It's  qnite  shocking  to  see  how  lit<Je  the  poor  attends 
to  the  proper  wentilating  their  honses.  No  wonder  there's 
s'o  much  typus  aboat !"  said  Mrs.  Mivers.  "And  for  one- 
and-fiixpence,  we  can  introduce  a  stream  of  hair  that  goes 
up  the  chimbly  and  carries  away  all  that  it  finds  I'' 

'*  I  'nmbly  thank  yon,  marm/'  said  the  poor  bundle  of 
rags  that  went  by  the  name  of  "  Becky,"  as,  with  some  dif- 
ficulty, she  contrived  to  stand  in  the  presence  of  the  be- 
nevolent visitor;  ''but,  I'm  much  afeard,  that  the  hair 
will  make  the  rheamatiz  werry  rnmpations !" 

**  On  the  contrary — ^on  the  contrary,''  said  Mrs.  Mi  vers 
triamphaatly,  and  she  proceeded  philosophically  to  ex- 
plain, that  all  the  fevers,  aches,  pains,  and  physical  ills 
that  harass  the  poor,  arise  from  the  want  of  an  air-trap  in 
the  chimney  and  a  perforated  net-work  in  the  window- 
pane.  Becky  listened  patiently;  for  Mrs.  Mivers  was 
only  a  philosopher  in  her  talk,  and  she  had  proved  herself 
anything  bnt  a  philosopher  in  her  actions,  by  the  spon- 
taneous present  of  five  shillings,  and  the  promise  of  a 
basket  of  vitnals,  and  some  good  wine  to  keep  the  cold 
wind  she  invited  to  the  apartment  out  of  the  stomach. 

Percival  imitated  the  silence  of  Becky,  whose  spirit  was 
so  bowed  down  by  an  existence  of  drndgery,  that  not  even 
the  sight  of  her  fosterson  coald  draw  her  attention  from 
the  respect  due  to  a  superior. 

"And  is  this  poor  cranky-looking  cretur  your  son,  Mrs. 

Becky  7"  said  the  visitor,  struck  at  last  by  the  appearance 
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of  the  ex-sweeper  as  he  stood  at  the  threshold,  bat  io 
hand. 

<'No,  ihdeed,  marm,"  answered  Beckj;  "I  often  says 
— sajs  I — '  child,  yoa  be  the  son  of  Sint  Poll's.' " 

Beck  smiled  proadlj. 

"It  was  agin  the  g^t  church,  marm — bat  it's  a  long 
story.  My  poor  good  man  had  not  a  long  been  dead — as 
good  a  man  as  hever  lired,  marm,"  and  Becky  dropped  a 
cnrtsy;  ''he  fell  off  a  scaffol,  and  pitched  right  on  his 
'ead — or  I  shoald  not  hare  come  on  the  parish,  marm — 
and  that's  the  truth  on't  1" 

''  Yery  well,  I  shall  call  and  hear  all  about  it — a  sad 
case,  I  dare  say.  Tou  see,  your  husband  should  haye  sub- 
scribed to  our  Loan  Society,  and  then  they'd  have  found 
him  a  'andsome  coffin,  and  giren  three  pounds  to  his  wid- 
der.  But  the  poor  are  so  benighted  in  these  parts.  I'm 
sure,  sir,  I  can't  guess  what  brought  you  here  7 — ^but  that's 
no  business  of  mine.  And  how  are  all  at  Old  Brompton  ?" 
— here  Mrs.  Mivers  bridled  indignantly.  "There  was  a 
time  when  Miss  Mainwaring  was  very  glad  to  come  and 
chat  with  Mr.  M.  and  myself;  but  now  'rum  has  riz,' as 
the  saying  is — ^not  but  what  I  dare  say  it's  not  her  fault, 
poor  thing  I — ^that  stiff  aunt  of  hers — she  need  not  look  so 
high — pride  and  poverty,  forsooth !" 

While  delivering  these  conciliatory  sentences,  Mrs.  Mi- 
vers had  gathered  up  her  gown,  and  was  evidently  in  the 
bustle  of  departure.  As  she  now  nodded  to  Becky,  Per- 
cival  stepped  up,  and,  with  his  irresistible  smHe,  offered 
her  his  arm.    Much  surprised,  and  much  flattered,  Mrs. 
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Miyera  accepted  it  As  she  did  so,  he  gently  detained 
ner,  while  he  said  to  Becky : 

"  My  good  frieod,  I  have  brought  you  the  poor  lad,  to 
whom  yoa  have  been  a  mother,  to  tell  yon  that  good  deeda 
find  their  reward  sooner  or  later.  As  for  him,  make  your- 
self easy ;  he  Will  inform  yon  of  the  new  step  he  has  taken ; 
and  for  you,  good,  kind-hearted  creature,  thank  the  boy 
you  brought  up,  if  your  old  age  shall  be  made  easy  and 
cheerful.  Now,  Beck,  silly  lad,  go  and  tell  all  to  your 
nurse  I    Take  care  of  this  step,  Mrs.  Mirers. " 

As  soon  as  he  was  in  the  street,  Perciyal,  who,  if  amused 
at  the  ventilator,  had  seen  the  fire  shillings  gleam  on 
Becky's  palm,  and  felt  that  he  had  found  under  the  puce- 
colored  gown  a  good  woman's  heart  to  understand  him, 
gave  Mrs.  Mivers  .a  short  sketch  of  poor  Beck's  history 
and  misfortunes,  and  so  contrived  to  interest  her  in  behalf 
of  the  nurse,  that  she  willingly  promised  to  become  Per- 
cival's  almoner,  to  execute  his  commission,  to  improve  the 
interior  of  Becky*8  abode,  and  distribute  weekly  the  liberal 
stipend  he  proposed  to  settle  on  the  old  widow.  They 
had  grown,  indeed,  quite  friendly  and  intimate,  by  the 
time  he  reached  the  smart,  plate-glazed,  mahogany-colored 
facade,  within  which  the  flourishing  business  of  Mr.  Mivers 
was  carried  on ;  and  when,  knocking  at  the  private  door, 
promptly  opened  by  a  lemon-colored  page,  she  invited  him 
up  stairs,  it  so  chanced  that  the  conversation  had  slid  oif 
to  Helen,  and  Percival  was  sufficiently  interested  to  bow 
assent  and  to  enter. 

Though  all  the  way  up  the  stairs,  Mrs.  Mivers,  turning 
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hnek  at  every  other  gtep,  did  her  best  to  impress  vpon  her 
young  visitor's  mind  the  important  fact  that  they  kepft 
their  hoasehold  establishment  at  their  ''wilier,"  and  that 
their  apartments  in  Fleet  Street  were  only  a  "conweni- 
ence," — the  store  set  by  the  worthy  honsewife  npon  her 
goods  and  chattels  was  sofl^iently  yfsible  in  the  dmgget 
that  threaded  its  narrow  way  ap  the  gay  Brassels  stair- 
carpet,  and  in  certain  layers  of  paper,  which  protected 
from  the  profanation  of  immediate  touch  the  mahogany 
hand-rail.     And  nothing  conld  exceed  the  fostering  care 
exhibited  in  the  drawing-room,  when,  the  door  thrown 
open,  admitted   a  view  of  its  damask  moreen  curtains, 
pinned  back  from  such  impertinent  sunbeams  as  conld 
force  their  way  through  the  foggy  air  of  the  east  into  the 
windows,  and  the  ells  of  yellow  muslin  that  guarded  the 
frames,  at  least,  of  a  collection  of  colored  prints,  and  two 
kit-kat  portraitures  of  Mr.  Mi  vers  and  his  lady,  from  the 
perambulations  of  the  flies. 

But  Percival's  view  of  this  interior  was  somewhat  im- 
peded by  his  portly  guide,  who,  uttering  a  little  exclama- 
tion of  surprise,  stood  motionless  on  the  threshold,  as  she 
perceived  Mr.  Mivers  seated  by  the  hearth  in  close  con- 
ference with  a  gentleman  whom  she  had  never  seen  before. 
At  that  hour,  it  was  so  rare  an  event  in  the  life  of  Mr. 
Mivers  to  be  found  in  the  drawing-room,  and  that  he 
should  have  an  acquaintance  unknown  to  his  helpmate, 
was  a  circumstance  so  much  rarer  still,  that  Mrs.  Mivers 
may  well  be  forgiven  for  keeping  St.  John  standing  at  the 
door  till  she  had  recovered  her  amaze. 

ft  ■ 
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Meanwhile,  Mr.  Mivers  rose  in  some  confasion,  and  was 
apparently  about  to  introdnce  his  guest,  when  that  gentle* 
man  coughed  and  pinched  the  host's  arm  significantly. 
Mr.  Mivers  coughed  also,  and  stammered  out — "A  gentle- 
man, Mrs.  M. — a  friend; — stay  with  us  a  day  or  two. 
Much  honored — ^hum  I" 

Mrs.  Mivers  stared  and  curtsied,  and  stared  again. 
But  there  was  an  open,  good-humored  smile  in  the  face 
of  the  visitor,  as  he  advanced  and  took  her  hand,,  that 
attracted  a  heart  very  easily  conciliated.  Seeing  that  that 
was  no  moment  for  further  explanation,  she  plumped  her- 
self  into  a  seat,  and  said : 

**  But  bless  us  and  save  us,  I  am  keeping  you  standing, 
Mr.  St.  John  1" 

*'  St.  John  I"  repeated  the  visitor,  with  a  vehemence  that 
startled  Mrs.  Mivers. 

**  Your  name  is  St.  John,  sir — ^related  to  the  St.  Johns 
of  Laugh  ton  I" 

"Yes,  indeed,"  answered  Percival,  with  his  shy,  arch 
smile,  **  Laugh  ton  at  present  has  no  worthier  owner  than 
myself." 

The  gentleman  made  two  strides  to  Percival,  and  shook 
kim  heartily  by  the  hand. 

**  This  is  pleasant,  indeed  1"  he  exclaimed.  "  You  must 
excuse  my  freedom ;  but  I  knew  well  poor  old  Sir  Miles, 
and  my  heart  warms  at  the  sight  of  his  representative." 

Percival  glanced  at  his  new  acquaintance,  and  on  the 
whole  wBjS  prepossessed  in  his  favor.  He  seemed  some*- 
where  on  the  sunnier  side  of  fifty,  with,  that  superb  yellow 
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bronze  of  complexion  which  betokens  long  residence  under 
Eastern  skies.  Deep  wrinkles  near  the  eyes,  and  a  dark 
circle  ronnd  them,  spoke  of  cares  and  fatigue,  and  perhaps 
dissipation.  Bnt  he  had  evidently  a  rigor  of  constitution 
that  had  borne  him  passably  throngh  all ;  his  frame  was 
wiry  and  nervons;  his  eye  bright  and  fnll  of  life;  and 
there  was  that  abrupt,  unsteady,  mercurial  restlessness  in 
his  movements  and*  manner,  which  usually  accompanies  the 
man  whose  sanguine  temperament  prompts  him  to  concede 
to  the  impulse,  and  who  is  blessed  or  cursed  with  a  super- 
abundance of  energy  according  as  circumstance  may  fayor, 
or  Judgment  correct,  that  equivocal  gift  of  constitution. 

Percival  said  something  appropriate  in  reply  to  so  much 
cordiality  paid  to  the  account  of  the  Sir  Miles  whom  he 
had  never  seen,  and  seated  himself, — coloring  slightly  under 
the  influence  of  the  fixed,  pleased,  and  earnest  look  still 
bent  upon  him: 

Searching  for  something  else  to  say,  Percival  asked  Mrs. 
Mivers  if  she  had  lately  seen  John  Ardworth. 

The  guest,  who  had  just  reseated  himself,  turned  his 
chair  round  at  that  question  with  such  vivacity  that  Mrs. 
Mivers  heard  it  crack.  Her  chairs  were  not  meant  for 
such  usage.  A  shade  fell  over  her  rosy  countenance  as 
she  replied : 

"No,  indeed  (please,  sir,  them  chairs  is  brittle)!  No, 
— ^he  is  lil^4E[adam  at  Brompton,  and  seldom  condescends 
to  favor  us  now.  It  was  but  last  Sunday  we  asked  him  to 
dinner.*  I  am  sure  he  need  not  turn  up  his  nose  at  our 
roast  beef  and  pudding  I'' 
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Here  Mr.  Mirers  was  taken  with  a  violent  fit  of  coagh- 
!ngy  which  drew  off  his  wife's  attention.  She  was  afraid 
he  had  taken  cold. 

The  stranger  tQok  oat  a  large  snnff-box,  inhaled  a  long 
pinch  of  snaff,  and  said  to  St  John : 

'*  This  Mr.  John  Ardworth,  a  pert  enough  Jackanapes, 
I  suppose — a  limb  of  the  law,  eh  ?" 

"  Sir,"  said  Percival,  gravely ;  "  John  Ard worth  is  my 
particular  friend.  It  is  clear  that  you  know  very  little  of 
him." 

**  That's  true,"  said  the  stranger — **  'pon  my  life,  that's 
very  true.  Bat  I  suppose  he's  like  all  lawyers — cunning 
and  tricky,  conceited  and  supercilious,  fall  of  prejudice 
and  cant,  and  a  red-hot  tory  into  the  bargain.  I  know 
them,. sir — I  know  them!" 

"Well,"  answered  St.  John,  half  gayly,  half  angrily, 
"  your  general  experience  serves  you  very  little  here ;  for 
Ardworth  is  exactly  the  opposite  of  all  you  have  de- 
scribed." 

"Even  in  politics?" 

"  Why,  I  fear  he  is  half  a  Radical — certainly  more  than 
a  Whig,"  answered  St  John,  rather  mournfully ;  for  his 
own  theories  were  all  the  other  way,  notwithstanding  his 
unpatriotic  forgetfulness  of  them  in  his  offer  to  assist 
Ard  worth's  entrance  into  parliament. 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,"  cried  the  stranger,  again 
taking  snuff.  "And  this  Madam  at  Brompton — perhaps 
I  know  her  a  little  better  than  I  do  young  Mr.  Ardworth 
i— Mrs.  Brad — I  mean  Madame  Dalibard !"  and  the  stranger 
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glanced  at  Mr.  Mivers,  who  was  slowly  recoTeiilng  ftom 
some  vigoroas  slaps  on  the  back,  administered  to  him  bj 
his  wife,  as  a  coanter- irritant  to  the  cough.  ''Is  it  tme 
that  she  has  lost  the  use  of  her  limbs  ?" 

Percival  shook  his  head. 

''And  takes  care  of  poor  Helen  Mainwiyring,  the  orphan  f 
Well,  well  I  that  looks  amiable  enoagh.  I  mast  see — f 
most  see  1" 

"Who  shall  I  say  inqnired  after  her,  when  I  see  Madame 
Dalibard  f "  asked  Percival,  with  some  curiosity. 

"  Who  ?  Oh,  Mr.  Tomkins.  She  will  not  recollect  him, 
thongh,"  —  and  the  stranger  laughed,  and  Mr.  MiTers- 
laughed,  too;  and  Mrs.  Miv^s»  who,  indeed^  alwaya 
laughed  when  other  people  laughed,  laughed  also.  So 
Percival  thought  he  ought  to  laugh  for  the  sake  of  good 
company,  and  all  laughed  together,^  as  he  arose  and  took 
leave. 

He  had  not,  however,  got  far  from  the  house,  on  his 
way  to  his  cabriolet,  which  he  had  left  by  Temple  Bar, 
when,  somewhat  to  his  surprise,  he  found  Mr.  Tomkins-  at 
his  elbow. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  St.  John,  but  I  have  only  just 
returned  to  England,  and  on  such  occasions  a  man  is  apt 
to  seem  curious.  This  young  lawyer;  you  see  the  elder 
Ardworth — (a  good-for-nothing  scampi) — was  a  sort  oi 
friend  of  mine — ^not  exactly  friend,  indeed,  for,  by  Jove,  I 
think  he  was  a  worse  friend  to  me  than  he  was  to  anybody 
else, — still  I  had  a  foolish  interest  for  him,  and  should  be 
glad  to  hear  something  more  about  any  one  bearing  hie 
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name,  than  I  can  coax  oat  of  that  droll  littie  linen  draper. 
You  are  really  intimate  with  young  Ardworth,  eh  ?" 

''  Intimate  I  poor  fellow,  he  will  not  let  any  one  be  thatl 
He  work8  too  hard  to  be  social.  But  I  lo^e  him  sincerely ; 
and  I  admire  him  beyond  measure." 

■ 

**  The  dog  has  industry,  then — ^that's  good.  And  does 
he  make  debts,  like  that  rascal,  Ardworth,  senior  ?" 

''  Beally^  sir,  I  must  say,  this  tone  with  respect  to  Mr. 
Ardworth's  fatbei* " 

**  What  the  devil,  sir  1  Do  you  take  the  father's  part  as 
well  as  the  son's?" 

**  I  don't  know  anything  abdut  Mr.  Ardworth,  tealor," 
said  Perciral,  pouting;  ''but  I  do  know  that  my  friend 
would  not  allow  any  one  to  speak  ill  of  his  fathef  in  his 
presence ;  and  I  beg  you,  sir,  to  consider  that  whaterer 
would  offend  him  must  offend  me." 

"  Gad's  my  life  I  He's  the  luckiest  young  rogue  to  have 
•uch  a  friend.     Sir,  I  wish  you  a  refy  good  day." 

Mr.  Tomkins  took  off  his  hat — ^bowod — and  passing  St 
John  with  a  rapid  step,  was  soon  lost  to  his  eye  aodong 
the  crowd  hurrying  westward. 

fiut  our  business  being  now  rathef  with  him  than  Per- 
ciyal,  we  leave  the  latter  to  moant  his  cabriolet,  and  we 
proceed  with  Mr.  Mivers's  mercurial  guest  on  his  ecee»tric 
way  through  the  throng. 

There  was  an  odd  mixture  of  thoughtful  abstraction  and 
quick  observation  in  the  soliloquy  in  which  this  gentleman 
indulged,  as  he  walked  briskly  on. 

"A  pretty  young  spark,  that  St.  John  I    A  Ipok  of  bif 
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fbther,  bnt  handsomer,  and  less  aiTected.  I  like  him.  Fine 
shop  that  —  very  I  London  wonderfollj  improved.  A 
hookah  in  that  window  I — God  bless  me  I — a  real  hookah  I 
This  is  all  very  good  news  about  that  poor  boy — very. 
After  all,  he  is  not  to  blame  if  his  mother  was  sach  a 

damnable 1  mast  contrive  to  see  and  jodge  of  him 

myself  as  soon  as  possible.  Can't  trust  to  others — too 
sharp  for  that  I  What  an  ugly  dog  thilt  is,  looking  after 
me  I  It  is  certainly  a  bailiff.  Hang  it  I — what  do  I  care 
for  bailiffs  ?  Hem — hem  1"  And  the  gentleman  thmst  his 
hands  into  his  pockets  and  laughed,  as  the  jingle  of  cola 
reached  his  ear  through  the  din  without.  **  Well,  I  must 
make  haste  to  decide ;  for,  really,  there  is  a  yery  trouble- 
some piece  of  business  before  me.  Plague  take  herl — 
what  can  have  become  of  the  woman  f  I  shall  have  to 
hunt  out  a  sharp  lawyer.  But  John-s  a  lawyer  himself 
No — attorneys,  I  suppose,  are  the  men.  Gad  I  they  were 
sharp  enough  when  they  had  to  hunt  me  1  What's  that 
great  bill  on  the  wall  about? — 'Down  with  the  Lords.' 
Pooh,  pooh  I  Master  John  Bull,  you  love  lords  a  great 
deal  too  much  for  that.  A  prettyish  girl !  English  wo- 
men are  very  good-looking,  certainly.     That  Lucretia— 

what  shall  I  do,  if Ah,  time  enough  to  think  of  her, 

when  I  have  got  over  that  mighty  stiff  i//" 

In  such  cogitations  and  mental  remarks  our  traveler 
whiled  away  the  time,  till  he  found  himself  in  Piccadilly. 
There,  a  publisher's  shop  (and  he  had  that  keen  eye  for 
shops  which  betrays  the  stranger  in  London),  with  its  new 
poblieatioDS  exposed  at  the  window,  attracted  his  notice. 
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Oonspicaoas  among  the  rest  was  the  open  title-page  of  a 
book,  at  the  foot  of  which  was  placed  a  placard,  with  the 
enticing  words  —  ''Foubth  edition:  just  out,"  in  red 
capitals.  The  title  of  the  work  struck  his  irritable  carious 
fancy ;  he  walked  into  the  shop — asked  for  the  vblame — 
and  while  looking  over  the  contents,  with  mattered  ejaea- 
lations:  ''Good! — capital!  why  this  reminds  one  of 
Home  Tooke  I  What's  the  price  ?  very^dear — must  have 
it  though — mast.  Hal  ha  I  home- thrust  there!'' — while 
thus  turning  oyer  the  leaves,  and  rending  them  asunder 
with  his  forefinger,  regardless  of  the  paper- cotter  extended 
to  him  by  the  shopman,  a  gentleman  pushing  by  him^ 
asked  if  the  publisher  was  at  home ;  and  as  the  shopman, 
bowing  very  low,  answered,  **  Yes,"  the  new-comer  darted 
into  a  little  recess  behind  the  shop.  Mr.  Tomkins,  who 
had  looked  up  very  angrily  on  being  jostled  so  uncere- 
moniously, started  and  changed  color  when  he  saw  the 
face  of  the  offender.  '*  Saints  in  heaven  I"  he  murmured 
almost  audibly ;  "  what  a  look  of  that  woman  I  and  yet-*-i 
no— rit  is  gone  I" 

''  Who  is  that  gentleman  ?"  he  asked,  abruptly,  as  he 
paid  for  his  book. 

The  shopman  smiled,  but  answered,  ''I  don't  know, 
sir." 

**  That's  a  lie  1 — you  would  never  bow  so  low  to  a  man 
you  did  not  know  !" 

The  shopman  smiled  again.    "  Why,  sir,  there  are  many 
who  come  to  this  house  who  don't  wish  us  to  know  them.  '^ 

'^Ah,  I  understand  I  you  are  political  publishers-^tfraid 
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of  libels,  I  dare  mj.  Always  the  same  thing  in  this  cofsed 
country,  and  then  they  tell  as  we  are  *  free  V  So  I  sopjlose 
that  gentleman  has  written  something  William  Pitt  does 
not  like.  Bat,  William  Pitt ! — ha — he's  dead  1 — very  tree^ 
80  he  is  I  8if,  this  littla  book  seems  most  excellent  j  bat, 
in  my  time,  a  man  woald  have  been  sent  to  Newgate  for 
printing  it." 

While  thas  rnnning  on^  Mr.  Tomkins  had  edged  himself 
pretty  close  to  the  recess,  within  which  the  last  comer  had 
disappeared ;  and  there,  seated  on  a  high  stool,  he  contrived 
to  read  and  to  talk  at  the  same  time,  but  his  eye  and  hia 
ear  were  both  tamed  every  instant  toward  the  recesa 

The  shopman,  little  saspecting  that  in  so  very  eccentric^ 
garraloas  a  person,  he  was  permitting  a  spy  to  encroach 
upon  the  secrets  of  the  house,  contiaaed  to  make  up  snodry 
parcels  of  the  new  publication  which  had  so  en<^hanted  his 
customer,  while  he  expatiated  on  the  prodigious  sensation 
the  book  had  created ;  and  while  the  customer  himself  had 
already  caught  enough  of  the  low  conversation  within  the 
recess  to  be  aware  that  the  author  of  the  book  was  the 
very  person  who  had  so  roused  his  curiosity. 

Not  till  that  gentleman,  followed  to  the  do6r  by  the 
polite  publisher,  had  quitted  the  i^op,  did  Mr.  Tomkins 
put  his  volume  in  his  pocket,  and,  with  a  familiar  nod  at 
the  shoimian,  take  himself  off. 

He  was  scarcely  in  the  street,  when  he  saw  Perciyal  Bt* 
John  leaning  out  of  his  cabriolet  and  conversing  with  the 
author  be  had  discovered.  He  halted  a  moment,  irresolute^ 
bat  the  yoang  man^  in  whom  our  reader  recogn&setf  John 
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Ardwortk,  declining  8t  John's  inyitation  to  aocompanj 
him  to  Brompton,  resumed  his  way  through  the  throng ; 
the  cabriolet  drote  on ;  and  Mr.  Tomkins,  though  with  a 
graver  mien,  and  a  steadier  step,  continued  his  desultory 
rambles.  Meanwhfle,  John  Ard worth  strode  gloomily 
baelc  to  his  lonely  chamber. 

There,  throwing  himself  on  the  well-worn  chair  before 
the  crowded  desk,  he  buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  and  for 
some  minutes  he  felt  all  that  profound  despondency  pecu- 
liar to  those  who  haye  won  fame,  to  add  to  the  dark  yolnma 
of  experience  the  conviction  of  fame's  nothingness.  For 
some  minutes,  he  felt  an  illiberal  and  ungrateful  envy  of 
8t  John. — so  fair,  so  light-hearted,  so  favored  by  fortune, 
so  rich  in  friends — in  a  mother's  love,  and  in  Helen's  half- 
plighted  troth.  And  he,  from  his  very  birth,  cut  off  from 
the  social  ties  of  blood — no  mother's  kiss  to  reward  the 
toils  or  gladden  the  sports  of  childhooci— no  father's  cheer* 
ing  word  up  the  steep  hill  of  man  I  And  Helen,  for  whose 
sake  he  had  so  often,  when  his  heart  grew  weary,  nerved 
himself  again  to  labor,  saying — "  Let  me  be  rich,  let  me  be 
great,  and  then  I  will  dare  to  tell  Helen  that  I  love  her  I" 
^-Helen  smiling  upon  another,  unconscious  of  his  pangs  I 
What  could  fame  bestow  in  compensation  t  What  matter 
that  strangers  praised,  and  the  babble  of  the  world's  run- 
ning stream  lingered  its  brief  moment  round  the  pebble  in 
its  way.  In  the  bitterness  of  his  mood,  he  was  unjust  to 
his  rival.  All  that  exquisite,  but  half-concealed  treasure 
of  imagination  and  thought,  which  lay  beneath  the  surface 

of  Helen's  childlike  smile,  he  believed  that  be  alone-p*4ie, 
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8oal  of  power  and  son  of  genins,  was  worthy  to  discorer 
and  to  prize.  In  the  pride  not  nnfreqnent  with  that  king- 
liest  of  all  aristocracies,  the  Chiefs  of  Intellect^  he  forgot 
the  grandeur  which  invests  the  attributes  of  the  heart — 
forgot  that,  in  the  lists  of  love,  the  heart  is  at  least  the 
eqnal  of  the  mind.  In  the  reaction  that  follows  great 
excitement,  Ardworth  had  morbidly  felt,  that  day,  his  utter 
solitude — ^felt  it  in  the  streets  through  which  he  had  passed 
— in  the  home  to  which  he  had  returned — the  burning  tears, 
shed  for  the  first  time  since  childhood,  forced  themselves 
through  his  clasped  fingers.  At  length  he  rose  with  a 
strong  effort  at  self-mastery — some  contempt  of  his  weak- 
ness, and  much  remorse  at  his  ungrateful  envy.  He  gath* 
ered  together  the  soiled  manuscript  and  dingy  proofs  of 
his  book,  and  thrust  them  through  the  grimy  bars  of  his 
grate ;  then,  opening  his  desk,  he  drew  out  a  smaU  packet, 
with  tremulous  fingers  unfolding  paper  after  paper,  and 
gazed  with  eyes  still  moistened,  on  the  relics  kept  till  then, 
in  the  devotion  of  the  only  sentiment  inspired  by  Eros, 
that  had  ever,  perhaps,  softened  his  iron  nature:  these 
were  two  notes  from  Helen — some  violets  she  had  once 
given  him,  and  a  little  purse  she  had  knitted  for  him  (with 
a  playful  prophecy  of  future  fortunes)  when  he  had  last 
left  the  vicarage.  Nor  blame  him,  ye  who  with  more 
habitual  romance  of  temper,  and  richer  fertility  of  imag- 
ination, can  reconcile  the  tenderest  memories  with  the 
sternest  duties,  if  he,  with  all  his  strength,  felt  that  the 
associations  connected  with  those  tokens  would  but  ener- 
vate his  resolves  and  embitter  his  resignation.    Yon  can 
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gaess  not  the  extent  of  the  sacrifice,  the  bitterness  of  the 
pang,  when,  averting  his  head,  he  dropped  those  relics  on 
the  hearth.  The  evidence  o^  the  desaltory  ambition,  the 
tokens  of  the  visionary  love — the  same  flame  leapt  np  to 
devour  both  I    It  was  as  the  faneral  pyre  of  his  youth  I 

"Sol"  he  said  to  himself,  "let  all  that  can  divert  me 
from  the  true  ends  of  my  life — consume  I  —  Labor,  take 
back  your  son." 

An  hour  afterward,  and  his  clerk,  returning  home,  found 
Ardworth  employed  as  calmly  as  usual  on  his  Law  Reports. 
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CHAPTER    XVL 

THB  INVITATION    TO  LAUQHTON. 

That  day,  when  he  called  at  Brompton,  Pereival  i^ 
ported  to  Madame  Dalibard  his  interrlew  with  the  eecen- 
trie  Mr.  Tomkins.     Laeretia  seemed  chafed  and  discoH- 

certed  bj  the  inqairies  with  which  that  gentleman  had 
honored  her,  and  as  soon  as  Percival  had  gone,  she  sent 
for  Yamey.  He  did  not  come  till  late — she  repeated  to 
him  what  St  John  had  said  of  the  stranger.  Yarney 
participated  in  her  nneasy  alarm.  The  name,  indeed,  was 
unknown  to  them,  nor  conld  they  conjecture  the  bearer 
of  so  ordinary  a  patronymic ;  but  there  had  been  secrets 
enow  in  Lncretia's  life  to  render  her  apprehensive  of  en- 
conntering  those  who  had  known  her  in  earlier  years ;  and 
Yarney  feared  lest  any  rnmor  reported  to  St  t^ohn  might 
create  his  mistrnst,  or  lessen  the  hold  obtained  upon  a  vic- 
tim heretofore  so  nnsuspicions.  They  both  agreed  in  the 
expediency  of  withdrawing  themselves  and  St  John,  as 
soon  as  possible,  from  London,  and  frustrating  PercivaPs 
chance  of  closer  intercourse  with  the  stranger,  who  had 
evidently  aroused  his  curiosity.  « 

The  next  day  Helen  was  much  indisposed,  and  the  symp- 
toms grew  so  grave  toward  the  evening  that  Madame  Dali* 
bard  expressed  alarm,  and  willingly  suffered  Percival  (who 
(164) 
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had  only  been  permitted  to  see  Helen  for  a  few  mlnntes, 
when  her  lassitude  was  so  extreme  that  she  was  obliged  to 
retire  to  her  room)  to  go  in  search  of  a  physician  :  he  re- 
tamed  with  one  of  the  most  eminent  of  the  faculty.     On 

the  way  to  Brompton,  in  reply  to  the  questions  of  Dr. . , 

Percival  «poke  of  the  dejection  to  which  Helen  was  occa* 
sionally  snbject,  and  this  circnmstance  confirmed  Dr.  ■  ■  , 
after  he  had  seen  the  patient,  in  his  view  of  the  case.  In 
addition  to  $ome  feverish  and  inflammatory  symptoms, 
which  be  trusted  his  prescriptions  would  speedily  remove, 
he  foond  great  nervons  debility,  and  willingly  fell  in  with 
the  casual  suggestion  of  Yarney,  who  was  present,  that  a 
change  of  air  would  greatly  improve  Miss  Mainwaring's 
general  health,  as  soon  as  the  temporary  acute  attack  had 
subsided.  He  did  not  regard  the  present  complaint  very 
seriously,  and  reassured  poor  Percival  by  his  cheerful  mien 
and  sanguine  predictions.  Percival  remained  at  the  house 
the  whole  day,  and  had  the  satisfaction,  before  he  left,  of 
hearing  that  the  remedies  had  already  abated  the  fever, 
and  that  Helen  bad  fallen  into  a  profound  sleep.  Walk« 
ing  back  to  town  with  Yarney,  the  last  said,  hesitatingly, 
''You  were  saying  to  me,  the  other  day,  that  you  feared 
you  should  have  to  go,  for  a  few  days,  both  to  Yemon 
Grange  and  to  Laughton,  as  your  steward  wished  to  point 
out  to  you  some  extensive  alterations  in  the  management 
of  your  woods,  to  commence  this  autumn.  As  you  were 
90  soon  coming  of  age,  Lady  Mary  desired  that  her  direc« 
tions  should  yield  to  your  own.  Now,  since  Helen  is 
recommended  change  of  ur,  why  not  invite  Madame  Dali* 
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bard  to  yisit  yon  at  one  of  these  places  f  I  would  suggest 
LaoghtoD.  My  poor  mother^dn-law,  I  know,  longs  to  re- 
visit the  scene  of  her  yonth,  and  you  coald  not  compliment 
or  conciliate  her  more  than  by  such  ah  invitation." 

"  Oh,"  said  Percival,  joyfully,  "  it  would  realise  the 
fondest  dream  of  my  heart  to  sjse  Helen  under  the  old 
roof-tree  of  Langhton ;  but  as  my  mother  is  abroad,  and 
there  is  therefore  no  lady  to  receive  them,  perhaps " 

"Why,"  interrnpted  Yamey,  "Madame  Dalibard  her« 
self  is  almost  the  very  person  whom  lea  hieng^ncea  might 
indnce  yon  to  select  to  do  the  honors  of  your  house  in 
Lady  Mary's  absence ;  not  only  as  kinswoman  to  yourself, 
bat  as  the  nearest  surviving  relative  of  Sir  Mileff— the 
most  immediate  descendant  of  the  St  Johns ;  her  mature 
years  and  decorum  of  life,  her  joint  kindred  to  Helen 
and  yourself,  surely  remove  every  appearance  of  impro- 
priety." 

"  If  she  thinks  so,  certainly-^-I  am  no  accurate  judge  of 
such  formalities.  You  could  not  oblige  me  more,  Yamey, 
than  in  preobtaining  her  consent  to  the  proposal.  Helen 
at  Langhton ! — Oh,  blissful  thought  I" 

"And  in  what  air  would  she  be  so  likelj  to  revive?" 
said  Yarney,  but  bis  voice  was  thick  and  husky. 

The  ideas  thus  presented,  to  him,  idmost  banished  its 
anxiety  from  PercivaPs  breast.  In  a  thousand  delightful 
shapes  they  haunted  him  during  the  sleepless  night  And 
when,  the  next  morning,  he  found  that  Helen  was  sur- 
prisingly better,  he  pressed  his  invitation  upon  Madame 
Dalibard  with  a  warmth  that  made  her  cheek  yet  more 
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•ptile,  and  the  hand,  which  the  boy  grasped  as  he  pleaded, 
as  cold  as  the  dead.  Bat  she  briefly  consented,  and  Per- 
eival,  allowed  a  brief  interview  with  Helen,  had  the  raptnre 
to  see  her  smile  in  a  delight  as  childlike  as  his  own  at  the 
news  he  commnnicated,  and  listen,  with  swimming  eyes, 
when  he  dwelt  on  the  walks  they  shoald  take  together, 
amid  haunts  to  become  henceforth  dear  to  her  as  to  him- 
self.    Fairy-land  dawned  before  them. 

The  Tisit  of  the  physician  justified  PerciraPs  heightened 
spirits.  All  the  acuter  symptoms  had  vanished  already. 
He  sanctioned  his  patient's  departure  from  town  as  soon 
as  Madame  Dalibard's  convenience  wonld  permit,  and 
recommended  only  a  course  of  restorative  medicines  to 
strengthen  the  nervous  system,  which  was  to  commence 
with  the  following  morning,  and  be  persisted  in  for  some 
weeks.  He  dwelt  much  on  the  effect  to  be  derived  from 
taking  these  medicines,  the  first  thing  in  the  day,  as  soon 
as  Helen  woke.  Yarney  and  Madame  Dalibard  exchanged 
a  rapid  glance.  Charmed  with  the  success  that  in  this 
instance  had  attended  the  skill  of  the  great  physician,  Per- 
cival,  in  his  usual  zealous  benevolence,  now  eagerly  pressed 

upon  Madame  Dalibard  the  wisdom  of  consulting  Dr. 

for  her  own  malady ;  and  the  doctor,  putting  on  his  specta- 
cles, and  drawing  his  chair  nearer  to  the  frowning  cripple, 
began  to  question  her  of  her  state ;  but  Madame  Dalibard 
abruptly  and  discourteously  put  a  stop  to  all  interroga- 
tories— she  bad  already  exhausted  all  remedies  art  could 
suggest-^she  had  become  reconciled  to  her  deplorable  in- 
firmity, and  lost  all  faith  in  physicians » — some  day  or  other 
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ibe  might  try  the  baths  at  Egra,  hot,  till  then,  uhe  must  be 
pennitted  to  eaffer  nndistarbed. 

The  doctor,  by  no  means  wishing  to  nndertalse  a  case 
of  chronic  paralysis,  rose  smilingly,  and  with  a  liberal 
confession  that  the  German  baths  were  sometimes  ex> 
tremely  efficacioas  in  soeh  complaints,  pressed  Perdral^ 
ontstretched  hand,  then  slipped  his  own  into  his  pocket 
and  bowed  his  way  oat  of  the  room. 

Believed  from  all  apprehension,  Perciyal  yery  good- 
homoredly  receired  the  hint  of  Madame  Dalibard,  that  the 
^xciteo^ent  through  which  she  had  gone  for  the  last  twenty- 
four  boors  rendered  her  unfit  for  his  society;  and  went 
borne  to  write  to  Laughton,  and  prepare  all  things  for  the 
reception  of  his  guests.  Yamey  accompanied  him.  Per- 
ciTal  found  Beck  in  the  hall,  already  much  altered,  and 
embellished  by  a  new  suit  of  livery.  The  ex-sweeper 
stared  hard  at  Yamey,  who,  without  recognising,  in  so 
smart  a  shape,  the  squalid  tatterdemalion  who  had  lighted 
him  up  the  stairs  to  Mr.  Grabman's  apartments,  passed 
him  by  into  Percival's  little  study,  on  the  ground  floor. 

''Well,  Beck,"  said  Perciva),  ever  mindful  of  others, 
and  attributing  his  groom's  astonished  gaze  at  Yamey  to 
his  admiration  of  that  gentleman's  showy  exterior — "I 
shall  send  you  down  to  the  country  to-morrow  with  two 
of  the  horses — so  you  may  have  to-day  to  yourself,  to 
take  leave  of  your  nurse.  I  flatter  myself  yoa  will  find 
her  rooms  a  little  more  comfortable  than  they  were  yes* 
terday." 

Beck  heard  with  a  bursting  heart;  and  his  master* 
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giving  him  a  cheeritig  tap  on  the  shoulder,  left  him  t« 
find  his  way  into  the  streets,  and  to  Becky's  abode. 

He  found,  indeed,  that  the  last  had  already  undergone 
the  magic  transformation  which  is  ever  at  the  command 
of  godlike  wealth.  Mrs.  Mivers,  who  was  naturally  prompt 
and  active,  had  had  pleasure  in  executing  PercivaPs  com* 
mission.  Early  in  the  morning,  floors  had  been  scrubbed 
— the  windows  cleaned — ^the  ventilator  fixed ; — then  fol« 
lowed  porters  with  chairs  and  tables,  and  a  wonderful 
Dutch  clock,  and  new  bedding,  and  a  bright  piece  of 
carpet;  and  then  came  two  servants  belonging  to  Mrs. 
Mivers  to  arrange  the  chattels ;  and  finally,  when  all  was 
nearly  completed,  the  Avatar  of  Mrs.  Mivers  herself,  to 
give  the  last  finish  with  her  own  mittened  hands,  and  in 
her  own  housewifely  apron. 

The  good  lady  was  still  employed  in  ranging  a  set  of 
tea-cups  on  the  shelves  of  the  dresser,  when  Beck  entered ; 
and  his  old  nurse,  in  the  overflow  of  her  gratitude,  hob- 
bled up  to  her  foundling  and  threw  her  arms  round  his 
neck. 

''That's  right!"  said   Mrs.  Mivers,  good  hnmoredly, 

turning  round,  and  wiping  the  tear  from  her  eye.     "  Tou 

ought  to  make  much  of  him,  poor  lad  ;  he  has  turned  out 

a  God-send,  indeed;  and,  upon  my  word,  he  looks  very 

respectable  in  his  new  clothes.    But  what  is  this — a  child's 

coral  f"  as,  opening  a  drawer  in  the  dresser,  she  discovered 

Beek's  treasure.     ''  Dear  me,  it  is  a  very  handsome  one-^ 

why,  these  bells  look  like  gold  I" — and,  suspicion  of  her 

pr(4^i^8  honesty,  for  a  moment,  contracted  her  thoughtful 
VOL.  n. — 16 
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bro«f*-*'how  eyer  on  earth  did  70a  come  by  this,  Mra 
Becky  ?» 

"  Sure  and  sartin,"  answered  Becky,  dropping  her  moti- 
lated  cartsy,  "  I  he's  glad  it  be  fonnd  now,  instead  of  sum 
days  afore,  or  I  might  have  been  Ticked  enough  to  let  it 
go  vith  the  rest  to  the  pop-shop ;  and  I'm  sure  the  time's 
out  of  mind,  ven  that  'ere  boy  was  a  hnrchin,  that  Vve 
risted  the  timtashung,  and  said,  'No,  Becky  CarratfaerBy 
that  maun't  go  to  my  hancle's  I' " 

''  And  why  not,  my  good  woman  ?" 

"  Lor'  love  yon,  marm,  if  that  cnrril  could  speak,  who 
knows  vot  it  might  say — eh,  lad,  who  knows  ?  Yon  sees, 
marm,  my  good  man  had  not  a  long  been  dead — I  could 
not  a  get  no  York,  no  vays-^'  Becky  Carmthers,'  says  I, 
'yon  must  go  out  in  the  streets  a  begging!'  I  niver 
thought  I  should  a  come  to  that.  But  my  poor  husband, 
you  sees,  marm,  fell  from  a  6caffol,-*-as  good  a  man  as 
hever " 

''Yes,  yes,  you  told  me  all  that  before,"  said  Mrs. 
Mivers,  growing  impatient,  and  already  diverted  from  her 
interest  in  the  coral  by  a  new  cargo,  aJl  bright  from  the 
tinfoan,  which,  indeed,  no  less  instantaneously,  absorbed 
the  admiration  both  of  Beck  and  his  nurse.  And  what 
with  the  inspection  of  these  articles,  and  the  comments 
each  provoked,  the  coral  rested  in  peace  on  the  dresser, 
till  Mrs.  Mivers,  when  just  about  to  renew  her  inquiries, 
was  startled  by  the  sound  of  the  Dutch  clock  striking  four, 
A  voice  which  reminded  her  of  thp  lapse  of  time  and  her 
own  dinner  hour.     So,  with  many  propnises  to  call  again. 
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ted  have  a  good  chat  with  her  hnmble  friend,  she  took  her 
departure,  amid  the  blessings  of  Becky,  and  the  less  noisy 
bat  not  less  grateful  salutations  of  Beck. 

Yery  happy  was  the  eyening  these  poor  creatures  passed 
together  over  their  first  cop  of  tea  from  the  new  bright 
eopper  kettle,  and  the  almost* forgotten  Inznry  of  crnmpetfi, 
in  which  their  altered  circnmstances  permitted  them,  with- 
ont  extravagance^  to  indnlge.  In  the  coarse  of  conversa- 
tion, Beek  communicated  how  much  he  had  been  astonished 
by  recognizing  the  visitor  of  Orabman,  the  provoker  of  the 
irritable  grave -stealer,  in  the  familiar  companion  of  hia 
master ;  and  when  Becky  told  him  how  often,  in  the  do- 
mestic experience  her  avocation  of  charing  had  accumu- 
lated, she  had  heard  of  the  ruin  brought  on  rich  young 
men  by  gamblers  and  sharpers,  Beck  promised  to  himself 
to  keep  a  sharp  eye  on  Grabman's  showy  acquaintance. 
''For  master  is  but  a  babe  like,'*  said  he,  majestically; 
"  and  I'd  be  cut  into  mincemeat  afore  I'd  let  an  'air  on  his 
'ead  come  to  'arm,  if  so  he's  has  'ow  I  could  perwent  it." 

We  need  not  say  that  his  nurse  confirmed  him  in  these 
good  resolutions. 

"And  now,"  said  Beck^  when  the  time  came  for  parting, 
«'  you'll  keep  from  the  gin-shop,  'old  'oman,  and  not  shame 
the  young  master?" 

"  Sartin  sure,"  answered  Becky ;  "  it  i^  only  ven  vun  is 
down  in  the  vorld  that  vun  goes  to  the  licker-shop.  Now, 
hindeed," — and  she  looked  round  very  proudly — "I  'as  a 
'spectable  stashion,  and  I  vouldn't  go  for  to  lower  it,  and 
let  'em  say  that  Becky  Carruthers  does  not  know  how  to 
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eondoct  herself.  The  enrril  will  be  eafe  enoff  now — bnt 
prape  yon  had  best  take  it  yourself,  lad." 

"  Yot  shoald  I  do  vitb  it  t  I'?e  had  enaff  of  the  ^iponsi* 
bility.  Put  it  np  in  a  'aokerchiff»  and  praps  yen  master 
gets  married,  and  'as  a  babby  yqV$  teethin',  he  Till  say, 
'  Thank  ye,  Beok,  for  your  corriL'  Yonld  not  that  make 
OS  prood,  mammy  V 

Ghnokliog  heartily  at  that  vision,  Beck  kissed  his  norm, 
and  trying  hard  to  keep  himself  upright  and  do  credit  to 
the  dignity  of  kis  clothe  retained  to  bis  new  room  over  the 
stables. 


« 


CHAPTER    XVII. 

TBX  WAKINQ  OW  THE  SSAPSNTr 

Anp  ]iow,  0  Poet  of  the  sad  belief,  and  eloquence 
like  ebony  at  once  dark  and  splendid,'"*'  how  coaldst 
tboo,  angnst  Lueretins,  deem  it  bat  sweet  to  behold  from 
the  steep  the  strife  of  the  great  sea,  or,  safe  from  the  peril, 
gaze  on  the  wrath  of  the  battle,  or,  serene  in  the  temples 
of  the  wise,  look  afar  on  the  wanderings  of.haman  error? 
Is  it  so  sweet  to  survey  the  ills  from  which  thon  art  de- 
livered ?  Shall  not  the  strong  law  of  Sympathy  find  thee 
ont,  and  thy  heart  rebnke  thy  philosophy?  Not  sweet, 
indeed,  can  be  man's  shelter  in  self,  when  he  says  to  the 
storm,  ''  I  have  no  bark  on  the  sea;"  or  to  the  gods  of  the 
battle,  **  I  have  no  son  in  the  slaughter ;" —  when  he  smiles 
unmoved  upon  Woe,  and  murmurs,  "  Weep  on,  for  these 
eyes  know  no  tears;" — when,  unappalled,  he  beholdeth  the 
black  deeds  of  crime,  and  cries  to  his  conscience,  '*  Thoa 
art  calm  I" — Yet  solemn  is  the  sight  to  him  who  lives  in 
all  life ;  seeks  for  Nature  in  the  storm,  and  Providence  in 
the  battle ;  loses  self  in  the  woe ;  probes  his  heart  in  the 
crime ;  and  owns  no  philosophy  that  sets  him  free  from 
the  fetters  of  man.     Not  in  vain  do  we  scan  all  the  con* 


*  It  was  said  of  Tertullian,  that  "  bis  style  was  like  ebony,  dark 

^  and  splendid." 
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trasts  in  the  large  frame-work  of  civilized  earth,  if  we  note 
"  when  the  dost  groweth  into  hardness,  and  the  clods  cleave 
fast  together."  Range,  0  Art,  through  all  space,  clasp 
together  all  extremes,  shake  idle  wealth  from  its  lethargy, 
and  bid  States  look  in  hovels,  where  the  teacher  is  dumb, 
and  Reason  nn weeded  runs  to  rotl  Bid  haoghtj  Intellect 
panse  in  its  trinmph,  and  doubt  if  intellect  alone  can  de- 
liver the  soul  from  its  tempters  I — Only  that  lives  ancor- 
rapt,  which  preserves  in  all  seasons  the  human  affections 
in  which  the  breath  of  God  breathes,  and^s!  Go  forth  to 
the  world,  0  Art  I — go  forth  to  the  innocent,  the  guiltj; — 
the  wise,  and  the  dull  I — go  forth  as  the  still  voice  of  Fate! 
— speak  of  the  insecurity  even  of  Goodness  below  I— carry 
on  the  rapt  vision  of  suffering  Virtue  through  "  the  doors 
of  the  shadows  of  death  1" — show  the  dim  revelation  sym- 
boled  forth  in  the  Tragedy  of  old  I  —  how  incomplete  is 
man's  destiny,  how  undeveloped  is  the  justice  divine,  if 
Antigone  sleep  eternally  in  the  ribs  of  the  rock,  and  (Edi- 
pus  vanish  forever  in  the  Grove  of  the  Furies  I  Here, 
below,  "  the  waters  are  hid  with  a  stone,  and  the  face  of 
the  deep  is  frozen  I"  But  above  liveth  He  ''  who  can  bind 
the  sweet  influences  of  the  Pleiades,  and  loose  the  bands  of 
Orion."  Go  with  Fate  over  the  bridge,  and  she  vanishes 
in  the  land  beyond  the  gulf  i  Behold  where  the  Eternal 
demands  Eternity  for  the  progress  of  His  creatures  and 
the  vindication  of  His  justice  I 

It  was  past  midnight,  and  Lucretia  sat  alone  in  her 
dreary  room ;  her  head  buried  on  her  bosom,  her  eyes 
fixed  on  the  ground,  her  hands  resting  on  her  knees: — ^it 
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was  au  image  of  inanimate  prostration  and  decrepitude 
that  might  have  moved  compassion  to  its  depth.  The 
door  opened,  and  Martha  entered,  to  afisist  Madame  Dali- 
bard,  as  iisaal,  to  retire  to  rest.  Qer  mistress  slowly 
raised  her  ejes  at  the  noise  of  the  opening  door,  and  those 
eyes  took  their  searching,  penetrating  acnteness,  as  they 
fixed  npon  the  florid  nor  uncomely  countenance  of  the 
waiting-woman. 

In  her  starched  cap,  her  sober-colored  stuff  gown — ^in 
her  prim,  quiet  nvanner,  and  a  certain  tsanctified  demure- 
ness  of  aspect,  there  was  something  in  the  first  appear- 
ance of  this  woman  that  impressed  you  with  the  notion 
of  respectability,  $nd  inspired  confidence  in  those  steady, 
good  qualities  which  we  seek  in  a  trusty  servant.  But, 
more  closely  examined,  an  habitual  observer  might  have 
found  much  to  qualify,  perhaps  to  disturb  his  first  prepos* 
sessions.  The  exceeding  lowness  of  the  forehead,  over 
which  that  stiff,  harsh  hair  was  so  puritanically  parted — 
the  severe  hardness  of  those  thin,  small  lips,  so  pursed  up 
and  constrained — even  a  certain  dull  cruelty  in  those  light, 
cold  blue  eyes,  might  have  caused  an  uneasy  sentiment, 
almost  approaching  to  fear.  The  fat  grocer^s  spoiled  child 
instinctively  recoiled  from  her,  when  she  entered  the  shop 
to  make  her  household  purchases — the  old,  gray-whiskered 
terrier  dog,  at  the  public  house,  slunk  into  the  tap  when 
she  crossed  the  threshold. 

Madame  Dalibard  silently  suffered  herself  to  be  wheeled 
into  the  adjoining  bed-room,  and  the  process  of  disrobing 
was  nearly  completed  before  she  said,  abruptly : 
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<<'8o  70Q  attended  Mr.  Yftrney's  nnele  in  big  last  fflneBS. 
Did  he  saffer  mach  f " 

**  He  was  a  poor  ereatare  at  best,^  answered  MarOia; 
'^bnt  he  gaye  me  a  deal  of  troable  afore  he  went  He 
was  a  seranny  corpse  when  I  streehed  him  ont? 

Madame  Dalibard  shrank  from  the  hands  at  tiiat  mo- 
ment employed  npon  herself,  and  said : 

**  It  was  not,  then,  the  first  corpse  70a  have  laid  oat  for 
the  grave  f '^ 

•*Not  by  many.'' 

''And  did  any  of  those  yon  so  prepared  die  of  the  same 
complaint  7" 

**1  can't  say,  Vm  sore,"  returned  Martha.  ''I  never 
in  quires  how  folks  die ;  my  bisness  was  to  nurse  'em  titt 
all  was  over,  and  then  to  sit  up.  As  they  say  in  my  coun- 
try-*-' Biving  Pike  wears  a  hood,  when  the  weather  bodes 
ill.'"* 

''And  when  you  sat  up  with  Mr.  Yarney's  uncle,  did  you 
feel  no  fear  in  the  dead  of  the  night  ? — that  corpse  before 
you— no  fear  ?" 

''Young  Mr.  Yamey  said  I  should  come  to  no  harm. 
Oh,  he's  a  clever  man.  What  should  I  fear,  ma'am?'' 
answered  Martha,  with  a  horrid  simplicity. 

"  You  have  belonged  to  a  very  religious  sect,  I  think  I 
have  beard  you  say — a  sect  not  unfamiliar  to  me — a  sect 
to  which  great  crime  is  very  rarely  known  ?" 

*  <*  If  EWing  Pike  do  wear  a  hoofl, 

The  day,  be  sure,  will  ne'er  be  good." 

A  Laneathirt  Dittick 
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*'Te8,  ma'am,  some  of  'em  ht  tame  enoogh,  bttt  dtheri 
be  weel*  deep  I" 

"Yon  do  not  belieye  what  they  tanght  yoo  f" 

"I  did,  when  I  was  yonng  and  silly." 

"And  what  disturbed  youf  belief?" 

"Ma'am,  the  man  what  tangfat  me,  and  iAy  mother  atoni 
me,  was  the  first  I  ever  kep  company  with,"  answered 
Martha,  without  a  change  in  her  florid  hne,  which  seeriied 
fixed  in  her  cheek,  as  the  red  in  an  antamn  leaf.  "Aftet 
be  had  mined  me,  as  the  girls  say,  he  told  me  as  how  it 
was  all  sham  I" 

"Ton  loTed  him,  then  ?" 

"The  man  was  well  enongh,  ma'am,  and  he  behated 
handsome,  and  got  me  a  husband.  I'tc  known  bettet 
days." 

"Ton  sleep  well  at  night?" 

"Yes,  ma'am,  thank  you,  I  loves  my  bed." 

"I  haye  done  with  you,"  said  Madame  Dalibard,  dtlfting 
a  groan,  as  now,  placed  in  her  bed,  she  turned  to  the  wall. 
Martha  extinguished  the  candle,  leaving  it  on  the  table  bf 
the  bed,  with  a  book  and  a  box  of  matches,  for  Madame 
Dalibard  was  a  bad  sleeper,  and  often  read  in  the  night 
She  then  drew  the  curtains  and  went  her  way. 

It  might  be  an  hour  after  Martha  had  retired  Vb  rest, 
that  a  hand  was  stretched  from  the  bed,  that  the  oandto 
was  lighted,  and  Lucretia  Dalibard  rose;  with  a  middea 
movement  she  threw  aside  the  coverings,  and  stood  in  heir 
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♦  Weely— whirlpool. 
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long  night-gear  on  the  floor.  Yen,  the  helpless,  paralyzed 
cripple  rose — was  on  her  feet — tall,  elastic,  erect  I  It  was 
as  a  resascitation  from  the  grave.  Never  was  change 
more  startling  than  that  simple  action  effected — ^not  in  the 
form  alone,  bat  the  whole  character  of  the  face.  The 
solitary  light  streamed  upward  on  a  coantenance  on  every 
line  of  which  spoke  sinister  power  and  strong  resolve.  If 
yon  had  ever  seen  her  before,  in  her  false,  crippled  state, 
prostrate  and  helpless,  and  could  have  seen  her  then — 
those  eyes,  if  haggard  still,  now  fall  of  life  and  vigor — 
that  frame,  if  spare,  towering  aloft  in  commanding  stature, 
perfect  in  its  proportions  as  a  Orecian  image  of  Nemesis 
•^yonr  amaze  would  have  merged  into  terror,  so  preter- 
natnnal  did  the  transformation  appear  I — so  did  aspect  and 
bearing  contradict  the  very  character  of  her  sex ;  uniting 
the  two  elements,  most  formidable  in  man  or  in  fiend — 
wickedness  and  power  I 

She  stood  a  moment  motionless,  breathing  loud,  as  if  it 
were  a  joy  to  breathe  free  from  restraint,  and  then,  lifting 
the  light,  and  gliding  to  the  adjoining  room,  she  unlocked 
a  bureau  in  the  corner,  and  bent  over  a  small  casket,  which 
she  opened  with  a  secret  spring. 

Reader,  cast  back  your  eye  to  that  passage  in  this  his- 
tory, when  Lucretia  Clavering  took  down  the  volume  from 
the  niche  in  the  tapestried  chamber  at  Laughton,  and 
numbered,  in  thought,  the  hours  left  to  her  uncle's  Ufa. 
Look  back  on  the  ungrateful  thought — ^behold  how  it  has 
swelled  and  ripened  into  the  guilty  deed  I  There,  in  that 
box,  Death  guards  his  treasure-crypt.     There,  all  the 
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science  of  Hades  numbers  its  murderons  inventions.  As 
she  searched  for  the  ingredients  her  design  had  prese- 
lected, something  heavier  than  those  small  packets  she 
deranged  fell  to  the.  bottom  of  the  box  with  a  low  and 
hollow  sonnd.  She  started  at  the  noise,  and  then  smiled 
in  scorn  of  her  momentary  fear,  as  she  took  np  the  ring 
that  had  occasioned  the  sonnd — a  ring  plain  and  solid,  like 
those  used  as  signets  in  the  Middle  Ages,  with  a  large  dall 
opal  in  the  center.  What  secret  coold  that  bauble  have 
in  common  with  its  ghastly  companions  in  Death's  crypt?* 
This  had  been  found  among  Olivler's  papers;  a  note  iu' 
that  precious  manoscript,  which  had  given  to  the  hands  of 
his  successors  the  keys  of  the  grave,  had  discovered  the 
mystery  of  its  uses.  By  the  pressure  of  the  hand,  at  the 
touch  of  a  concealed  -spring,  a  barbed  point  flew  forth, 
steeped  in  venom  more  deadly  than  the  Indian  extracts 
from  the  bag  of  the  cobra-capella, — a  venom  to  which  no 
antidote  is  known,  which  no  test  can  detect.  It  corrupts 
the  whole  mass  of  the  blood — ^it  mounts  in  frenzy  and  fire* 
to  the  brain — ^it  rends  the  soul  from  the  body  in  spasm  and 
convulsion.  But  examine  the  dead,  and  how  divine  the 
effect  of  the  cause  ? — how  go  back  to  the  records  of  the 
Borgias,  and  amid  all  the  skepticism  of  times  in  which, 
happily,  such  arts  are  unknown,  unsuspected,  learn  from 
the  hero  of  Machiavel  how  a  clasp  of  the  hand  can  get 
rid  of  a  foe?  Easier  and  more  natural  to  point  to  the 
living  puncture  in  the  skin,  and  the  swollen  flesh  round  it/ 
and  dilate  on  the  danger  a  rusty  nail — nay,  a  pin — can  en- 
gender, when  the  humors  are  peccant  and  the  blood  it 


t^  LUORSTIA. 

impure  1  The  fabrieatioQ  of  that  baable,  the  dUcoTeij  of 
Borgia'i  device,  was  the  master^piece  in  the  science  of  Dali< 
bard;  a  oariong  and  philosophical  tiiumph  of  research, 
hitherto  onased  by  its  inventor  and.  bis  l^irs;  for  that 
casket  is  rich  in  the  choice  of  more  genUe  materials ;  but 
the  use  yet  may  come.  As  she  gazed  on  the  ring,  there 
was  a  complacent  and  proud  expression  on  Lncretla's  face. 

''Damb  token  of  Osesar  Borgia  I"  she  murmured—"  him 
of  the  wisest  bead  and  the  boldest  hand  that  ever  grasped 
at  empire ; — whom  Machiavel  the  virtuous  rightly  praised 
as  the  model  of  accomplished  ambition  I  Why  should  I 
falter  in  the  paths  which  be  trod  with  his  royal  step,  only 
because  my  goal  is  not  a  throne  ?  Every  circle  is  as  com- 
plete in  itself,  whether  rounding  a  globule  or  a  6tar.  Why 
groan  in  the  belief  that  the  mind  defiles  itself  by  the  dark- 
ness through  which  it  glides  on  its  object,  or  the  mire 
through  which  it  ascends  to  the  bill?  Murderer  as  he 
was,  poisoner,  and  fratricide — did  blood  clog  his  intellect  ? 
or  crime  impoverish  the  luxury  of  his  genius  ?  Was  his 
Terse  less  melodious,*  or  his  love  of  art  less  inteuse,  or  his 
eloquence  less  persuasive,  because  he  souglit  to  remove 
every  barrier,  revenge  every  wrong,  crush  every  foe  ?" 

In  the  wondrous  corruption  to  which  her  mind  had  de- 
scended, thus  murmured  Lucretia.     Intellect  had  been  so 


*  It  is  well  known  that  Cassar  Borgia  was  both  a  monificent 
patron  and  an  exquisite  appreciator  of  art — well  known  also  are 
his  powers  of  persuasion ;  but  the  general  reader  may  not  perhaps 
be  acquainted  with  the  fact  that  this  terrible  criminal  was  also  a 
poet. 
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long  made  her  sole  god,  that  the  very  monster  of  history 
ivras  lifted  to  her  reverence  by  his  ruthless  intellect  alone ; 
lifted,  in  that  mood  of  feverish  excitement,  when  coc« 
science,  often  less  silenced,  lay  crashed  under  the  load  of 
the  deed  to  come,  into  an  example  and  a  gnide. 

Though,  at  times,  when  looking  back,  oppressed  by  the 
blackest  despair,  no  remorse  of  the  past  ever  weakened 
those  nerves,  when  the  Hour  called  up  its. demon,  and  .he 
Will  ruled  the  rest  of  the  human  being  as  a  machine. 

8he  replaced  the  ring— -she  reclosed  the  casket,  and  re- 
locked  its  depository ;  then  passed  again  into  the  adjoining 
chamber. 

A  few  minutes  afterward,  and  the  dim  light  that  stole 
from  the  heavens  (in  which  the  moon  was  partially  over- 
cast) through  the  casement  on  the  staircase,  rested  on  a 
shapeless  figure  robed  in  black  from  head  to  foot, — a  figure 
so  obscure  and  indefinable  in  outline,  so  suited  to  the 
gloom  in  its  hue,  so  stealthy  and  rapid  in  its  movements, 
that,  had  you  started  from  sleep  and  seen  it  on  your  floor, 
you  would,  perforce,  have  deemed  that  your  fancy  had  be- 
fooled you  I 

Thus  darkly,  through  the  darkness,  went  the  Poisoneiw 
to  her  prey. 


T0&.  TI. — 10 


CHAPTER   XVIIL 

BETBOSPEGT. 

Wb  have  now  arrived  at  that  stage  in  this  history  when 
it  is  necessary  to  look  back  on  the  interval  in  Lncretia*^ 
life — between  the  death  of  Dalibard,  and  her  reintrodac- 
tion,  in  the  second  portion  of  oar  tale. 

One  day,  without  previous  notice  or  warning,  Lucretia 
arrived  at  William  Mainwaring's  house ;  she  was  in  the 
deep  weeds  of  widowhood,  and  that  garb  of  mourning  suf- 
ficed to  add  Susan's  tenderest  commiseration  to  the  warmth 
of  her  affectionate  welcome.  Lucretia  appeared  to  have 
forgiven  the  past,  and  to  have  conquered  its  more  painfal 
recollections ;  she  was  gentle  to  Susan,  though  she  rather 
suffered  than  returned  her  caresses ;  she  was  open  and 
frank  to  William.  Both  felt  inexpressibly  grateful  for  her 
visit — the  forgiveness  it  betokened,  and  the  confidence  it 
implied.  At  this  time,  no  condition  could  be  more  promis- 
ing and  prosperous  than  that  of  the  young  banker.  From 
the  first  the  most  active  partner  in  the  bank,  he  had  now 
virtually  almost  monopolized  the  business.  The  senior 
partner  was  old  and  infirm;  the  second  had  a  bucolie.tum, 
and  was  much  taken  up  by  the  care  of  a  large  farm  he 
had  recently  purchased,  so  that  Mainwaring,  more  and 
more  trusted  and  honored,  became  the  sole  managing  ad- 
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ministrator  of  the  firm.  Business  throve  in  his  able  hands ; 
and  with  patient  and  steady  perseverance  there  was  little 
doubt  bat  what,  before  middle  age  was  attained,  his  com- 
petence would  have  swelled  into  a  fortune  sufficient  to  jus- 
tify him  in  realizing  the  secret  dream  of  his  heart — the 
parliamentary  representation  of  the  town  in  which  he  had 
already  secured  the  affection  and  esteem  of  the  inhabitantK. 
It  was  not  Jong  before  Lucretia  detected  the  ambition 
William^s  industry  but  partially  concealed;  it  was  not 
long  before,  with  the  ascendancy  natural  to  her  will  and 
her  talents,  she  began  to  exercise  considerable,  though 
unconscious,  influence  over  a  man  in  whom  a  thousand 
good  qualities,  and  some  great  talent^,  were  unhappily 
accompanied  by  infirm  purpose  and  weak  resolutions.  The 
ordinary  conversation  of  Lucretia  unsettled  his  mind  and 
inflamed  his  vanity — a  conversation  able,  aspiring,  full  both 
of  knowledge  drawn  from  books,  and  of  that  experience  of 
public  men,  which  her  residence  in  Paris  (whereon,  with 
its  new  and  greater  Charlemagne,  the  eyes  of  the  world 
were  turned)  had  added  to  her  acquisitions  in  the  lore  of 
human  life.  Nothing  more  disturbs  a  mind  like  William 
Mainwaring's  than  that  species  of  eloquence  which  re- 
bukes its  patience  in  the  present  by  inflaming  all  its  hopes 
in  the  future.  Lucretia  had  none  of  the  charming  babble 
of  women — none  of  that  tender  interest  in  household  de- 
tails, in  the  minutiae  of  domestic  life,  which  relaxes  the 
intellect  while  softening  the  heart.  Hard  and  vigorous^ 
her  sentences  came  forth  in  eternal  appeal  to  the  reason, 
or  address  to  the  sterner  passions  in  which  love  has  no 
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«bare.  Beside  this  strong  thinker,  poor  Susan's  sweet 
talk  seemed  frivoloas  and  inane.  Her  soft  hold  open 
Mainwaring  loosened.  He  ceased  to  eonsalt  her  open 
business — he  began  to  repine  that  the  partner  of  his  lot 
eoald  have  little  sympathy  with  his  dreams — more  often 
and  more  bitterly  now  did  his  discontented  glance,  in  hif 
way  homeward,  rove  to  the  roof-tops  of  the  rural  membei 
for  the  town ;  more  eagerly  did  he  read  the  parliamentary 
debates — more  heavily  did  he  sigh  at  the  thought  of  elo- 
quence denied  a  vent,  and  ambition  delayed  in  its  career. 

When  arrived  at  this  state  of  mind,  Lacretia's  cooversa- 
tion  took  a  more  worldly,  a  more  practical  turn.     Her 
knowledge  of  th»  speculators  of  Paris  instructed  her  pic- 
tures of  bold  ingenuity  creating  sudden  wealth ;  she  spoke 
of  fortunes  made  in  a  day — of  parvenus  bursting  into 
millionaires — of  wealth  as  the  necessary  instrument  of 
ambition,  as  the  arch  ruler  of  the  civilized  world.     Never 
once,  be  it  observed,  in  these  temptations,  did  Lucretia 
address  herself  to  the  heart — the  ordinary  channels  of 
vulgar  seduction  were  disdained  by  her;  she  would  not 
have  stooped  so  low  as  Mainwaring's  love,  could  she  have 
commanded  or  allured  it;  she  was  willing  to  leave  to 
Susan  the  husband  reft  from  her  own  passionate  youth, 
but  leave  him  with  the  brand  on  his  brow  and  the  worm  at 
his  heart — a  scoff  and  a  wreck. 

At  this  time  there  was,  in  that  market- town,  one  of 
those  adventurous  speculative  men,  who  are  the  more 
dangerous  impostors  because  imposed  upon  by  their  own 
sanguine  chimeras,  who  have  a  plausibility  in  their  calcu- 
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latioDS,  an  earnestDess  in  their  argaments,  which  aocoant 
for  the  dopes  they  daily  make  in  our  most  sober  and  warj 
of  civilized  commanities.  Unserupaloas  in  their  means, 
yet  really  honest  in  the  belief  that  their  objects  can  be  at- 
tained, they  are  at  once  the  rognes  and  fanatics  of  Mam- 
mon I  This  person  was  held  to  have  been  fortunate  in 
some  adroit  specnlations  in  the  corn  trade^  and  he  was 
brought  too  frequently  into  business  with  Mainwaring  not 
to  be  a  frequent  visitor  at  the  house.  In  him,  Lucretia 
saw  the  very  instrument  of  her  design ;  she  led  him  on  to 
talk  of  business  as  a  game — of  money  as  a  realizer  of  cent, 
per  cent. — she  drew  him  into  details — she  praised  him,  she 
admired.  In  his  presence  she  seemed  only  to  bear  him — in 
his  absence,  musingly,  she  started  from  silence  to  exclaim 
on  the  aouteness  of  his  genius  and  the  accuracy  of  his 
figures.  Soon  the  tempter  at  Mainwaring's  heart  gave 
signification  to  these  praises — soon  this  adventurer  became 
his  most  intimate  friend.  Scarcely  kiu)wiog  why,  never 
ascribing  the  change '  to  her  sister,  poor  Susan  wept, 
amazed  at  Mainwaring's  transformation — no  care  now  for 
the  new  books  from  London,  or  the  roses  in  the  garden  I 
— the  music  on  the  instrument  was  anheededl  Books, 
roses,  music  I — what  are  those  trifies  to  a  man  thinking 
upon  cent,  per  cent.  7  Mainwaring's  very  countenance 
altered — ^it  lost  its  frank,  affectionate  beauty ; — sullen,  ab- 
stracted, morose — it  showed  that  some  great  care  waa  at 
the  core.  Then  Lucretia  herself  began  grievingly  to  notice 
the  change  to  Susan — gradually  she  altered  her  tone  with 

fegard  to  the  speculator,  and  hinted  vague  fears,  an4  urge4 

16* 
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Sntftn  to  remonstraiice  and  warning.  As  she  antiefpstod, 
warning  and  remonstrance  came  in  yain  to  the  mao  who, 
comparing  Locretia's  mental  power  to  Sosan's,  bad  leaned 
to  despise  the  nnleamed  timid  sense  of  the  last^ 

It  is  nnnecessary  to  trace  this  change  in  Mainwarmg, 
step  bjT  step,  or.  to  measore  the  time  which  snflSced  to 
dazsle  his  reason  and  Mind  his  honor.  lo  the  midst  of 
schemes  and  hopes,  which  the  Inst  of  gold  now  perraded, 
came  a  thnnderbolt  An  anonymous  better  to  the  bead 
partner  of  the  bank,  proToked  suspicions  that  led  to  mi- 
nute examination  of  the  accounts.  It  seemed  that  sums 
had  been  irregularly  advanced  (upon  bills  drawn  upon 
men  of  straw)  to  the  speculator  bj  Mainwaring ;  and  the 
destination  of  these  sums  could  be  traced  to  gambling 
operations  In  trade,  in  which  Mainwaring  had  a  priTate 
Interest  and  partnership.  So  great,  as  we  hare  said,  bad 
been  the  confidence  placed  in  William's  abilities  and  honor, 
that  the  facilities  afforded  him,  in  the  disposal  of  the  joint 
stock,  far  exceeded  those  usually  granted  to  the  partner  of 
a  firm,  and  the  breach  of  trust  appeared  the  more  flagrant 
from  the  extent  of  the  confldence  misplaced.  Meanwhile, 
William  Mainwaring,  though  as  jet  unconscious  of  tiie 
proceedings  of  his  partners,  was  gnawed  by  anxiety  and 
remorse,  not  unmixed  with  hope.  He  depended  upon  the 
result  of  a  bold  speculation  in  the  purchase  of  shares  in  a 
Canal  Company,  a  bill  for  which  was  then  before  parlia- 
ment, with  (as  he  was  led  to  beliere)  a  certainty  of  sne- 
cess.  The  sums  he  had,  on  his  own  responsibility;  ab- 
stracted from  the  joint  account  were  doToted  to  this 
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adfeDtore.  But,  to  do  him  jostice,  he  neyer  dreamed  ot 
appropriatiog  the  profits  anticipated,  to  himself.  Thoagh 
knowing  that  the  bills  on  which  the  moneys  had  been  ad- 
yanced  were  merely  nominal  deposits,  he  had  confidently 
calcalated  on  the  certainty  of  success  for  the  speculations 
to  which  the  proceeds  so  obtained  were  devoted,  and  he 
looked  forward  to  the  moment  when  he  might  avow  what 
ha^  had  done,  and  justify  it  by  doubling  the  capital  with- 

awn.  But,  4o  his  inconceivable  horror,  the  bill  of  the 
^anal  Company  was  rejected  in  the  Lords — the  shares 
Dought  at  a  premium  went  down  to  zero ;  and,  to  add.  to 
his  perplexity,  the  speculator  abruptly  disappeared  from 
the  town.  In  this  crisis,  he  was  summoned  to  meet  hiis 
indignant  associates. 

The  evidence  against  him  was  morally  damning,  if  not 
legally  conclusive.  The  unhappy  man  heard  all  in  the 
silence  of  despair.  Crushed  and  bewildered,  he  attempted 
BO  defense.  He  asked  but  an  hour  to  sum  up  the  losses 
of  the  fctank,  and  his  own ;  they  amounted  within  a  fe.w 
hundreds  to  the  ten  thousand  pounds  he  had  brought  to 
Uie  firm,  and  which,  in  the  absence  of  marriage-settle- 
ments, was  entirely  at  his  own  disposal.  This  sum  he  at 
once  resigned  to  his  associates,  on  condition  that  they 
should  defray  from  it  his  personal  liabilities.  The  money 
thus  repaid,  his  partners  naturally  relinquished  all  further 
inquiry.  They  were  moved  by  pity  for  one  so  gifted  and 
so  fallen — they  even  offered  him  a  subordinate,  but  lucra- 
tive, situation  in  the  firm  in  which  he  had  been  partner : 
but  Mainwaring  wanted  the  patience  and  resolution  to 
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trork  back  the  redemption  of  his  name — ^perhaps,  alU* 
mately,  of  his  fortunes.  In  the  iatal  angaish  of  his  Bham# 
and  despair,  he  fled  from  the  town,  his  flight  confirmed 
forever  the  rumors  against  him-^^ramors  worse  than  the 
reality.  It  was  long  before  ho  even  admitted  Snsan  to 
the  knowledge  of  the  obscure  refuge  he  had  sought;  there, 
at  length,  she  joined  him.  Meanwhile,  what  did  Lucretia  T 
—she  sold  nearly  half  of  her  own  fortune,  constituted  priii- 
Jpally  of  the  moiety  of  her  portion,  which,<»at  Dalibard'a 
death,  had  passed  to  bt^rself  as  surrivor,  and  partly  of  the 
share  in  her  deceased  husband's  effects,  which  the  French 
law  awarded  to  her ;  and  with  the  proceeds  of  this  sum 
she  purdiased  an  annuity  for  her  victims  I  Was  this 
strange  generosity  the  act  of  mercy — the  result  of  re- 
pentance? No;  it  was  one  of  the  not  least  subtle  and 
delicioas  refinements  a(  her  revenge.  To  know  him  who 
had  rejected  her — ^the  rival  who  had  supplanted — ^the  mis* 
erable  pensioners  of  her  bounty,  was  dear  to  her  hanghtj 
and  disdainful  hate.  The  Inst  of  power,  ever  stronger  in 
her  than  avarice,  more  than  reconciled  her  to  the  sacrifieo 
of  gold ; — yes,  here,  she,  the  despised,  the  degraded— ha4 
power  still ; — ^her  wrath  had  mined  the  fortunes  of  her  victim, 
blasted  the  repute,  embittered  and  desolated  evermore  the 
future,--*  now  her  contemptuous  charity  fed  the  wretched 
lives  that  she  spared  in  scorn.  She  had  no  small  diffi- 
culty, it  is  true,  in  persuading  Susan  to  accept  this  sacri^ 
flee,  and  she  did  so  only  by  sustaining  her  sister's  belief 
that  the  past  yet  could  be  retrieved-^that  Mainwaring's 
energies  could  yet  rebuild  their  fortunes, — and  that  as  the 
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annuity  was  at  any  time  redeemable,  the  aid  therefore  waff 
only  temporary.  With  this  understanding,  Susan,  over- 
whelmed  with  gratitude,  weeping,  and  broken  hearted,  de- 
parted to  join  the  choice  of  her  youth.  As  the  men,^ 
deputed  by  the  auctioneer  to  arrange  and  ticket  the  furni- 
ture for  sale,  entered  the  desolate  house,  Lucretia  then, 
with  the  step  of  a  conqueror,  passed  from  the  threshold. 

''Ah !"  she  murmured  as  she  paused,  and  gazed  on  the 
walls — "ah,  they  were  happy  when  I  first  entered  those^ 
doossl  —  happy  in  each  other's  tranquil  love  —  happier 
still,  when  they  deemed  I  had  forgiven  the  wrong  and 
abjured  the  past  I  How  honored  was  then  their  homel 
How  knew  I  then,  for  the  first  time,  what  the  home  of 
love  can  be  ?  And  who  had  destroyed  for  me,  upon  all 
the  earth,  a  home  like  theirs  1 — they  on  whom  that  home 
smiled  with  its  serene  and  taunting  peace  1—* I — I,  the 
abandoned  I — the  betrayed — what  dark  memories  were  on 
my  soul  I — what  a  hell  boiled  within  my  bosom  1 — ^Well 
might  those  memories  take  each  a  voice  to  accuse  them  I— ^ 
well,  from  that  hell,  might  rise  the  Alecto  I  Their  lives 
were  in  my  power  I — my  fatal  dowry  at  my  command — 
rapid  death,  or  slow  consuming  torture; — but  to  have 
been  each  cheer  the  other  to  the  grave,  ligliting  every 
downward  step  with  the  eyes  of  love  —  vengeance,  so 
urged,  would  have  fallen  .only  on  myself  I  Hal  deceiver, 
didst  thou  plume  thyself,  forsooth,  on  spotless  reputation  ? 
— didst  thou  stand,  me  by  thy  side,  among  thy  perjured 
household  gods,  and  talk  of  honor  ?     Thy  home — it  is  reft 

from  thee! — thy  reputation,  it  is  a  scoff — thine  honor,  it 
16* 
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is  a  ghost  that  shall  hannt  thee  I  Thy  love,  can  it  lioger 
jet  ? — Shall  the  soft  eyes  of  thy  wife  not  barn  into  thy 
heart,  and  shame  tnrn  love  into  loathing  ?  Wrecks  of  my 
vengeance — ^minions  of  my  bounty — I  did  well  to  let  ye 
live  I  I  shake  the  dast  from  my  feet  on  your  threshold ; — 
live  on — homeless,  hopeless,  and  childless  I  The  carse  is 
fnlfilled  I" 

From  that  hour,  Lncretla  never  paused  from  her  career 
to  inquire  further  of  her  victims; — she  never  entered  into 
communication  with  either.  They  knew  not  her  address, 
nor  her  fate,  nor  she  theirs.  As  she  had  reckoned,  Main- 
waring  made  no  effort  to  recover  himself  from  his  fall. 
All  the  high  objects  that  had  lured  his  ambition  were 
gone  from  him  evermore.  No  place  in  the  state,  no  au- 
thority in  the  senate,  awaits  in  England  the  man  with  a 
blighted  n&me.  For  the  lesser  objects  of  life,  he  had  no 
heart,  and  no  care.  They  lived  in  obscurity  in  a  small  vil- 
lage in  Cornwall,  till  the  peace  allowed  them  to  remove 
to  France.     The  rest  of  their  fate  is  known. 

Meanwhile,  Lucretia  removed  to  one  of  those  smaller 
Londons — resorts  of  pleasure  and  idleness,  with  which  rich 
England  abounds,  and  in  which  widows  of  limited  income 
can  make  poverty  seem  less  plebeian.  And  now,  to  all 
those  passions  that  had  hitherto  raged  within  her,  a  dismal 
apathy  succeeded.  It  was  the  great  calm  in  her  sea  of  life. 
The  winds  fell,  and  the  sails  drooped.  Her  vengeance 
satisfied,  that,  which  she  had  made  so  preternaturally  the 
main  object  of  existence,  once  fulfilled,  left  her  in  youth 
objectless. 
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Bhe  stroTt)  &i  urst  to  take  pleasare  in  the  society  of  the 
place,  bat  its  frivolities  and  pettiness  of  purpose  soon 
wearied  that  mascalioe  and  grasping  mind,  already  made 
insensible  to  the  often  healthfal,  often  innocent,  excite- 
ment of  trifles,  by  the  terrible  ordeal  it  had  passed.  Can 
the  tOQoh  of  the  band,  scorched  by  the  bnming  iron,  feel 
pleasare  in  the  softness  of  silk,  or  the  light  down  of  the 
cygnet's  plame?  She  next  sought  sach  relief  as  study 
could  afford  4  and  her  natural  bent  of  thought,  and  her 
desire  to  vindicate  her  deeds  to  herself,  plunged  her  into 
the  fathomless  abyss  of  metaphysical  inquiry,  with  the 
hope  to  confirm  into  positive  assarance  her  earlier  skepti- 
cism— with  the  atheist's  hope,  to  annihilate  the  soal  and 
banish  the  presiding  God.  But  no  voice  that  coold  satisfy 
her  reason  came  from  those  dreary  deeps :  contradiction 
on  contradiction  met  her  in  the  maze.  Only  when,  wearied 
with  book-lore,  she  tamed  her  eyes  to  the  visible  nature, 
and -beheld  everywhere  harmony,  order,  system,  contriv- 
ance, art,  did  she  start  with  the  amaze  and  awe  of  instinc- 
tive conviction ;  and  the  natural  religion  revolted  from  her 
cheerless  ethics  1  Then  came  one  of  those  sudden  reac* 
tions  common  with  strong  passions  and  exploring  minds-^ 
bat  more  common  with  women,  however  manlike,  than 
with  men*  Had  she  lived  in  Italy  then,  she  had  become 
a  nun  I  For  in  this  woman,  unlike  Yarney  and  Dalibard, 
the  conscience  could  never  be  utterly  silenced.  In  her 
choice  of  evil,  she  found  only  tortare  to  her  spirit  in  ali 
the  respites  afforded  to  the  occupatioas  it  indulged. 
When  employed  upon  ill,  remorse  gave  way  to  the  zest  of 
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■cheming;  when  the  ill  was  done,  remorse  came  with  the 
repose. 

It  was  in  this  pecaliar  period  of  her  life  that  Lncretia, 
tarning  everywhere,  and  desperately,  for  escape  from  the 
past,  became  acquainted  with  some  members  of  one  of  the 
most  rigid  of  the  seets  of  dissent     At  firsts  she  permitted 
herself  to  know  and  commone  with  these  persons  from  a 
kind  of  contempluoas  enriosity;  she  desired  to  encourage, 
in  contemphiting  them,  her  experience  of  the  follies  of  hu- 
man nature ;  bat  in  that  crisis  of  her  mind,  in  those  strag- 
gles of  her  reason,  whatever  showed  that  which  she  yearned 
most  to  discover,  viz.,  earnest  faith,  rooted  and  genniue 
conviction,  whether  of  annihilation  or  of  immortality — a 
philosophy  that  might  reconoile  her  to  crime  by  destroy- 
ing the  providence  of  good,  or  a  creed  that  coohl  hold  oat 
the  hope  of  redeeming  the  past  and  exorcising  sin  by  the 
mystery  of  a  Divine  sacrifice,  —  had  over  her  a  power 
which  she  had  not  imagined  or  divined.    Oradnally  the 
intense  convtctions  of  her  new  associates  distarbed  and 
infected  her.     Their  affirmations,  that  as  we  are  bom  in 
wrath,  so  sin  is  our  secicMid  natnre,  onr  mysterions  herit- 
age, seemed,  to  her  understanding,  willing  to  be  blinded, 
to  imply  excuses  for  her  past  misdeeds.     Their  assurances 
that  the  worst  sinner  may  become  the  most  earnest  saint 
— that  through  but  one  act  of  the  will,  resolute  faith,  all 
redemption  is  to  be  found, — these  affirmations  and  these 
assurances,  which  have  so  often  restored  the  guilty,  and 
remodeled  the  human  heart,  made  a  salutary,  if  brief,  im- 
pression upon  her.    Nor  were  the  lives  of  thciise  dissenters 
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(for  the  most  part  ansterely  moral),  nor  the  peace  and 
self-complacency  which  thej  evidently  foond  in  the  satis* 
faction  of  conscience  and  falfiUment  of  doty,  without  an 
inflaesce  oyer  her,  that,  for  awhile,  both  chastened  and 
soothed. 

Hopeful  of  sach  a  conTert,  the  good  teachers  strove 
bard  to  confirm  the  seeds  springing  np  from  the  granite 
and  amid  the  weeds ;  and  among  them  came  one  man  mora 
eloquent,  more  seductive  than  the  rest,.  Alfred  Braddell. 
This  person,  a  trader  at  Liverpool,  was  one  of  those 
strange  living  paradoxes  that  can  rarely  be  found  out  of 
a  commercial  community.  He  himself  had  been  a  con- 
vert to  the  sect,  and  like  most  converts,  he  pushed  his 
enthusiasm  into  the  bigotry  of  the  sealot  He  saw  no 
salvatioa  out  of  the  pale  into  which  he  bad  entered ;  but 
though  his  belief  was  sincere,  it  did  not  genially  operate 
on  his  practical  life;  with  the  most  scrupulous  attenttou 
to  forms,  he  had  the  worldliness  and  cunning  of  the  carnal. 
He  had  abjured  the  vices  of  the  softer  senses,  but  not  that 
which  BO  seldom  wars  on  the  decorums  of  outer  life.  He 
was  essentially  a  money-maker-^lose,  acute,  keen,  over* 
reaching.  Good  works  with  him  were  indeed  as  nothing 
— ^faith,  the  all  in  all.  He  was  one  of  the  elect,  and  coukl 
not  fall  Still  in  this  man  there  was  all  the  intensity  which 
often  characterizes  a  mind  in  proportion  to  the  narrowness 
of  its  compass ;  that  intensity  gave  fire  to  his  gloomy  elo- 
quence, and  strength  to  his  obstinate  will.  He  saw  Lu- 
cr^ia,  and  his  zeal  for  her  conversion  soon  expanded  into 
love  for  her  person,  yet  that  love  was  secondary  to  his 
VOL.  H.— 17  2k 
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coyetoasness.  Tboagh  ostensiblj  in  a  floarishiDg  bad- 
ness, be  was  greatly  distressed  for  money  to  carry  on  oper- 
ations which  swelled  beyond  the  reach  of  his  capital ;  his 
fingers  itched  for  the  sam  which  Lncretia  had  still  at  her 
disposal :  bat  the  seeming  sincerity  of  the  man,  the  per^ 
saasion  of  his  goodness,  his  repatation  for  sanctity,  deceived 
her;  she  believed  herself  honestly  and  ardently  beloved, 
and  by  one  who  could  goide  her  back,  if  not  to  happiness, 
at  least  to  repose.  She  heraelf  loved  him  not,  she  coald 
love  no  more.  Bat  it  seemed  to  her  a  luxury  to  find  some 
one  she  could  trust,  she  could  honor.  If  you  had  probed 
into  the  recesses  of  her  mind  at  that  time,  you  would  have 
found  that  no  religious  belief  was  there  settled — only  the 
desperate  wish  to  believe  —  only  the  disturbance  of  all 
previous  infidelity — only  a  restless  gnawing  desire  to  es- 
cape from  memory,  to  emerge  from  the  gulf.  In  this 
troubled,  impatient  disorder  of  mind  and  feeling,  she  har- 
ried into  a  second  marriage  as  fatal  as  the  first. 

For  awhile  she  bore  patiently  all  the  privations  of  that 
ascetic  household ;  assisted  in  all  those  external  formali- 
ties; centered  all  her  intellect  within  that  iron  range  of 
existence.  But  no  grace  descended  on  her  soul — no  warm 
ray  unlocked  the  ice  of  the  well.  Then,  gradually  becooi- 
ing  aware  of  the  niggardly  meannesses,  of  the  harsh,  un- 
charitable judgments,  of  the  decorous  frauds,  that,  with 
unconscious  hypocrisy,  her  husband  concealed  beneath  the 
robes  of  sanctity,  a  weary  disgust  stole  over  her;  it  stole, 
it  deepened,  it  increased ; — ^it  became  intolerable,  when  she 
discovered  that  Braddell  had  knowingly  deceived  her  as  to 
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his  worldly  substance.  In  that  mood  into  which  she  had 
rashed  into  these  ominous  nuptials,  she  had  had  no  thought 
for  vulgar  advantages ;  had  Braddell  been  a  beggar,  she 
had  married  him  as  rashly.  But  he,  with  the  inability  to 
comprehend  a  nature  like  hers — dim  not  more  to  her  ter- 
rible vices  than  to  the  sinister  grandeur  which  made  their 
ordinary  atmosphere — had  descended  cunningly  to  address 
the  avarice  he  thought  ^s  potent  in  others  as  himself,  to 
enlarge  on  the  worldly  prosperity  with  which  Providence 
had  blessed  him ;  and  now  she  saw  that  her  dowry  alone 
had  saved  the  crippled  trader  from  the  bankrupt  list 
With  this  revolting  discovery,  with  the  scorn  it  produced, 
vanished  all  Lucretia's  unstable  visions  of  reform.  She 
saw  this  man  a  saint  among  his  tribe,  and  would  not  be- 
lieve  in  the  virtues  of  his  brethren,  great  and  unquestion- 
able as  they  might  have  been  proved  to  a  more  dispas- 
sionate and  humble  inquirer.  The  imposture  she  detected, 
she  deemed  'universal  in  the  circle  in  which  she  dwelt ; 
and  Satan  once  more  smiled  upon  the  subject  he  regained. 
Lucretia  became  a  mother — but  their  child  formed  no  en- 
dearing tie  between  the  ill-assorted  pair;  it  rather  embit- 
tered their  discord.  Dimly,  even  then,  as  she  bent  over 
the  cradle,  that  vision  which  now,  in  the  old  house  at 
Brompton,  haunted  her  dreams,  and  beckoned  her  ovei 
seas  of  blood  into  the  fancied  future— was  foreshadowed 
in  the  face  of  her  infant  son.  To  be  born  again  in  that 
birth — to  live  only  in  that  life  —  to  aspire  as  man  may 
aspire,  in  that  future  man  whom  she  would  train  to  knowl- 
edge and  lead  to  power, — these  were  the  feelings  with 
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which  that  somber  mother,  gazed  npon  her  babe.  The 
idea  that  the  low-born,  groveling  father  had  the  sole  right 
over  that  son's  destiny,  had  the  authority  to  cabin  his  n^ii.d 
in  the  walls  of  form»  bind  him  down  to  the  sordid  appren- 
ticeship, debased,  not  dignified,  by  the  solemn  mien,  roo^^ed 
her  indignant  wrath, — she  sickened  when  Braddell  toQched 
her  child.  All  her  pride  of  intellect,  that  had  never  slept 
— all  her  pride  o^  birth,  long  dormant,  woke  up  to  protect 
the  heir  of  her  ambition,  the  descendant  of  her  race,  from 
the  defilement  of  the  father's  nurture.  I^ot  long  after  ber 
confinement,  she  formed  a  p)an  for  escape — she  disappeared 
from  the  house  with  her  child.  Taking  refuge  in  a  cot- 
tage, living  on  the  sale  of  the  few  jewels  she  possessed, 
she  was  for  some  weeks  almost  happy.  Bat  Braddell, 
less  grieved  by  the  loss  than  shocked  by  the  scandal,  was 
indefatigable  in  his  researches — he  discovered  her  retreat 
The  scene  between  them  was  terrible.  There  was  no  resist- 
ing the  power  which  all  civilized  laws  give  to  the  rights 
of  husband  and  father.  Before  this  man,  whom  she  scorued 
so  unutterably,  Lucretia  was  impotent.  Then,  all  the  boll- 
ing  passions  long  suppressed  beneath  that  command  of 
temper,  which  she  owed  both  to  habitual  simulation  asd 
intense  disdain,  rushed  forth.  Then,  she  appalled  the  im- 
postor with  her  indignant  denunciations  of  his  hypocrisy, 
his  meanness,  aad  his  guile.  Then,  throwing  off  the  m&sk 
she  had  worn,  she  hurled  her  anathema  on  his  sect,  on  his 
faith,  with  the  same  breath  that  smote  his  conscience  aiid 
left  it  wordless.  She  shocked  all  the  notions  he  sincerely 
entertained,  and  he  stood  awed  by  accusations  from  si 
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blasphemer  whom  he  dared  not  rebuke.  His  rage  broke 
at  length  from  his  awe.  Stung,  maddened  by  the  scorn 
of  himself,  his  blood  fired  into  jaster  indignation  by  her 
scoff  at  his  creed,  he  lost  all  self-possession,  and  struck 
her  to  the  ground.  In  the  midst  of  shame  and  dread  at 
disclosure  of  his  yiolence,  which  succeeded  the  act  so  pro- 
Yokedy  he  was  not  less  relieved  than  amazed  when  Lucre- 
tia,  rising  slowly,  laid  her  hand  gently  on  Us  arm,  and 
said,  "  Bepent  not,  it  is  past ;  fear  not,  I  will  be  silent  I 
Come,  you  are  the  stronger — ^you  prevail.  I  will  follow 
my  child  to  your  home." 

In  this  unexpected  submission  in  one  so  imperious, 
Braddell's  imperfect  comprehension  of  character  saw  but 
fear,  and  his  stupidity  e:2Lulted  in  his  triumph.  Lucretia 
returned  with  him.  A  few  days  afterward,  BraddeU  be* 
came  ill;  the  illness  increased, — slow,  gradual,  wearing. 
It  broke  his  spirit  with  his  health ;  and  then  the  steadfast 
imperiousness  of  Lucretia's  stern  will  ruled  and  subju- 
gated him.  He  cowered  beneath  her  haughty,  searching 
gaze,  he  shivered  at  her  sidelong,  malignant  glance;  but 
with  this  fear  came  necessarily  hate ;  and  this  hate,  some- 
times sufficing  to  vanquish  the  fear,  spitefully  evinced  itself 
in  thwarting  her  legitimate  control  over  her  infant.  He 
would  have  it  (though  he  had  little  real  love  for  chil« 
dren)  constantly  with  him,  and  affected  to  contradict  all 
her  own  orders  to  the  servants,  in  the  sphere  in  which 
mothers  arrogate  most  the  right.  Only  on  these  occasions 
sometimes  would  Lucretia  lose  her  grim  self-control,  and 

threaten  that  her  child  yet  should  be  emancipated  from  his 
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hands,  —  shoald  yet  be  taught  the  scorn  for  hypocrites^ 
which  he  had  taught  herself.  These  words  sank  deep  not 
only  in  the  resentment,  but  in  the  conscience  of  the  hus- 
band. Meanwhile,  Lucretia  scrupled  not  to  evince  her 
disdain  of  Braddell,  by  markedly  abstaining  from  all  the 
ceremonies  she  had  before  so  rigidly  obseryed.  The  sect 
grew  scandalized.  Braddell  did  not  abstain  from  making 
known  his  causes  of  complaint.  The  haughty,  imperious 
woman  was  condemned  in  the  community,  and  hated  in  the 
household. 

It  was  at  this  time  that  Walter  Ardworth,  who  was  then 
striving  to  eke  out  his  means  by  political  lectures  (which 
at  the  earlier  part  of  the  century  found  ready  audience)  in 
onr  great  towns,  came  to  Liverpool.  Braddell  and  Ard- 
worth  had  been  school-fellows,  and  even  at  school,  embryo 
politicians  of  congenial  notions;  and  the  conversion  of 
the  former  to  one  of  the  sects  which  had  grown  out  of  the 
old  creeds  that,  under  Cromwell,  had  broken  the  scepter 
of  the  son  of  Belial,  and  established  the  Commonwealth 
of  Saints,  had  only  strengthened  the  republican  tenets  of 
the  sour  fanatic.  Ardworth  called  on  Braddell,  and  was 
startled  to  find  in  his  school-fellow's  wife  the  niece  of  his 
benefactor,  Sir  Miles  St.  John.  Now,  Lucretia  bad  never 
divulged  her  true  parentage  to  her  husband.  In  a  union 
so  much  beneath  her  birth,  she  had  desired  to  conceal  from 
all  her  connections  the  fall  of  the  once-honored  heiress. 
She  had  descended,  in  search  of  peace,  to  obscurity ;  but 
her  pride  revolted  from  the  thought,  that  her  low-born 
husband  might  boast  of  her  connections,  and  parade  her 
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descent  to  his  level.  Fortanately,  as  she  thought,  she  re« 
eeiyed  Ardworth  before  he  was  admitted  to  her  husband, 
who  now,  growing  feebler  and  feebler,  nsnallj  kept  his 
room.  She  stooped  to  beseech  Ardworth  not  to  reveal 
her  secret,  and  he,  comprehending  her  pride,  as  a  man 
well  bom  himself,  and  pitying  her  pain,  readily  gave  his 
promise.  At  the  first  interview,  Braddell  evinced  no 
pleasure  in  the  sight  of  his  old  school-fellow.  It  was 
natural  enough  that  one  so  precise  should  be  somewhat 
revolted  by  one  so  careless  of  all  form.  Bnt  when  Lu- 
cretia  imprndently  evinced  satisfaction  at  his  surly  remarks 
on  his  visitor — when  he  perceived  that  it  would  please  her 
that  he  should  not  cultivate  the  acquaintance  offered  him, 
he  was  moved  by  the  spirit  of  contradiction,  and  the  spite* 
ful  delight  even  in  frivolous  annoyance  to  conciliate  and 
court  the  intimacy  he  had  at  first  disdained ;  and  then,  by 
degrees,  sympathy  in  political  matters,  and  old  recollec- 
tions of  sportive,  careless  boyhood,  cemented  the  intimacy 
into  a  more  familiar  bond  than  the  sectarian  had  contracted 
really  with  any  of  his  late  associates. 

Lucretia  regarded  this  growing  friendship  with  great 
uneasiness — the  uneasiness  increased  to  alarm,  when  one 
day,  in  the  presence  of  Ardworth,  Braddell,  writhing  with 
a  sudden  spasm,  said — "  I  cannot  account  for  these  strange 
seizures — I  think  verily  I  am  poisoned!'' — and  his  dull 
eye  rested  on  Lucretia's  pallid  brow.  She  was  unusually 
thoughtful  for  some  days  after  this  remark,  and  one  morn- 
ing she  informed  her  husband  that  she  had  received  the 
intelligence  that  a  relation,  from  whom  she  had  pecuniary 
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expectations,  was  daogeronslj  ill,  and  requested  his  per- 
mission to  visit  this  sick  kinsman,  who  dwelt  in  a  distant 
county.  BraddelPs  eyes  brightened  at  the  thonght  of  her 
absence ;  with  little  farther  questioning  he  consented ; 
and  Lucretia,  sure  perhaps  that  the  barb  was  in  the  side 
of  her  victim,  and  reckoning,  it  may  be,  on  greater  free- 
dom from  Busipicion  If  her  husband  died  in  her  absence, 
left  the  house.  It  was,  indeed,  to  the  neighborhood  of  her 
kindred  that  she  went.  In  a  private  conversation  with 
Ardworth,  when  questioning  him  of  his  news  of  the  pres- 
ent possessor  of  Laughton,  he  had  informed  her  that  he 
had  heard  accidentally  that  Vernon's  two  &ons  (Percival 
was  not  then  born)  were  sickly ;  and  she  went  into  Hamp- 
shire, secretly  and  unknown,  to  see  what  were  really  the 
chances  that  her  son  might  yet  become  the  lord  of  her  lost 
inheritance. 

During  this  absence,  Braddell,  now  gloomily  aware  that 
his  days  were  numbered,  resolved  to  put  into  practice  the 
idea  long  contemplated,  and  even  less  favored  by  his  spite 
than  justified  by  the  genuine  convictions  of  his  conscience. 
Whatever  his  faults,  sincere  at  least  io  his  religions  belief, 
he  might  well  look  with  dread  to  the  prospect  of  the  train- 
ing aud  education  his  son  would  receive  from  the  hands  of 
a  mother  who  had  blasphemed  bis  sect,  and  openly  pro- 
claimed her  infidelity.  By  will,  it  is  true,  he  might  create 
a  trust,  and  appoint  guardians  *to  his  child.  Bat  to  have 
lived  under  the  same  roof  with  his  wife — nay,  to  have  car- 
ried her  back  to  that  roof  when  she  had  left  it,  afforded 
tacit  evidence  that  whatever  the  disagreement  between 
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them,  her  conduct  conld  hardly  have  merited  her  exclusion 
from  the  privileges  of  a  mother.  The  guardianship  might 
therefore  avail  little  to  frustrate  Lucretia's  indirect  con- 
tamination, if  not  her  positive  control.  Besides,  where 
guardians  are  appointed  money  must  be  left;  and  Brad- 
deil  knew  that  at  his  death  his  assets  would  be  found  in- 
sufficient for  his  debts.  Who  would  be  guardian  to  a 
penniless  infant  ?  He  resolved,  therefore,  to  send  his  child 
from  his  roof,  to  some  place  where,  if  reared  humbly,  it 
might  at  least  be  brought  up  in  the  right  faith — some  place 
which  might  defy  the  search  and  be  beyond  the  perversion 
of  the  unbelieving  mother.  He  looked  round,  and  dis- 
covered no  instrument  for  this  purpose  that  seemed  so 
ready  as  Walter  A rd worth.  For  by  this  time  he  had 
thoroughly  excited  the  pity  and  touched  the  heart  of  that 
good-natured,  ^asy  man.  His  representations  of  the  mis- 
conduct of  Lucretia  were  the  more  implicitly  believed  by 
one  who  had  always  been  secretly  prepossessed  against 
her — who,  admitted  to  household  intimacy,  was  an  eye- 
witness to  her  bard  indifference  to  her  husband's  sufferings 
—-who  saw  in  her  very  request  not  to  betray  her  gentle 
birth,  the  shame  she  felt  in  her  election — who  regarded 
with  indignation  her  unfeeling  desertion  of  Braddell  in 
his  last  moments,  and  who,  besides  all  this,  had  some  pri- 
vate misfortunes  of  his  own,  which  made  him  the  more 
ready  listener  to  themes  on  the  faults  of  women,  and  bad 
already,  by  mutual  confidences,  opened  the  hearts  of  the 
two  ancient  school-fellows  to  each  other's  complaints  and 
wrongs.     The  only  other  confidante  in  the  refuge  selected 
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for  the  child  was  a  member  of  the  same  commonitj  as 
Braddell,  who  kindly  undertook  to  search  for  a  pioos, 
godly  woman,  who,  apon  sach  pecuniary  considerations 
as  Braddell,  by  robbing  his  creditors,  could  afford  to  be- 
stow, would  permanently  offer  to  the  poor  infant  a  mother's 
home  and  a  mother's  care.  When  this  woman  was  found, 
Braddell  confided  his  child  to  Ardworth,  with  such  a  sum 
as  he  could  scrape,  together  for  its  future  maintenance. 
And  to  Ardworth,  rather  than  to  his  fellow-sectarian,  this 
double  trust  was  given,  because  the  latter  feared  scandal 
and  misrepresentation,  if  he  should  be  ostensibly  mixed  up 
in  so  equiyocal  a  charge.  Poor  and  embarrassed  as  Wal- 
ter Ardworth  was,  Braddell  did  not  for  once  misinterpret 
character  when  he  placed  the  money  in  his  hands,  and  this 
because  the  characters  we  have  known  in  transparent  boy- 
hood we  have  known  forever.  Ardworth  was  reckless 
and  his  whole  life  had  been  wrecked — his  whole  nature 
materially  degraded — by  the  want  of  common  thrift  and 
prudence.  His  own  money  slipped  through  his  fingers 
and  left  him  surrounded  by  creditors,  whom,  rigidly  speak- 
ing, he  thus  defrauded ;  but  direct  dishonesty  was  as  wholly 
out  of  the  chapter  of  his  vices  as  if  he  had  been  a  man  of 
the  strictest  principles  and  the  steadiest  honor. 

The  child  was  gone — the  father  died — Lucretia  re- 
turned, as  we  have  seen  in  GFrabman's  letter,  to  the  bouse 
of  death,  to  meet  suspicion  and  cold  looks,  and  menial 
accusations,  and  an  inquest  on  the  dead :  but  through  all 
this  the  reft  tigress  mourned  her  stolen  whelp.  As  soon 
as  all  evidence  against  her  was  proved  legally  groundless^ 
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and  she  had  leave  to  depart,  she  searched  blindly  and 
frantically  for  her  lost  child  ;  bat  in  vain.  The  utter  and 
penniless  destitution  in  which  she  was  left  bj  her  husband's 
decease  did  not  suffice  to  terminate  her  maddening  chase. 
On  foot  she  wandered  from  village  to  village,  and  begged 
her  way,  wherever  a  false  clew  misled  her  steps. 

At  last,  in  reluctant  despair,  she  resigned  the  pursuit, 
and  found  herself  one  day  in  the  midst  of  the  streets  of 
London,  half  famished  and  in  rags;  and  before  her  sud- 
denly, now  grown  into  vigorous  youth — blooming,  sleek, 
and  seemingly  prosperous  —  stood  Gabriel  Yamey.  By 
her  voice,  as  she  approached  and  spoke,  he  recognized  his 
step-mother ;  aud,  after  a  short  pause  of  hesitation,  he  led 
her  to  his  home.  It  is  not  our  purpose  (for  it  is  not 
necessary  to  those  passages  of  their  lives  from  which  we 
have  selected  the  thread  of  our  tale)  to  follow  these  two, 
thus  united,  through  their  general  career  of  spoliation  and 
crime.     Birds  of  prey,  they  searched  in  human  follies  and 

4 

human  errors  for  their  food :  sometimes  severed,  some- 
times together,  their  interests  remained  one.  Yarney  pro- 
fited by  the  mightier  and  subtler  genius  of  evil  to  which  he 
had  lashed  himself;  for,  caring  little  for  luxuries,  and  dead 
to  the  softer  senses,  she  abandoned  to  him  readily  the 
larger  share  of  their  plunder.  Under  a  variety  of  names 
and  disguises,  through  a  succession  of  frauds,  some  vast  and 
some  mean,  but  chiefly  on  the  Continent,  they  had  pur- 
sued their  course,  eluding  all  danger  and  baffling  all  law. 

Between  three  and  four  years  before  this  period,  Yarney 's 
uncle,  the  painter,  by  one  of  those  unexpected  caprices  of 
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fortane  which  sometimes  find  hehrs  to  a  millionaire  at  the 
weaver's  loom  or  the  laborer's  plow,  had  saddenlj,  bj  the 
death  of  a  very  distant  kiDsman,  whom  he  had  never  seen, 
come  into  possession  of  a  small  estate,  which  he  sold  for 
6000Z.  Retiring  from  his  profession,  he  lived,  as  com- 
fortably as  his  shattered  constitution  permitted,  apon  the 
interest  of  this  snm ;  and  he  wrote  to  his  nephew,  then  at 
Paris,  to  commnnicate  the  good  news,  and  oflbr  the  hospi- 
tality of  his  hearth.  Yarney  hastened  to  London.  Shortly 
afterward  a  nnrse,  recommended  as  an  experienced,  osefal 
person  in  her  profession,  by  Nicholas  Grabman,  who,  in 
many  a  tortnons  scheme,  had  been  Gabriel's  confederate, 
was  installed  in  the  poor  painter's  house.  <  From  that  time 
his  infirmities  increased.  He  died,  as  his  doctor  said,  "  by 
abstaining  from  the  stimulants  to  which  his  constitution 
had  been  so  long  accustomed ;"  and  Gabriel  Vamey  waa 
sammoned  to  the  reading  of  the  will.  To  his  inconceiva- 
ble disappointment,  instead  of  bequeathing  to  his  nephew 
the  free  disposal  of  his  60001.,  that  snm  was  assigned  to 
trustees  for  the  benefit  of  Gabriel  and  his  children  yet  nn- 
bom :  "An  inducement,"  said  the  poor  testator,  tenderly, 
"for  the  boy  to  marry  and  reform !"  So  that  the  nephew 
could  only  enjoy  the  interest,  and  had  no  control  over  the 
capital.  The  interest  of  60001.  invested  in  the  Bank  of 
En^and,  was  flood,  naud  to  the  voluptoous  spendtl^tft, 
Gabriel  Vamey  I 

Now,  these  trustees  were  selected  from  the  painter^ 
earlier  and  more  respectable  associates,  who  had  dropped 
blm,  it  is  true,  in  his  days  of  beggary  and  disrepute,  but 
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whom  the  fortune  that  made  him  respectable  had  again 
conciliated.  One  of  these  trustees  had  lately  retired  to 
pass  the  remainder  of  his  days  at  Boulogne; — the  other 
was  a  hypochondriacal  valetudinarian.  Neither  of  them, 
in  short,  a  man  of  business.  .  Gabriel  was  left  to  draw  out 
the  interest  of  th^  money,  as  it  became  periodically  due,  at 
the  Bank  of  England.  In  a  few  months,  the  trustee  set- 
tled at  Boulogne  died — the  trust  of  course  lapsed  to  Mr. 
Stubmore,  the  valetudinarian  survivor.  Soon  pinched  by 
extravagances,  and  emboldened  by  the  character  and  help* 
less  state  of  the  surviving  trustee,  Yarney  forged  Mr.  Stub- 
more's  signature  to  an  order  on  the  bank  to  sell  on  such 
portion  of  the  capital  as  his  wants  required.  The  impunity 
of  one  offense  begot  courage  for  others,  till  the- whole  was 
well-nigh  expended.  Upon  these  sums  Yarney  had  lived 
very  pleasantly,  and  he  saw  with  a  deep  sigh  the  approach- 
ing failure. of  so  facile  a  resource. 

In  one  of  the  melancholy  moods  engendered  by  this 
reflection,  Varney  happened  to  be  in  the  very  town  in 
France  in  which  the  Mainwarings,  in  their  later  years, 
had  taken  refuge,  and  from  which  Helen  had  been  re- 
moved to  the  roof  of  Mr.  Fielden.  By  accident  he  heard 
the  name,  and,  his  curiosity  leading  to  further  inquiries, 
learned  that  Helen  was  made  an  heiress  by  the  will  of  her 
gmndfather.  With  this  knowledge  came  a  thought  of  the 
most  treacherous,  the  most  miscreant  and  the  vilest  crime, 
that  even  he  yet  had  perpetrated ;  so  black  was  it,  that 
for  awhile  he  absolutely  struggled  against  it  But  in  guilt 
there  seems  ever  a  Necessity  that  urges  on  step  after  step 
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—-to  the  last  consnmmation.  Varnej  reeeired  a  letter  to 
inform  bim  that  the  last  snrriving  trastee  was  no  more,  that 
the  trust  was,  therefore,  dow  centered  in  his  son  and  heir, 
that  that 'gentleman  was  at  present  very  bnsj  in  settling 
his  own  affairs,  and  examining  into  a  very  mismanaged 
property  in  Devonshire,  which  had  de?olyed  upon  him; 
bat  that  he  hoped  in  a  few  months  to  discharge  more  effi- 
ciently, than  his  father  had  done,  the  duties  of  trustee,  and 
that  some  more  profitable' investment  than  the  Bank  of 
England  would  probably  occur. 

This  new  trustee  was  known  personally  to  Yamey — a 
contemporary  of  his  own,  and,  in  earlier  yonth,  a  pupil  to 
his  uncle.  But,  since  then,  he  had  made  way  in  life,  and 
retired  from  the  Profession  of  Art.  This  younger  Stub- 
more  he  knew  to  be  a  bustling,  officious  man  of  business 
— somewhat  greedy  and  covetous,  but  withal  somewhat 
weak  of  purpose,  good  natured  in  the  main,  and  with  a 
little  lukewarm  kindness  for  Gabriel,  as  a  quondam  fellow- 
pupil.  That  Stubmore  would  discover  the  fraud  was  evident 
—that  he  would  jdeclare  it,  for  his  own  sake,  was  evident 
also — that  the  bank  would  prosecute — that  Varney  wonki 
be  convicted,  was  no  less  surely  to  be  apprehended.  There 
was  only  one  chance  left  to  the  forger— if  he  could  get  into 
his  hands,  and  in  time,  before  Stubmore's  bustling  interfer- 
ence, a  sum  sufficient  to  replace  what  had  been  frandnleatly 
taken — he  might  easily  manage,  be  thought,  to  prevent  the 
forgery  ever  becoming  known.  Nay,  if  Stubmore,  roased 
into  strict  personal  investigation,  by  the  new  Power  of  At- 
torney, which  a  new  investment  in  the  bank  would  raider 
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ttecessarj,  should  ascertain  what  had  oocnrred,  bis  liabili- 
ties being  now  indemnified,  and  the  money  replaeed,  Yar- 
ney  thoaght  he  coaM  confidently  rely  on  his  ci-devant 
Cellow-pupiPs  assent  to  wink  at  the  forgery  and  hnsh  up 
the  matter.  Bot  this  was  his  only  chance.  How  was  the 
money  to  be  gained?  He  thought  of  Helen's  fortune, 
und  the  last  scruple  gave  way  to  the  imminence  of  his 
{>eril  and  the  urgency  of  his  fears.^ 

With  this  decision,  be  repaired  to  Lucretia,  whose  con- 
currence was  necessary  to  his  designs.  Long  habits  of 
erime  had  now  deepened  still  more  the  dark  and  stem 
<color  of  that  dread  woman's  somber  nature.  But  through 
all  that  had  ground  the  humanity  from  her  soul,  one  hu- 
man sentiment,  fearfully  tainted  and  adulterated  as  it  was, 
^till  struggled  for  life — the  memory  of  the  mother.  It  was 
by  this,  her  least  criminal  emotion,  that  Yarney  led  her  to 
the  worst  of  her  crimes.  He  ofifered  to  sell  out  the  re- 
mainder of  the  trust-money  by  a  fresh  act  of  forgery — to  • 
dcTOte  such  proceeds  to  the  search  for  her  lost  Yincent; 
be  reviyed  the  hopes  she  had  long  since  gloomily  relin- 
quished, till  she  began  to  conceive  the  discovery  easy  and 
certain.  He  then  brought  before  her  the  prospect  of  that 
son's  succession  to  Laughton-^but  two  lives  now  between 
him  and  those  broad  lands — those  two  lives,  associated 
with  just  cause  of  revenge  l-^wo  lives  I  Lucretia;  till  then, 
did  not  know  that  Susan  had  left  a  child — that  a  pledge  of* 
those. nuptials,  to  which  she  imputed  all  her  infamy,  ex- 
isted to  revive  a  jealousy  never  extinguished,  appeal  to  the 
bate  that  had  grown  out  of  her  love.    More  readily  than 
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Tarney  had  anticipated,  and  with  fierce  exaitation,  she  fell 
into  his  horrible  schemes. 

Thus  had  she  returned  to  England,  and  claimed  the 
guardianship  of  her  niece.  Yarney  engaged  a  dall  hoase 
in  the  soburb,  and  looking  oot  for  a  servant  not  likely  to 
snspect  and  betray,  found  the  narse  who  had  watched  over 
his  uncle's  last  illness ;  but  Lucretia,  according  to  her  in- 
yariable  practice,  reject^  all  inenial  accomplices — reposed 


no  confidence  in  the  tools  of  her  black  deeds.  Feigning 
an  infirmity  that  would  mock  all  suspicion  of  the  hand  that 
mixed  the  draught,  and  the  step  that  stole  to  the  slnnaber, 
she  defied  the  justice  of  earth,  and  stood  alone  under  the 
omniscience  of  heaven. 

Various  considerations  had  delayed  the  execution  of  the 
atrocious  deed  so  coldly  contemplated.  Lncretia  herself 
drew  back ;  perhaps  more  daunted  by  conscience  than  she 
herself  was  distinctly  aware, — and  disguising  her  scruples 
in  those  yet  fouler  refinements  of  hoped  revenge  which  her 
conversations  with  Yarney  have  betrayed  to  the  reader. 
The  failure  of  the  earlier  researches  for  the  lost  Yincent, 
the  suspended  activity  of  Stnbmore,  left  the  more  impa- 
tient murderer  leisure  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  St.  John, 
steal  into  the  confidence  of  Helen,  and  render  the  insur- 
ances on  the  life  of  the  latter  less  open  to  suspicion  than 
if  effected  immediately  on  her  entrance  into  that  shamble- 
house,  and  before  she  could  be  supposed  to  form  that  affec- 
tion for  her  aunt  which  made  probable  so  tender  a  fore- 
thought. These  causes  of  delay  now  vanished,  the  Pares 
closed  the  abrupt  woof,  and  lifted  the  impending  shears. 


LUGRETIA.  209 

Lncretia  bad  long  since  dropped  the  name  of  Braddell. 
She  shrank  from  proclaiming  those  second  spousals,  sullied 
by  the  degradation  to  which  they  had  exposed  her,  and 
the  suspicions  implied  on  the  inquest  on  her  husband,  until 
the  hour  for  acknowledging  her  son  should  arrive.  She 
resumed,  therefore,  the  name  of  Dalibard,  and  by  that  we 
will  continue  to  call  her.  Nor  was  Yamey  uninfluential 
in  dissuading  her  from  proclaiming  her  second  marriage 
till  occasion  necessitated.  If  the  son  were  discovered,  and 
the  proofs  of  his  birth  in  the  keeping  of  himself  and  his 
accomplice,  his  avarice  naturally  suggested  the  expediency 
of  wringing  from  that  son  some  pledge  of  adequate  reward 
on  succession  to  an  inheritance  which  they  alone  could 
secure  to  him :  out  of  this  fancied  fund,  not  only  Grab- 
man,  but  his  employer,  was  to  be  paid.  The  concealment 
of  the  identity  between  Mrs.  Braddell  and  Madame  Dali- 
bard might  facilitate  such  an  arrangement.  This  idea 
Yamey  locked  as  yet  in  his  own  breast  He  did  not  dare 
to  speak  to  Lucretia  of  the  bargain  he  ultimately  meditated 
with  her  son. 

18*  2l 
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CHAPTER    XIX 


MR.  GBABMAN's  ABVSNTUBSS. 

Thb  laekejs  in  their  dress-liveries  stood  at  the  porch  of 
LangbtoDy  as  the  postilioDS  drove  rapidly  along  the  road, 
sweeping  through  venerable  groves  tinged  with  the  hoes 
of  aotnmn,  ap  to  that  stately  pile.     From  the  window  of 
the  large  cambrons   vehicle,  which  Percival,  xnindfal  oi 
Madame  Dalibard's  infirmity,  had  hired  for  her  special  ac- 
commodation, Lncretia  looked  keenly  forth.   On  the  slope 
of  the  hill  grouped  the  deer,  and  below,  where  the  lake 
gleamed,  the  swan  rested  on  the  wave.     Farther  on  to  the 
left,  gannt  and  stag-headed,  rose,  living  still,  from  tJie 
depth  of  the  glen,  Ouy's  memorable  oak.     Coming  now 
in   sight,  though   at  a   distance,  the  gray  church  tower 
emerged  from  the  surrounding  masses  of  solemn  foliage. 
Suddenly,  the  road  curves  round,  and  straight  before  her 
(the  rooks  cawing  above  the  turrets,  the  sun  reflected  from 
the  vanes)  Lucretia  gazes  on  the  halls  of  Langhton.   And 
didst  thou  not,  oh  Guy's  oak,  murmur  warning  from  thine 
oracular  hollows?     And   thou,  who  sleepest  below  the 
church  tower,  didst  thou  not  turn.  Miles  St  John,  in  thy 
grave,  when,  with  such  tender  care,  the  young  Lord  of 

Laughton  bore  that  silent  guest  across  his  threshold,  a'nd 
(210) 
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with  credaloas,  maistened  eyes,  welcomed  Treason  and 
Murder  to  his  hearth? 

There,  at  the  porch,  paused  Helen,  gazing  with  the  rapt 
eye  of  the  poetess  on  the  broad  landscape,  checkered  by 
the  yast  shadows  cast  from  the  setting  snn.  There,  too, 
by  her  side,  lingered  Varney,  with  an  artist's  eye  for  the 
stately  scene,  till  a  thonght,  not  of  art,  changed  the  face  of 
the  earth,  and  the  view  without  mirrored  back  the  Gol- 
gotha of  his  sonl. 

Leave  them  thus — we  must  hurry  on. 

One  day  a  traveler  stopped  his  gig  at  a  public  house  in 
a  village  in  Lancashire.  He  chucked  the  rein  to  the  ostler, 
and  in  reply  to  a  question  what  oats  should  be  given  to 
the  horse,  said — '*Hay  and  water — the  beast  is  on  job." 
Then  sauntering  to  the  bar,  he  called  for  a  glass  of  raw 
brandy  for  himself;  and  while  the  host  drew  the  spirit 
forth  from  the  tap,  he  asked,  carelessly,  if,  some  years  ago, 
a  woman  of  ^tbe  name  of  Joplin  had  not  resided  in  the 
village. 

"  It  is  strange,"  said  the  host,  musingly. 

"What  is  strange  ?" 

''Why,  we  have  just  had  a  gent,  asking  the  same  ques- 
tion. I  have  only  been  here  nine  year  come  December, 
but  my  old  ostler  was  born  in  the  village,  and  never  left 
.it.  So  the  gent  had  in  the  ostler,  and  he  is  no^  gone 
into  the  village  to  pick  up  what  else  he  can  learn." 

This  intelligence  seemed  to  surprise  and  displease  the 
traveler.  "What  the  deuce,"  he  muttered,  "does  Jason 
mistrust  me?     Has  he  set  another  dog  on  the  scent? 
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Humph  1"    He  dnined  off  his  brandy,  and  lallied  forth  ta 
confer  with  the  ostler. 

"Well,  mj  friend, "  aaid  Mr.  Grabman,  for  tbe  traTeler 
was  DO  other  than  that  worth; — "well,  so  joo  remember 
Mrs.  Joplia,  more  than  twent;  years  ago — eh  ?" 

"Teea,  I  guess;  more  than  twenty  years  sioce  she  left 
the  Fleck,"* 

"Ah  I  she  seems  to  have  been  a  restless  body — she  hod 
a  child  with  herT" 
"Yees,  I  moind  that." 

"And  I  dare  say  yon  heard  her  say  tbe  child  was  not 
her  own,  that  she  was  paid  well  for  it,  eh  7" 

"Noa;  my  missna  did  not  loike  me  to  chaffer  moch 
with  neighbor  JopHn,  for  she  waa  bat  a  bad  'no — pretty 
fease,  too.  She  lived  agin  the  wojAf  yonder,  where  yoo 
see  that  gent  coming  oat." 

"  Oho  I  that  ia  the  gent  who  was  asking  after  Mrs.  Jop- 
•in  ?" 

"Tees;  and  he  giv'  me  half  a  croon  I"  aaid  the  clever 
istler,  holding  oat  his  hand. 

Mr.  Qrabman,  too  thoagbtfal,  too  jealous  of  hia  riTsI, 
;o  take  the  hint  at  that  moment,  darted  off,  as  fast  as  bis 
;hin  legs  could  carry  him,  toward  the  unwelcome  interferer 
n  his  own  busiaess. 

Approaching  tbe  gentleman — a  tall,  powerfnI-IookiD; 
ronng  man — he  somewhat  softened  bis  tone,  and  mecbaif 
ically  touched  his  hat  as  be  said : 

*  PUci, — Lanosahire  and  TorkBhire,  sjaonym  for  plaai. 
^  Atiflki, — wall. 
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"What,  sir,  are  you,  too,  in  searcb  of  Mrs.  Joplin?" 

"  Sir,  I  am,"  aDSwered  the  young  man,  eyeing  Grabman 
deliberately,  ''and  you,  I  suppose,  are  the  person  I  have 
found  before  me  on  the  same  searcb, — first,  at  Liverpool; 
next,  at  C-        ,  about  fifteen  miles  from  that  town ;  thirdly, 

at  L ;   and  now  we  meet  here.     You  have  had  the 

start  of  me*     What  have  yon  learned  ?" 

Mr.  Qrabman  smiled :  **  Softly,  sir,  softly.  May  I  first 
ask  (since  open  questioning  seems  the  order  of  the  day) 
whether  I  have  the  honor  to  address  a  brother  practitioner 
-'-one  of  the  law,  sir — one  of  the  law  ?" 

"I  am  one  of  the  law." 

Mr.  Grabman  bowed  and  scowled. 

"And  may  I  make  bold  to  ask  the  name  of  your  client  ?" 

''  Certainly,  you  may  ask.  Every  man  has  a  right  to 
ask  what  he  pleases,  in  a  civil  way." 

''Bot  you'll  not  answer?  Deep  I  Oh,  I  understand! 
Very  good^  But  I  am  deep  too,  sir.  You  know  Mr. 
Varney,  I  suppose  ?" 

The  gentleman  looked  surprised.  His  bushy  brows  met 
over  his  steady,  sagacious  eyes ;  but  after  a  moment's 
pause,  the  expression  of  the  face  cleared  up. 

"  It  is  as  I  thought,"  he  said  half  to  himself.  "  Who 
else  could  have  bad  an  interest  in  similar  inqairies  ?  Sir," 
he  added,  with  a  quick  and  decided  tone,  "  you  are,  doubt- 
less, employed  by  Mr.  Yarney  on  behalf  of  Madame  Dali- 
bard,  and  in  search  of  evidence  connected  with  the  loss 
of  an  unhappy  infant.  I  am  on  the  same  quest  and  for 
the  same  end.     The  interests  of  your  client  are  mine. 

18* 
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Two  heads  are  better  than  one ;  let  ns  unite  onr  ingenaitj 
and  endeavors." 

''And  share  the  pec,  I  suppose  ?"  said  Orabman,  dryly, 
bnttoning  np  his  pockets. 

"  Whatever  fee  jon  may  expect,  yon  will  have  anyhow, 
whether  I  assist  yon  or  not.  I  expect  no  fee-^far  naine  is 
a  personal  interest,  which  I  serve  gratnitonsly ;  bat  I  ean 
undertake  to  promise  yon,  on  my  own  part,  more  than  the 
ordinary  professioniU  reward  for  your  co-operation." 

''Well,  sir,"  said  Grabman,  mollified,  ''yon  speak  very 
much  like  a  gentleman.  My  feelings  were  hurt  at  first,  I 
own.  I  am  hasty,  bat  I  can  listen  to  reason.  Will  you 
wialk  back  with  me  to  the  house  you  have  just  left  ?  and 
snppose.we  then  turn  in  and  have  a  ehop  tog^her,  and 
compare  notes." 

"  Willingly  I"  answered  the  tall  stranger,  and  the  two 
inquisitors  amicably  joined  company.  The  result  of  tiieir 
inquiries  was  not,  however,  very  satisfactory*  No  one 
knew  whither  Mrs.  Joplin  had  gone,  though  all  agreed  it 
was  in  company  with  a  man  of  bad  character  and  vagrant 
habits^-all  agreed,  too,  in  the  vague  recollection  of  the 
child,  and  some  remembered  that  it  was  dressed  in  clothes 
finer  than  would  have  been  natural  to  an  infant  legally 
and  filially  appertaining  to  Mrs.  Joplin.  One  old  woman 
remembered,  that  on  her  reproaching  Mrs.  Joplin  for  some 
act  of  great  cruelty  to  the  poor  babe,  she  replied  that  it 
was  not  her  flesh  and  blood,  and  that  if  she  had  not  ex- 
pected more  than  she  had  got,  she  would  never  have  nnde^ 
taken  the  charge.     On  comparing  the  information  gleaned 
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at  the  previous  places  of  their  research,  they  found  an  eo>- 
tire  agreement  as  to  the  character  personally  borne  bj 
Mrs.  Joplin.  At  the  village  to  which  their  incfuiry  had 
been  first  directed,  she  was  known  as  a  respectable,  pre- 
cise young  woman,  one  of  a  small  congregation  of  rigid 

0 

dissenters.  She  had  married  a  member  of  the  sect,  and 
borne  him  a  child,  which  died  two  weeks  after  birth.  She 
was  then  seen  nursing  another  infant— though  how  she 
came  by  it,  none  knew.  Shortly  after  this,  her  husband,  a 
journeyman  carpenter  of  good  repute,  died;  but  to  the 
surprise  of  the  neighbors,  Mrs.  Joplin  continued  to  live 
as  comfortably  as  before,  and  seemed  not  to  miss  the  wages 
of  her  husband ;  nay,  she  rather  now,  as  if  before  kept 
back  by  the  prudence  of  the  deceased,  launched  into  a  less 
thrifty  mode  of  life,  and  a  gayety  of  dress  at  variance  both 
with  the  mourning  her  recent  loss  should  have  imposed, 
and  the  austere  tenets  of  her  sect.  This  indecorum  ex- 
cited angry  curiosity,  and  drew  down  stern  remonstrance. 
Mrs.  Joplin,  in  apparent  disgust  at  this  intermeddling  with 
her  affairs,  withdrew  from  the  village  to  a  small  town, 
about  twenty  miles  distant,  and  there  set  up  a  shop.  Bat 
her  moral  lapse  became  now  confirmed ;  her  life  was  noto- 
riously abandoned;  and  her  house  the  resort  of  all  the 
reprobates  of  the  place.  Whether  her  means  began  to  be 
ezhanste^,  or  the  scandal  she  provoked  attracted  the  notice 
of  the  magistrates  and  imposed  a  check  on  her  course, 
was  not  very  certain,  but  she  sold  off  her  goods  suddenly, 
and  was  next  tracked  to  the  village  in  which  Mr.  Grabman 
met  bis  netr  coadjutor^  and  there,  though  her  conduct  was 
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less  flagrant  and  her  expanses  less  reckless,  she  made  bat  a 
Tery  unfavorable  impression,  which  was  confirmed  bj  her 
flight  with  an  itinerant  hawker  of  the  lowest  possible  char- 
acter. Seated  over  their  port  wine,  the  two  gentlemen 
compared  their  experiences,  and  consulted  on  the  best 
mode  of  remending  the  broken  thread  of  their  research; 
when  Mr.  Orabman  said,  coolly,  ''But,  after  all,  I  think  it 
most  likely  that  we  are  not  on  the  right  scent.   This  bant- 

» 

ling  may  not  be  the  one  we  search  for." 

"Be  not  misled  by  that  doubt     To  arrive  at  the  evi- 
dence we  desire,  we  must  still  track  this  wretched  woman." 

"  You  are  certain  of  that  ?" 

"Certain." 

"Hem  I    Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  Mr.  Walter  Ard- 
worth  ?" 

"Yes;  what  of  him?" 

"  Why,  he  can  best  tell  us  where  to  look  for  the  child." 

"  I  am  sure  he  would  counsel  as  I  do." 

"  You  know  him,  then  ?" 

"I  do." 

"  What  1— he  lives  still  ?" 

"I  hope  so." 

"  Can  you  bring  me  across  him  ?" 

"  If  necessary." 

"And  that  young  man,  who  goes  by  his  name,  brought 
up  by  Mr.  Fielden ?" 

"  Well,  sir  f" 

"  Is  he  not  the  son  of  Mr.  Braddell  ?" 

The  stranger  was  silent,  and,  shading  his  fatfe  with  his 
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• 

handy  seemed  baried  in  thon^t  He  then  rose,  took  up 
his  candle,  and  said  qnietlj : 

''  Sir,  I  wish  joa  good  evening.  I  have  letters  to  write 
in  my  own  room.  I  will  consider  by  to-morrow,  if  yoa 
stay  till  then,  whether  we  can  really  aid  each  other  farther, 
or  whether  we  shoald  parsne  our  researches  separately." 
With  these  words,  he  closed  the  door ;  and  Mr.  Qrabman 
remained  baffled  and  bewildered. 

However,  he  too  bad  a  letter  to  write ;  so,  calling  for 
pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and  a  pint  of  brandy,  he  indited  his 
complaints  and  his  news  to  Yarney : 

"  Jason,"  he  began,  **  are  yon  playing  me  false  ?  Have 
you  set  another  man  on  the  track  with  a  view  to  bilk  me 
of  my  promised  fee  ? — Explain,  or  I  throw  ap  the  busi- 
ness." 

Herewith,  Mr.  Orabman  gave  a  minute  description  of 
the  stranger,  aod  related  pretty  accurately  what  had  passed 
between  that  gentleman  and  himself.  He  then  added  the 
progress  of  his  own  inquiries,  and  renewed,  as  peremptorily 
as  he  dared,  his  demand  for  candor  and  plain  dealing. 
Now,  it  so  happened  that,  in  stumbling  up  stairs  to  bed, 
Mr.  Grabman  passed  the  room  in  which  his  mysterious 
fellow-seeker  was  lodged,  and,  as  is  the  usage  in  hostels,  a 
pair  of  boots  stood  outside  the  door,  to  be  cleaned  betimes 
in  the  morning.  Though  somewhat  drunk,  Grabman  still 
preseryed  the  rays  of  his  habitual  astuteness.  ^A  clever, 
and  a  natural  idea,  shot  across  his  brain,  illuminating  the 
fumes  of  the  brandy ;  he  stooped,  and  while  one  hand  on 
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tbe  wall  gteadidd  his  footing,  with  the  other  he  fished  op 
a  boot,  and  peering  within,  saw  legibly  written — "John 
Ard worth,  Esq.,  Gray's  Inn."  At  that  sight,  be  felt  what 
a  philosopher  feels  at  the  sudden  elaeidation  of  a  trouble* 
some  problem.  Down  stairs  again  tottered  Grabtnao,  re- 
opened his  letter,  and  wrote :  "  P.  &-^I  have  wronged 
yon,  Jason,  by  my  suspicions;  never  mind •^Jubilaie/ 
This  interloper,  who  made  me  so  jealons-^who,  think  yoo, 
it  isf  Why,  yoang  Ard worth  himself — that  is,  the  lad 
9ho  goes  by  snch  name.  '  Now,  is  it  not  clear  f — of  course, 
no  one  else  has  snch  interest  in  learning  his  birth  as  the 
lost  child  himself— ^Here  he  is  I  If  old  Ardworth  lives  (as 
he  says),  old  Ardworth  has  set  him  to  work  on  his  own 
business.  But  then,  that  Fielden — ^rather  a  puzzler  that  I 
Yet,  no ; — now  I  understand — old  Ardworth  gave  the  boy 
to  Mrs.  Joplin,  and  took  it  away  from  her  again  when  he 
went  to  the  parson's.  Now,  certainly,  it  may  be  quite 
necessary  to  prove — first,  that  the  boy  he  took  from  Mr. 
BraddelPs  he  gave  to  Mrs.  Joplin ;  secondly,  that  tbe  boj 
he  left  with  Mr.  Fielden  was  the  same  that  he  took  again 
from  tiiat  woman->-therefore  the  necessity  of  finding  oat 
Mother  Joplin,  an  essential  witness:  Q.  E.  D.,  Master 
Jason  I" 

It  was  not  tUl  the  sun  had  been  some  hours  risen  that 
Mr.  Grabman  imitated  that  luminary's  example.  When 
he  did  so,  he  found,  somewhat  to  his  chagrin,  that  John 
Ardworth  had  long  been  gone.  In  fact,  whatever  the 
motive  that  had  led  the  latter  on  the  search,  he  had  sue- 
eeeded  in  gleaning  from  Grabman  all  that  thai  pecaoa 
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could  commtiDicate,  and  their  interview  had  inspired  him 
with  sach  disgust  of  the  attorney,  and  so  small  an  opinion 
of  the  value  of  his  co-operation  (in  which  last  belief,  per- 
haps, he  was  mistaken),  that  he  had  resolved  to  continue 
his  inquiries  alone,  and  had  already,  in  his  early  morning's 
walk  through  the  village,  ascertained  that  the  man  with 
whom  Mrs.  Joplin  had  quitted  the  place  had  some  time 
after  been  sentenced  to  six  months'  imprisonment  in  (he 
county  jail.  Possibly  the  prison  authorities  might  know 
something  to  lead  to  his  discovery ;  and  through  him  the 
n«w8  of  his  paramour  might  be  gained. 


CHAPTER   XX 

HOBS    OF    HB&    JOPLIN. 

Ohb  day,  at  the  hodr  of  noon,  the  court  boasting  the  tall 
residence  of  Mr.  Orabman  was  startled  from  the  qoiet 
nsoally  reigniag  there  at  broad  daylight,  by  the  appear- 
ance of  two  men,  evidently  no  inhabitants  of  the  place. 
The  squalid,  ill-fayored  denizens  lounging  before  the  doors, 
stared  hard ;  and,  at  the  fuller  view  of  one  of  the  meo, 
most  of  them  retreated  hastily  within.  Then,  in  those 
houses,  you  might  have  heard  a  murmur  of  consternation 
and  alarm.  The  ferret  was  in  the  burrow — a  Bow  Street 
officer  in  the  court  I  The  two  men  paused,  looked  round, 
aifd,  stopping  before  the  dingy  tower-like  house,  selected 
the  bell  which  appealed  to  the  inmates  of  the  ground  floor, 
to  the  left.  At  that  summous  Bill  the  cracksman  impro- 
dently  presented  a  full  yiew  of  his  countenance  through 
his  barred  window;  he  drew  it  back  with  astonishing 
celerity;  but  not  in  time  to  escape  the  eye  of  the  Boir 
Street  runner. 

''  Open  the  door.  Bill — ^there's  nothing  to  fear — I  hare 
no  summons  against  you,  'pon  honor.  You  know  I  nefer 
deceire.    Why  should  I  ?    Open  the  door,  I  say  1'' 

No  answer. 

The  officer  tapped  with  his  cane  at  the  foul  window. 
(220) 
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"Bill I  there's  a  gentlemaD  who  comes  to  yoa  for  in«^ 
formation,  and  he  will  pay  for  it  handsomely." 

Bill  again  appeared  at  the  casement,  and  peeped  forth, 
very  cautioosly,  through  the  bars. 

"Bless  my  vitals,  Mr.  R 1  and  it  is  yon,  is  it? 

What  were  you  saying  about '  paying  handsomely'  ?" 

"  That  your  evidence  is  wanted — not  against  a  pal,  man. 
It  will  hurt  no  one,  and  put  at  least  five  guineas  in  your 
pocket." 

"Ten  guineas  I" '  said  the  Bow  Street  officer's  com- 
panion. 

"  You  he's  a  man  of  'onor,  Mr.  R !"  said  Bill,  em- 
phatically ;  "  and  I  scorns  to  doubt  you — so  here  goes." 

With  that,  he  withdrew  from  the  window,  and  in  another 
minute  or  so  the  door  was  opened,  and  Bill,  with  a  superb 
bow,  asked  his  visitors  into  his  room. 

In  the  interval,  leisure  had  been  given  to  the  cracksman 
to  remove  all  trace  of  the  wonted  educational  employ meijt 
of  his  hopeful  children.  The  urchins  were  seated  on  the 
floor,  playing  at  push-pin ;  and  the  Bow  Street  officer 
benignly  patted  a  pair  of  curly  heads  as  he  passed  them, 
drew  a  chair  to  the  table,  and,  wiping  his  forehead,  sat 
down,  quite  at  home.  Bill  then  deliberately  seated  him- 
self,  and,  unbuttoning  his  waistcoat,  permitted  the  butt- 
ends  of  a  brace  of  pistols  to  be  seen  by  his  guests.     Mr. 

R.'s  companion  seemed  very  unmoved  by  this  significant 

• 

action.     He  bent  one  inquiring  steady  look  on  the  cracks- 
man, which,  as  Bill  afterward  said,  went  through  him 
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''like  a  gimblet  through  a  panny/'  aad,  taking  oat  a  parse. 
through  the  network  of  which  the  BOYereigns  gleamed 
pleasantly,  placed  it  on  the  tabJe,  and  said  : 

"  This  purse  is  yours,  if  you  will  tell  me  what  has  be- 
come of  a  woman  named  Joplin,  with  whom  jon  left  the 
village  of ,  in  Laocashire,  in  the  year  18 — ^." 

"And,"  pat  in  Mr.  B ,  ''the  gentleman  wants  to 

know,  with  no  view  of  harming  the  woman.  It  will  be  to 
her  own  advantage  t^  inform  us  where  she  is." 

'<  Ton  honor,  again  ?"  said  Bill. 

"  Ton  honor  I" 

*'  Well,  then,  I  has  a  heart  in  my  buzzom,  and  if  so  be  I 
can  do  a  good  tarn  to  the  'oman  wot  I  has  loved— and  kep 
company  with, — why  not?" 

" Why  not,  indeed  ?"  said  Mr.  R .     "And  as  we 

want  to  learn  not  only  what  has  become  of  Mrs.  Joplin, 

but  what  she  did  with  the  child  she  carried  off  from , 

begin  at  the  beginning,  and  tell  us  all  you  know." 

Bill  mused. 

**  How  much  is  there  in  the  pas  ?" 

"Eighteen  sovereigns." 


"  Make  it  twenty — ^yon  nod, — twenty  then  ? — a  b«*gain  1 
Now,  I'll  go  on  right  ahead.      You  sees  as  how,  some 

months  arter  we — ^that  js,  Peggy  Joplin  and  self,  left ^ 

I  was  pat  in  quod  in  Lancaster  jail — so  I  lost  sight  of  the 
blowen.  When  I  got  out,  and  came  to  Lnnnun— -it  was  a 
matter  of  seven  year,  afore,  all  of  a  sudding,  I  came  bang 
up  agin  her — at  the  corner  of  Common  Garden.     '  Whj, 
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Bill!*  Bayd  sh^.  *Wby,  Peggy  I'  saya  I — and  we  bussed 
each  other  like  winky.  'Shall  ns  cotte  together  aginf 
says  she.  *  Why,  do/  says  I-^'I  has  a  wife  wots  a  good 
an — and  gets  her  bread  by  setting  up  as  a  widder  with 
seren  small  children  I  By-the-by,  Peg,  what^  a  come  of 
year  brat?' — for  as  yon  says,  sir,  Peg  had  a  child  pnt  out 
to  her  to  nurse.  Lor!  how  she  cuffed  it  I  *The  brat  I' 
says  she,  langhing  !ike  mad — *0h,  I  got  rid  o'  that,  when 
you  were  in  jail,  Bill.^  'As  how  V  says  I.  '  Why,  there 
was  a  woman  begging  agin  St.  PolPs  churchyard — so  I 
pnrtended  to  see  a  frind  at  a  distance  — "  'old  the  babby  a 
moment,"  says  I,  pufiSng  and  panting — "while  I  ketches 
my  fnnd  yonder."  So  she  'olds  the  brat,  and  I  never  sees 
it  agin; — and  there's  an  ind  of  the  bother!'  'But  won*t 
they  ever  ax  for  the  child — ^them  as  giv'  it  you  ?'  '  Oh  no,' 
says  Peg,  '  they  left  it  too  long  for  that,  and  all  the  tin 
was  agone ;  and  one  mouth  is  hard  enough  to  feed  in  these 
daysl — let  by  other  folks'  bantlings.'  ^Well/  says  I, 
'where  do  yon  hang  out?  I'll  pop  in,  in  a  friendly  way.' 
So  she  tells  me — som'are  in  Lambeth  (I  forgets  hezackly) 
— and  many's  the  good  piece  of  work  we  ha'  done  to- 
gither." 

"And  where  is  she  now?" — asked  Mr.  R 's  com* 

panion. 

"  I  doesn't  know  pupcisely,  but  I  can  com'  at  her :  you 
see,  when  my  poor  wife  died,  four  year  com'  Chris'mas, 
and  left  me  with  as  fine  a  famuly,  tho^  I  says  it,  as  hoM 
King  Georgy  himself  walked  afore,  with  his  gold'^'eaded 
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cane,  on  the  terria  at  Yindsor — all  heights  and  all  hages, 
to  the  babby  in  arms  (for  the  little  nn  there  wam't  abore  a 
year  old,  and  had  been  abronght  op  npon  spoon-meat,  with 
a  dash  o'  blue-rain  to  make  him  slim  and  ginteel);  as  for 
the  bigger  uns  wot  yon  don't  see,  they  be  doin'  well  in  forin 
parts,  Mr.  R 1" 

Mr.  R         smiled  significantly. 

Bill  resumed.  ''Where  was  I  f  Oh,  when  my  wife  died, 
I  wanted  snm  an  to  take  care  of  the  children,  so  I  takes 
Peg  into  the  'ons.  But  Lorl  how  she  larrapped  'em — she 
has  a  cruel  heart — ^hasn't  she.  Bob  1    Bob  is  a  cate  child, 

Mr.  R .    Just  as  I  was  a-thinking  of  turning  her  out 

neck  an'  crop,  a  gemmau  what  lodges  aloft,  wot  be  a  laryer, 

and  wot  had  just  saved  my  nick,  Mr.  R ,  by  proving  a 

halibi,  said,  '  That's  a  tidy  body,  your  Peg  1'  (for  yon  see 
he  was  often  a  wisidog  here,  an'  hindeed,  sin'  thin,  he  has 
taken  our  third  floor,  No.  9) — 'I've  bin  a-speakin'  to  her, 
and  I  find  she  has  been  a  nuss  to  the  sick.  I  has  a  frind 
wots  a  huncle  that's  ill,  can  you  spare  her,  Bill,  to  attind 
him  ?'  '  That  I  can,'  says  I,  '  anything  to  obleedge.'  So 
Peg  packs  off — bag  and  baggidge." 

"And  what  was  the  sick  gentleman's  name  ?"  asked  Mr. 
R.'s  companion. 

"It  was  one  Mr.  Warney  —  a  painter,  wot  lived  at 
Clap'am.  Since  thin  I've  lost  sight  of  Peg ;  for  we  had 
'igh  words  about  the  children, — and  she's  a  spiteful  'oman. 
But  yon  can  lam  where  she  be  at  Mr.  Warney's — ^if  so  be 
he's  still  above  ground." 
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''And  did  this  woman  still  go  bj  the  name  of  Joplin  ?" 

Bill  grinned :  "  She  warn't  sacb  a  spooney  as  that-— 
that  name  was  in  jonr  black  books  too  mnch,  Mr.  R  ', 
for  a  'spectable  nuss  for  sick  bodies;  no,  she  was  then 
called  Martha  Skeggs,  what  was  her  own  mother's  name 
afore  marridge.     Anything  more,  gemmen  V 

'M  am  satisfied,"  said  the  younger  yisitor,  rising ;  ''there 

is  the  purse,  and  Mr.  K will  bring  yon  ten  sovereigns 

in  addition.     Oood  day  to  you." 

Bill,  with  superabundant  bows  and  flourishes,  showed 
his  visitors  out,  and  then,  in  high  glee,  he  began  to  romp 
with  his  children;  atid  the  whole  family  circle  was  in  a 
state  of  uproarious  enjoyment,  when  the  door  flew  open, 
and  in  entered  Grabman,  his  brief-bag  in  hand,  dust-soiled, 
and  unshaven. 

"Aha,  neighbor  I  your  servant  —  your  servant, — just 
come  back!  —  always  so  merry  —  for  the  life  of  me,  I 
couldn't  help  looking  in  I  Dear  me.  Bill  1  why,  you're  in 
luck  I"  and  Mr.  Grab  man  pointed  to  a  pile  of  sovereigns 
which  Bill  had  emptied  from  the  purse  to  count  over  and 
weigh  on  the  tip  of  his  forefinger. 

"Yes,"  said  Bill,  sweeping  the  gold  into  his  corduroy 
pocket ;  "  and  who  do  you  think  brought  me  these  shiners  ? 
Why,  who  but  old  Peggy,  the  'oman  wot  you  put  out  at 
Clap'am." 

"  Well,  never  mind  Peggy  now,  Bill ;  I  want  to  ask  you 

what  you  have  done  with  Margaret  Joplin — whom,  sly 

seducer  that  you  are,  you  carried  off  from " 

2m 
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"  Why,  man,  Peggy  be  Joplia,  and  Joplln  be  Peggy  I-^ 
aud  it's  for  that  piece  of  noos  that  I  got  all  them  p?etty 
new  picters  of  his  majesty,  Bill—- my  namesake,  God  bUss 
'im  V* 

"D^— D,''  exclaimed  Orabman,  aghast— .''the  young 
chap's  spoiling  my  game  again  I"  And  seizing  ap  his 
brief-bag,  he  darted  oat  of  the  hoase,  in  the  hope  to  arrlTe, 
«t  least,  at  Clapham  before  his  eompetltonL 


CHAPTER    XXI. 

*    beck's  discovery. 

Under  the  cedar-trees,  at  Laaghton,  sate  that  accarsed 
and  abhorrent  being,  who  sate  there  joong,  Impassioned, 
hopefal,  as  Laeretia  Clavering — under  the  old  cedar-trees, 
which,  saTe  that  their  vast  branches  cast  an  imperceptibly 
broader  shade  oyer  the  mossy  sward,  the  irrevocable 
winters  had  left  the  same.  Where,  through  the  nether 
boughs,  the  autumn  sunbeams  came  aslant,  the  windows, 
enriched  by  many  a  haughty  scutcheon,  shone  brightly 
against  the  western  rays.  From  the  flower-beds  in  the 
quaint  garden  near  at  hand,  the  fresh  yet  tranquil  air 
wafted  faint  perfumes  from  the  lingering  heliotrope  and 
fading  rose.  The  peacock  perched  dozingly  on  the  heavy 
balustrade ;  the  blithe  robin  hopped  busily  along  the  sun- 
track  on  the  lawn ;  in  the  distance  the  tinkling  bells  of  the 
flock,  the  plaining  low  of  some  wandering  heifer,  while, 
breaking  the  silence,  seemed  still  to  blend  with  the  repose. 
All  images  around  lent  themselves  to  complete  that  picture 
of  stately  calm,  which  is  the  character  of  those  old  mansion 
houses,  which  owner  after  owner  has  loved  and  heeded, — 
leaving  to  them  the  graces  of  antiquity,  guarding  them 
from  the  desolation  of  decay. 

Alone  sate  Lucretia,  under  the  cedar-trees,  and  her 
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heart  made  dismal  contrast  to  the  noble  tranquillity  that 
breathed  aroond.  From  whatever  softening  or  repentant 
emotions  which  the  scene  of  her  joath  might  first  bare 
awakened — ^from  whatever  of  less  nnholj  anguish  which 
memorj  might  have  caased,  when  she  first  once  more  sate 
under  those  remembered  boughs,  and  aa  a  voice  from  a 
former  world,  some  faint  whisper  of  youthful  love  sighed 
across  the  waste  and  ashes  of  her  devastated  soul, — from  all 
such  rekindled  humanities  in  the  past  she  had  now,  with 
gloomy  power,  wrenched  herself  away.  Crime,  such  as  hers, 
adiqits  not  long  the  sentiment  that  softens  the  remorse  of 
gentler  error.  If  there  wakes  one  moment  from  the  past 
the  warning  and  melancholy  ghost,  soon  from  that  abyss 
rises  the  Fury  with  the  lifted  scourge,  and  hunts  on  the 
frantic  footsteps  toward  the  future.  In  the  future,  the 
haggard  intellect  of  crime  must  live;,  must  involve  itself 
mechanically  in  webs  and  meshes,  and  lose  past  and  present 
in  the  welcome  atmosphere  of  darkness. 

Thus,  while  Lucretia  sate,  and  her  eyes  rested  upon  the 
halls  of  her  youth,  her  mind  overieapt  the  gulf  that  yet 
yawned  between  her  and  the  object  on  which  she  was  bent 
Already,  in  fancy,  that  home  was  hers  again  ; — ^its  present 
possessor  swept  away,  the  interloping  race  of  Yemoo, 
ending  in  one  of  those  abrupt  lines  familiar  to  genealogists, 
which  branch  out  busily  from  the  main  tree,  as  if  all  pith 
and  sap  were  monopolized  by  them,  continue  for  il  single 
generation,  and  than  shrink  into  a  printer's  bracket,  with 
the  formal  laconism,  ''Died  without  issue."  Back,  then, 
in  the  pedigree  would  turn  the  eye  of  some  curious  de- 
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Bcendant,  and  see  the  race  coDtinae  in  the  posteritj  of 
Locretia  Clavering. 

With  all  her  ineffable  vices,  mere  capiditj  had  not,  as  we 
have  often  seen,  been  a  main  characteristic  of  this  fearfal 
woman;  and  in  her  design  to  endow,  by  the  most  de- 
termined guilt,  her  son  with  the  heritage  of  her  ancestors, 
she  had  hitherto  looked  but  little  to  mere  mercenary  ad- 
vantages for  herself;  but  now,  in  tbe  sight  of  that  venera- 
ble and  broad  domain,  a  covetousness,  absolute  in  itself, 
broke  forth.  Could  she  have  gained  it  for  her  own  use, 
rather  than  her  son^s,  she  would  have  felt  a  greater  zest  in 
her  ruthless  purpose.  She  looked  upon  the  scene  as  a 
deposed  monarch  upon  his  usurped  realm;  it  was  her 
right  The  early  sense  of  possession  in  that  inheritance 
returned  to  her.  Reluctantly  would  she  even  yield  her 
claims  to  her  child.  Here,  too,  in  this  atmosphere  she 
tasted  once  more  what  had  long  been  lost  to  her — the 
luxury  of  that  dignified  respect  which  surrounds  the  well 
born.  Here,  she  ceased  to  be  the  suspected  adventuress, 
the  friendless  outcast,  the  needy  wrestler  with  hostile 
fortune,  the  skulking  enemy  of  the  law.  She  rose  at  once, 
and  without  effort,  to  her  original  state  —  the  honored 
daughter  of  an  illustrious  house.  The  homeliest  welcome 
that  greeted  her  from  some  aged  but  nuforgotten  villager, 
the  salutation  of  homage,  the  bated  breath  of  humble 
reverence — even  trifles  like  these  were  dear  to  her,  and 
made  her  the  more  resolute  to  retain  them.  In  her  calm, 
relentless,  onward  vision,  she  saw  herself  enshrined  in  those 
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halls,  rnliDg  in  the  delegated  aathoritj  of  her  son,  safe 
evermore  from  pryiag  suspicion  and  degrading  Deed,  and 
miserable  guilt  for  miserable  objects.    Here,  but  one  great 
crime,  and  she  resumed  the  majesty  of  her  youth  !     While 
thus  dwelling  on  the  future,  her  eye  did  not  even   turn 
from  those  sunlit  towers  to  the  forms  below,  and  more  im- 
mediately intiting  its  survey.     On  the  very  spot  where,  at 
the  opening  of  this  tale,  sate  Sir  Miles  St.  John,  sharing 
his  attention  between  his  dogs  and  his  guest, — sate  now 
Helen  Mainwaring;   against  the  balustrade,  where  bad 
lounged  Charles  Yernon,  leant  Percival  St.  John ;    and 
in  the  same  place  where  he  had  stationed  himself  that 
eventful  evening,  to  distort,  in  his  malignant  sketch,  jthe 
features  of  his  father,  Q-abriel  Varney,  with  almost  the 
same  smile  of  irony  on  his  lips,  was  engaged  in  transfer- 
ring to  his  canvas  a  more  faithful  likeness  of  the  heir's 
intended  bride.     Helen's  countenance,  indeed,  exhibited 
comparatively  but  little  of  the  ravages  which  the  per- 
nicious aliment,  administered  so  noiselessly,  made  upon 
the  frame.     The  girl's  eje,  it  is  true,  had  sunk,  and  there 
was  a  languid  heaviness  in  its  look  ;  but  the  contour  of  the 
cheek  was  so  naturally  rounded,  and  the  features  so  deli- 
cately fine,  that  the  fall  of  the  muscles  was  less  evident ; 
and  the  bright  warm  hue  of  the  complexion,  and  the  pearly 
sparkle  of  the  teeth,  still  gave  a  fallacious  freshness  to  the 
aspect.     But,  as  yet,  the  poisoners  had  forborne  those  in- 
gredients which  invade  the  springs  of  life,  resorting  only 
to  such  as  undermine  the  health  and  prepare  the  way  to 
unsuspected  graves      Out  of  the  infernal  variety  of  the 


LUGRETIA.  231 

materials  at  their  commaDd,  they  had  selected  a  mixtare 
which  works  by  sustaining  perpetual  fever  I  which  gives 
little  pain,  little  saffering,  beyond  that  of  lassitude  and 
thirst ;  which  wastes  like  consumption,  and  yet  puzzles  the 
physician,  by  betraying  few  or  none  of  its  ordinary  symp- 
toms. But  the  disorder,  as  yet,  was  not  incurable — its 
progress  would  gradually  cease  with  the  discontinuance  of 
the  venom. 

Although  October  was  far  advanced,  the  day  was  as 
mild  and  warm  as  August.  But  Percival,  who  had  beeu 
watching  Helen's  countenance,  with  the  anxiety  of  love 
and  fear,  now  proposed  that  the  sitting  should  be  ad- 
journed. The  sun  was  declining,  and  it  was  certainly  no 
longer  safe  for  Helen  to  be  exposed  to  the  air  without 
exercise.  He  proposed  that  they  should  walk  through 
the  garden,  and  Helen,  rising  cheerfully,  placed  her  hand 
on  his  arm.  But  she  had  scarcely  descended  the  steps  of 
the  terrace,  when  she -stopped  short  and  breathed  hard  and 
painfully.  The  spasm  was  soon  over,  and,  walking  slowly 
on,  they  passed  Lucretia  with  a  brief  word  or  two,  and 
were  soon  out  of  sight  among  the  cedars. 

"  Lean  more  on  my  arm,  Helen,"  said  Percival.  "  How 
strange  it  is,  that  the  change  of  air  has  done  so  little  for 
you,  and  our  country  doctor  still  less  I  I  should  feel  mis- 
erable, indeed,  if  Simmons,  whom  my  mother  always  con- 
sidered very  clever,  did  not  assure  me  that  there  was  no 
ground  for  alarm — that  these  symptoms  were  only  nervous 

■ 

Cheer  up,  Helen — sweet  love,  cheer  up !" 
Helen  raised  her  face,  and  strove  to  smile,  but  the  tears 
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Stood  ia  her  eyes:  ''It  would  be  hard  to  die  now,  Per- 
ei?al  I"  she  said,  falteriDglj. 

''To  die  —  oh,  Helen  I  No;  we  mnst  not  stay  here 
longer — the  air  is  certainly  too  keen  for  yon.  Perhaps 
yonr  annt  will  go  to  Italy — why  not  all  go  there,  and  seek 
my  mother?  And  she  will  nnrse  yon^  Helen, — and—- 
and *'    He  conld  not  trust  his  Toiee  further. 

Helen  pressed  his  arm  tenderly :  ''  Forgive  me,  dear 
Percival^— it  is  but  at  moments  that  I  feel  so  despondent 
—  now,  again,  it  is  past.  Ah,  I  so  long  to  see  your 
mother  I  when  will  you  hear  from  her  ?  Are  you  not  too 
sanguine  J — do  you  reiUly  feel  sure  she  will  consent  to  so 
lowly  a  choice  ?" 

"  Never  doubt  her  affection — her  appreciation  of  you,^' 
answered  Percival,  gladly,  and  hoping  that  Helen's  natural 
anxiety  might  be  the  latent  cause  of  her  dejected  spirits : 
**  often  when  talking  of  the  future,  under  these  very  cedars, 
my  mother  has  said — 'You  have  no  cause  to  marry  for 
ambition — marry  only  for  your  happiness.'  She  never  had 
a  daughter — in  return  for  all  her  lo.ve,  I  shall  give  her 
that  blessing." 

Thus  talking,  the  lovers  rambled  on  till  the  sun  set,  and 
then,  returning  to  the  house,  they  found  that  Yarney  and 
Madame  Dalibard  had  preceded  them.  That  evening 
Helen's  spirits  rose  to  their  natural  buoyancj.  And 
Percival's  heart  was  once  more  set  at  ease  by  her  silvery 
laugh. 

When,  at  their  usual  early  hour,  the  rest  of  the  family 
retired  to  sleep,  Percival  remained  in  the  drawing-room. 
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to  write  again,  and  at  length,  to  Lady  Mary  and  Captain 
Greville.  While  thus  engaged,  his  valet  entered  to  say 
that  Beck,  who  had  been  ont  since  the  early  morning  in 
search  of  a  horse  that  had  strayed  from  one  of  the  pas- 
tures, had  just  returned  with  the  animal,  who  had  wandered 
nearly  as  far  as  Southampton. 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Percival,  abstractedly,  and 
continuing  his  letter. 

The  valet  still  lingered — Percival  looked  up  in  surprise. 

"  If  you  please,  sir,  you  said  you  particularly  wished  to 
see  Beck,  when  he  came  back." 

''I— oh,  true  I  Tell  him  to  wait.  I  ^\l\  speak  to  him 
by-and-by — you  need  not  sit  up  for  me — let  Beckjittend  to 
the  bell." 

The  valet  withdrew.  Percival  continued  his  letter,  and 
filled  page  after  page,  and  sheet  after  sheet ;  and  when  at 
length  the  letters,  not  containing  a  tithe  of  what  he  wished 
to  convey,  were  brought  to  a  close,  he  fell  into  a  reverie 
that  lasted  till  the  candles  burnt  low,  and  the  clock  from 
the  turret  tolled  one.  Starting  up  in  surprise  at  the  lapse 
of  time,  Percival  then,  for  the  first  time,  remembered  Beck, 
and  rang  the  bell. 

The  ci'devant  sweeper,  in  his  smart  livery,  appeared  at 
the  door. 

''  Beck,  my  poor  fellow,  I  am  ashamed  to  have  kept  yoa 

waiting  so  long;   but  I  received  a  letter  this  morning 

which  relates  to  you.     Let  me  see,  I  left  it  in  my  study 

up  stairs.     Ah — you'll  never  find  the  way — follow  me — I 

have  some  questions  to  put  to  you." 

20* 
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"  Notbin'  agin  my  carakter,  I  hopes,  jour  'onorT^said 
Beck,  timidly. 

"  Oh,  no  I" 

"  Noos  of  the  mattris,  then  ?"  exclaimed  Beck,  joyfolly. 

**  Nor  that  either,''  answered  Percival,  laughing,  as  he 
lighted  the  chamber  candlestick,  and,  followed  by  Beck, 
ascended  the  grand  staircase  to  a  small  room  which,  as  it 
adjoined  his  sleeping  apartment,  he  had  habitually  used  as 
his  morning  writing-room  and  stndy. 

Percival  hod,  indeed,  received  that  day  a  letter  which 
had  occasioned  him  mnch  surprise;  it  was  from  John 
Ardworth,  and  ran  thus : 

"  My  dear  Pbbcival, — It  seems  that  you  have  taken 
into  your  service  a  yonng  man  known  (mly  by  the  name  of 
Beck.  Is  he  now  with  yon  at  Langhton  7  If  so,  pray  re- 
tain him,  and  suffer  him  to  be  in  readiness  to  eome  to  me  at 
a  day's  notice  if  wanted,  thoagh  it  is  probable  enongh  that  I 
may  rat^r  come  to  you.  At  present,  strange  as  it  may  seem 
to  you,  I  am  detained  in  London  by  business  connected 
with  that  important  personage.  Will  you  ask  him  carelessly, 
as  it  were,  in  the  mean  while,  the  following  questions: 

**  First.  How  did  he  become  possessed  of  a  certain  child's 
coral,  which  he  left  at  the  house  of  one  Becky  Carrathers, 
in  Cole's  Buildings  ? 

"  Secondly.  Is  he  aware  of  any  mark  on  his  arm — ^if  so, 
will  he  describe  it  ? 

*'  Thirdly.  How  long  has  he  known  the  said  Becky  Ca^ 
ruthers? 
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''Fourthly.  Does  be  believe  ber  to  be  bonest,  and 
truthful  ? 

*'  Take  a  memorandum  of  his  answers,  and  send  it  to  me. 
1  am  pretty  well  aware  of  what  they  are  likely  to  be ;  bat 
I  desire  you  to  put  the  questions  that  I  may  judge  if  there 
be  any  discrepancy  between  bis  statement  and  that  of  Mrs. 
Carruthers.  I  have  much  to  tell  you,  and  am  eager  to  re- 
ceive your  kind  congratulations  upon  an  event  that  has  given 
me  more  happiness  than  the  fugitive  success  of  my  little 
book.  Tenderest  regards  to  Helen  ;  and,  hoping  soon  to 
see  you,  ever  affectionately  yours. 

"  P.  S.^ — Say  not  a  word  of  the  contents  of  this  letter  to 
Madame'  Dalibard,  Helen,  or  to  any  one  except  Beck. 
Caution  him  to  the  same  discretion.  If  you  can't  trust  to 
bis  silence,  send  him  to  town." 

When  the  post  brought  this  letter.  Beck  was  already 
gone  on  his  errand,  and  after  puzzling  himself  with  vague 
conjectures,  FercivaPs  mind  had  been  naturally  too  ab- 
sorbed with  his  anxieties  for  Helen  to  recur  much  to  the 
subject. 

Now,  refreshing  his  memory  with  the  contents  of  the 
letter,  be  drew  pen  and  ink  before  him,  put  the  questions 
seriatim^  noted  down  the  lanswers  as  desired,  and  smiling 
at  Beck's  frightened  curiosity  to  know  who  could  possibly 
care  about  such  matters,  and  feeling  confident  (from  that 
very  fright)  of  bis  discretion,  dismissed  the  groom  to  his 
repose. 

Beck  had  never  been  in  that  part  of  the  bouse  before ; 
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and  when  he  got  into  the  corridor,  he  became  bewildered, 
and  knew  not  which  tnm  to  take — ^the  right  or  the  left 
He  had  no  candte  with  him;  bnt  the  moon  came  clear 
through  a  high  and  wide  skylight;  the  light,  howeyer, 
gave  him  no  guide.  While  pausing,  much  perplexed,  and 
not  sure  that  he  should  even  know  again  the  door  of  the 
room  he  had  just  quitted,  if  venturing  to*  apply  to  his 
young  master  for  a  clew  through  such  a  labyrinth,  he  was 
inexpressibly  startled  and  appalled  by  a  sudden  apparition. 
A  door  at  one  end  of  the  corridor  opened  noiselesslj,  and 
a  figure,  at  first  scarcely  distinguishable,  for  it  was  robed 
from  head  to  foot  in  a  black,  shapeless  garb,  scarcely 
giving  even  the  outline  of  the  human  form,  stole  forth. 
Beck  rubbed  his  eyes,  and  crept,  mechanically,  close  withia 
the  recess  of  one  of  the  doors  that  communicated  with  the 
passage.  The  figure  advanced  a  few  steps  toward  him  ; 
and  what  words  can  describe  his  astonishment,  when  he 
beheld  thus  erect,  and  in  full  possession  of  physical  power 
and  motion,  the  palsied  cripple  whose  chair  he  had  often 
seen  wheeled  into  the  garden,  and  whose  unhappy  state 
was  the  common  topic  of  comment  in  the  servants'  hall. 
-^  Yes,  the  moon  from  above  shone  full  upon  that  face  which 
never,  once  seen,  could  be  forgotten.  And  it  seemed  more 
than  mortally  stern  and  pale,  ci^ntrasted  with  the  sable  of 
the  strange  garb,  and  beheld  by  that  mournful  light  Had 
a  ghost,  indeed,  risen  from  the  dead,  it  could  scarcely  haire 
appalled  him  more.  Madame  Dalibard  did  not  see  the 
involuntary  spy ;  for  the  recess  in  which  he  had  crept  was 
on  that  side  of  the  wall  on  which  the  moon's  shadow  was 
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cast  With  a  quick  step,  she  taroed  into  another  roorn^ 
opposite  that  which  she  had  quitted,  the  door  of  which 
stood  ajar,  and  vanished  noiselessly  as  she  had  appeared. 

Taught*  suspicion  by  his  earlier  acquaintance  with  the 
''night-side"  of  human  nature,  Beck  had  good  cause  for 
it  here, — ^this  detection  of  an  imposture  most  familiar  to 
his  experience — that  of  a  pretended  cripple — the  hour  of 
the  night — ^the  evil  expression  on  the  face  of  the  deceitful 
guest — Madame  Dalibard's  familiar  intimacy  and  near  con- 
nection with  Yarney — Yarney  the  visitor  to  Grabman,  who 
received  no  visitors  but  those  who  desire  not  to  go  to  law, 
but  to  escape  from  its  penalties — Yarney,  who  had  dared 
to  brave  the  Kesurrection-man  in  his  den,  and  who  seemed 
so  fearlessly  at  home  in  abodes  where  naught  but  poverty 
could  protect  the  honest — Yarney  now,  with  that  strange 
woman,  an  inmate  of  a  house  in  which  the  master  was  so 
young,  so  inexperienced — so  liable  to  be  duped  by  his  own 
generous  nature, — all  these  ideas  vaguely  combined  in- 
spired Beck  with  as  vague  a  terror ;  surely  something,  he 
knew  not  what,  was  about  to  be  perpetrated  against  his 
benefactor — some  scheme  of  villainy  which  it  was  his  duty 
to  detect.  He  breathed  hard — formed  his  resolves,  and, 
stealing  on  tiptoe,  followed  the  shadowy  form  of  the  poi- 
soner through  the  half- opened  doorway.  The  shutters  of 
^the  room  of  which  he  thus  crossed  the  threshold  were 
not  closed — the  moon  shone  in  bright  and  still.  He  kept 
his  body  behind  the  door — peeping  in  with  straining  fear- 
ful stare.  He  saw  Madame  Dalibard  standing  beside  a 
bed,  round  which  the  curtains  were  closed — standing  for  a 

20* 
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idoment  or  so  motionless,  and  as  if  in  the  act  of  listeniog, 
with  one  hand  on  a  table  beside  the  bed.  He.  then  saw 
her  take  from  the  folds  of  her  dress  something  white  and 
glittering,  and  ponr  from  it,  what  appeared  to  him  bat  a 
drop  or  two — cautionslj,  slowly — into  a  phial  on  the  table, 
from  which  she  withdrew  the  stopper :  that  done,  she  left 
the  phial  where  she  had  found  it — again  paaftd  a  moment, 
and  turned  toward  the  door.  Beck  retreated  hastily  to 
his  former  hiding-place,  and  gained  it  in  time.  Again  the 
shadowy  form  passed  him,  and  again  the  white  face  in  the 
white  moonlight  froze  his  blood  with  its  fell  and  horrible 
expression.  He  remained  cowenng  and  shrinking  against 
the  wall  for  some  time,  striving  to  collect  his  wits,  and 
considering  what  he  should  do.  His  first  thought  was  to 
go  at  once  and  inform  St.  John  of  what  h6  had  witnessed. 
But  the  poor  have  a  proverbial  dread  of  deposing  augbt 
against  a  superior.  Madame  Dalibard  would  deny  bis 
tale — the  guest  would  be  believed  against  the  menial — ^be 
should  be  but  dismissed  with  ignominy.  At  that  idea,  be 
left  his  hiding-place,  and  crept  along  the  corridor,  in  tbe 
hope  of  finding  some  passage  at  the  end  which  might  lead 
to  the  offices.  But  when  he  arrived  at  the  other  extremity, 
he  was  only  met  by  great  folding  doors,  which  evidently 
communicated  with  the  state  apartments.  He  must  re- 
trace  his  steps — ^he  did  so — ^and  when  he  came  to  the  door 
which  Madame  Dalibard  had  entered,  and  which  still  stood 
ajar,  he  had  recovered  some  courage,  and,  with  courage, 
curiosity  seized  him.  For  what  purpose  could  the  strange 
woman  seek  that  room  at  night  thas  feloniously — what 
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coald  ske  have  poured  and  with  snch  stealthy  caution  into 
the  phial  ?  Natarallj  and  suddenly  the  idea  of  poison 
flashed  across  him.  Tales  of  such  crime  (as  indeed  of  all 
crime)  had  necessarily  often  thrilled  the  ear  of  the  vagrant 
fellow-lodger  with  barglars  and  outlaws.  But  poison  to 
whom?  Could  it  be  meant  for  his  benefactor?  Could 
St.  John  sleep  in  that  room  ? — ^why  not?  The  woman  had 
sought  the  chamber  before  her  young  host  had  retired  to 
rest,  and  mingled  her  potion  with  some  medicinal  draught. 
All  fear  banished  before  the  notion  of  danger  to  his  em- 
ployer. He  stole  at  once  through  the  doorway,  and  noise- 
lessly approached  the  table  on  which  yet  lay  the  phial. 
His  hand  closed  on  it  firmly.  He  resolved  to  carry  it  away, 
and  consider  next  morning  what  next  to  do.  At  all  events, 
it  might  contain  some  proof  to  back  his  tale  and  justify  his 
suspicions.  When  he  came  once  more  into  the  corridor, 
he  made  a  quick  rush  onward,  and  luckily  arrived  at  the 
staircase.  There  the  blood-red  stains  reflected  on  the 
stone  floors  from  the  blazoned  casements  daunted  him  lit- 
tle less  than  the  sight  at  which  his  hair  still  bristled.  He 
scarcely  drew  breath  till  he  had  got  into  his  pwn  little 
crib,  in  the  wing  set  apart  for  the  stablemen,  when,  at 
length,  he  fell  into  broken  and  agitated  sleep,  the  visions 
of  all  that  had  successively  disturbed  him  waking,  united 
confusedly,  as  in  one  picture,  of  gloom  and  terror.  He 
thought  that  he  was  in  his  old  loft  in  St.  Giles's;  that  the 
6rave-stealer  was  wrestling  with  Yarney  for  his  body,  while 
he  himself,  lying  powerless  on  his  pallet,  fancied  he  should 
be  safe  so  long  as  he  could  retain,  as  a  talisman,  bis  child's 
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eoraly  wbicb  he  clasped  to  his  heart  Saddenlj,  in  that 
black  shapeless  garb  in  which  he  had  beheld  her,  Madame 
Dalibard  bent  over  him»  with  her  stem  colorless  face,  and 
wrenched  from  him  his  charm.  Then  ceasing  his  straggle 
with  his  horrible  antagonist,  Yamej  laughed  aload,  and 
the  Orare-stealer  seized  him  in  his  deadly  arms. 


CHAPTER   XXII. 

THS    TAPESTBT    OHAMBER. 

When  Beck  woke  the  next  morning,  and  gradnally  re- 
called  all  that  had  so  startled  and  appalled  him  the  pre- 
Tions  night — ^the  grateful  creature  felt,  less  by  the  process 
of  reason  than  by  a  brute  instinct,  that  in  the  mysterious 
resuscitation  and  nocturnal  wanderings  of  the  pretended 
paralytic  some  danger  menaced  his  master — he  became 
anxious  to  learn  whether  it  was  really  St.  John's  room 
Madame  Dalibard  stealthily  yisited.  A  bright  idea  struck 
him — and  in  the  course  of  the  day,  at  an  hour  when  the 
family  were  out  of  doors,  he  contrired  to  coax  the  good- 
natured  valet,  who  had  taken  him  under  his  special  pro- 
tection, to  show  him  over  the  house.  He  had  heard  the 
other  servants  say  there  was  such  a  power  of  fine  things, 
that  a  peep  into  the  rooms  was  as  good  as  a  show,  and  the 
valet  felt  pride  in  being  cicerone  even  to  Beck.  After 
having  stared  sufficiently  at  the  banquet-hall  and  the 
drawing-room,  the  armor,  the  busts,  and  the  pictures,  and 
listened,  open-mouthed,  to  his  guide's  critical  observations^ 
Beck  was  led  up  the  great  stairs  into  the  old  family  pic- 
ture-gallery, and  inco  Sir  Miles's  ancient  room  at  the  end, 
which  had  been  left  undisturbed,  with  the  bed  still  in  the 

angle;    on  returning  thence,  Beck' found  himself  in  the 
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eorridor  which  commonicated  with  the  principal  bed-roonu, 
in  which  he  had  lost  himself  the  night  before. 

"And  TOt  room  be  that  Tith  the  littnl  Tite  'ead  hover 
the  doorf  asked  Beck,  pointing  to  the  chamber  from 
which  Madame  Dalibard  had  emerged. 

''That  white  head,  Master  Beck,  is  Floorer  the  goddess; 
bat  a  heathen  like  yon  knows  nothing  about  goddesses. 
Floorer  has  a  half  moon  in  her  hair,  jon  see,  which  shows 
that  the  idolatrous  Tnrks  worship  her,  for  the  Turkish  flag 
is  a  half  moon,  as  I  have  seen  at  Constantinople  1  I  have 
traveled,  BecL" 

"And  vot  room  be  it  7  Is  it  the  master's  ?"  persisted 
Beck. 

**  No,  the  pretty  yoong  lady.  Miss  Mainwaring,  has  it 
at  present.     There  is  nothing  to  see  in  it.    But  that  one, 
opposite;"  and  the  valet  advanced  to  the  door  through 
which  Madame  Dalibard  had  disappeared — "that  is  curi- 
ons;  and  as  Madame  is  ont,  we  may  jnst  take  a  peep.'* 
He  opened  the  door  gently,  and  Beck  looked  in.     *'  This, 
which  is  called  the  turret-chamber,  was  Madame's  when 
she  was  a  girl,  I  have  beard  Old  Bessy  say;  so  master 
pops  her  there  now.     For  my  part,  I'd  rather  sleep  in 
yoar  little  crib,  than  have  those  great,  gruff- looking  figures 
staring  at  me  by  the  firelight,  and  shaking  their  heads  with 
every  wind  on  a  winter's  night."    And  the  valet  took  a 
pinch  of  snuff,  as  he  drew  Beck's  attention  to  the  faded 
tapestry  on  the  walls.     As  they  spoke,  the  draught  be- 
tween the  door  and  the  window  caused  the  gloomy  arras 
to  wave  with  a  life-like  motion :  and  to  those  more  super- 
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fititlons  than  romantic,  the  chamber  had  certainly  no  inyit^ 
ing  aspect. 

^*  I  never  sees  these  old  tapestry  rooms,"  said  the  valet, 
''  without  thinking  of  the  story  of  the  lady  who,  coming 
from  a  ball  and  taking  off  her  jewels,  happened  to  look 
up,  and  saw  an  eye  in  one  of  the  figures  which  she  felt  sure 
was  no  peeper  in  worsted." 

'*Vot  vos  it,  thin  ?"  asked  Beck,  timidly  lifting  up  the 
hanging,  and  noticing  that  there  was  a  considerable  space 
between  them  and  the  wall,  which  was  filled  up  in  part  by 
closets  and  wardrobes  set  into  the  wall,  with  intervals 
more  than  deep  enough  for  the  hiding-place  of  a  man. 

"  Why,"  answered  the  vadet,  "  it  was  a  thief.  He  had 
come  for  the  jewels ;  but  the  lady  had  the  presence  of 
mind. to  say  aloud,  as  if  to  herself,  that  she  had  forgotten 
something,  slipped  out  of  the  room,  locked  the  door,  called 
up  the  servants,  and  the  thief — who  was  no  less  a  person 
than  the  under-butler — was  nabbed." 

"And  the  French  'oman  sleeps  'ere?"  said  Beck,  mus- 
ingly. 

*'  French  'oman  I  Master  Beck,  nothing's  so  vulgar  as 
these  nicknames,  in  a  first-rate  sitivation.  It  is  all  very 
well  when  one  lives  with  skinflints ;  but  with  such  a  mas- 
ter as  our'n,  respect's  the  go.  Besides,  Madame  is  not  a 
French  'oman ;  she  is  one  of  the  family — and  as  old  a 
family  it  is,  too,  as  e'er  a  lord's  in  the  three  kingdoms. 
But  come,  your  curiosity  is  satisfied  now,  and  you  must 
trot  back  to  your  horses." 

As  Beck  returned  to  the  stables,  his  mind  yet  more  mis- 
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gave  him  as  to  the  criminal  designs  of  his  master's  Tisitor. 
It  was  from  Helen's  room  that  the  false  cripple  had  walked, 
and  the  ill  health  of  the  poor  yonng  lady  was  a  general 
sabject  of  compassionate  comment.     Bat  Madame  Dali- 
bard  was  Helen's  relation — ^from  what  motive  coald  she 
harbor  an  evil  thought  against  her  own  niece  7    But  still, 
if  those  drops  were  poured  into  the  healing  draught  for 
good — ^why  so  secretly  f    Once  more  he  revolved  ibe  idea 
of  speaking  to  St  John — an  accident  dissuaded  him  from 
this  intention;   the  only  proof  to  back  his  tale  was  the 
mysterious  phial  he  had  carried  away;  but  unluckily,  for- 
getting that  it  was  in  his  pocket  at  a  time  when  he  flung 
off  his  coat  to  groom  one  of  the  horses,  the  bottle  struck 
against  the  corn-bin  and  broke-*- all  the  contents  were 
spilt.     This  incident  made  him  suspend  his  intention,  and 
wait  till  he  could  obtain  some  fresh  evidence  of  evil  inten- 
tions. The  day  passed  without  any  other  noticeable  occur- 
rence.    The  doctor  called,  found  Helen  somewhat  better, 
and  ascribed  it  to  his  medicines,  especially  to  the  effect  of 
his  tonic  draught  the  first  thing  in  the  morning.     Helen 
smiled — '*  Nay,  doctor,"  said  she,  ''  this  morning,  at  least, 
it  was  forgotten.     I  did  not  find  it  by  my  bedside.     Dont 
tell  my  aunt,  she  would  be  so  angry."    The  doctor  looked 
rather  discomposed. 

"Well,"  said  he,  seon  recovering  his  good  humor,  "since 
you  are  certainly  better  to-day  without  the  draughty  discon- 
tinue it  also  to-morrow.     I  will  make  an  alteration  for  l^e 

day  after "    So  that  night  Madame  Dalibard  visited  in 

vain  her  niece's  chamber — Helen  had  a  reprieve. 


CHAPTER    XXIII. 

THS    SHADES    ON    THX    DIAL. 

The  following  morning  was  indeed  erentfal  to  the  family 
at  Langhton ;  and,  as  if  conscious  of  what  it  brought  forth, 
it  rose  dreary  and  sunless ;  one  heavy  mist  covered  all  the 
landscape,  and  a  raw  drizzling  rain  fell  pattering  through 
the  yellow  leaves. 

Madame  Dalibard,  pleading  her  infirmities,  rarely  left 

her  room  before  noon,  and  Yamey  professed  himself  very 

irregular  in  his  hours  of  rising ;  the  breakfast,  therefore, 

afforded  no  social  assembly  to  the  family,  but  each  took 

that  meal  in  the  solitude  of  his  or  her  own  chamber.   Per- 

cival,  in  whom  all  habits  partook  of  the  healthfulness  and 

simplicity  of  his  character,  rose  habitually  early ;  and  that 

;day,  in  spite  of  the  weather,  walked  forth  betimes  to  meet 

the  person  charged  with  the  letters  from  the  post.     He 

had  done  so  for  the  last  three  or  four  days,  impatient  to 

hear  from  his  mother,  and  calculating  that  it  was  full  time 

to  receive  the  expected  answer  to  his  confession  and  his 

prayer.     He  met  the  messenger  at  the  bottom  of  the  park, 

not  far  from  Ouy's  Oak.     This  day  he  was  not  dlsap- 

poiuted.     The  letter-bag  contained  three  letters  for  him« 

self,  two  with  the  foreign  post-mark — the  third  in  Ard« 
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worth's  hand.      It  contained  also  a  letter  for  Madame 
Dalibard,  and  two  for  Varney. 

Learing  the  messenger  to  take  these  last  to  the  hall, 
Pereival,  with  his  own  prizes,  planged  into  the  hollow  of 
the  glen  before  him,  and,  seating  himself  at  the  foot  of 
Ooj's  Oak,  through  the  vast  branches  of  which  the  raio 
scarcely  came,  and  only  in  single,  monrnfol  drops,  be 
opened  first  the  letter  in  his  mother's  hand,  and  read  as 
follows : 

"  Mt  dear,  dear  Son, — How  can  I  express  to  yon  the 
alarm  yonr  letter  has  given  to  me !  So  these,  then,  are  the 
new  relations  yon  hare  discovered  I  I  fondly  imagined 
that  yoa  were  alluding  to  some  of  my  own  family,  and 
conjecturing  who  among  my  many  cousins  could  have  so 
captivated  your  attention.  These  the  new  relations  I  La- 
cretia  Dalibard — Helen  Mainwaring  1  Percival,  do  yoa 
not  know No,  yon  cannot  know — ^that  Helen  Main- 
waring  is  the  daughter  of  a  disgraced  man — of  one  who 
(more  than  suspected  of  fraud  in  the  bank  in  which  he 
was  a  partner)  left  his  country,  condemned  even  by  his 
own  father.  If  you  doubt  this,  you  have  but  to  inquire 
at  ♦  *  *  *,  not  ten  miles  from  Laughton,  where  the  elder 
Mainwaring  resided.  Ask  there,  what  became  of  WilUam 
Mainwaring.  And  Lucretia, — ^you  do  not  know  that  the 
dying  prayer  of  her  uncle,  Sir  Miles  St.  John,  was  that 
she  might  never  enter  the  house  he  bequeathed  to  yooi 
father.  Not  till  after  my  poor  Charles's  death  did  I  know 
the  exact  cause  for  Sir  Miles's  displeasure,  though  coni- 
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dent  it  was  just ;  but  then  among  his  papers  I  found  ti)6 
ungrateful  letter  which  betrayed  thoughts  so  dark,  and 
passions  so  unwomanly,  that  I  blushed  for  my  sex  to  read 
it.      Could  it  be  possible  that  that  poor  old  man's  prayers 
were  unheeded — that  that  treacherous  step  could  ever 
cross  your  threshold — that  that  cruel  eye,  which  read  with 
such  barbarous  joy  the  ravages  of  death  on  a  benefactor's 
face,  could  rest  on  the  hearth  by  which  your  frank  truthful 
countenance  has  so  often  smiled  away  my  tears,  I  should 
feel,  indeed,  as  if  a  thunder-cloud  hung  over  the  roof. — 
No  I    if  you  marry  the  niece,  the  aunt  must  be  banished 
from  yonr  house. — Good  Heavens  I  and  it  is  the  daughter 
of  William  Mainwaring,  the  niece  and  ward  of  Lucretia 
Dalibard,  to  whom  you  have  given  your  faithful  affection 
— whom  you  single  from  the  world  as  your  wife  I    Oh  I  my 
son — my  beloved— my  sole  surviving  child — do  not  think 
that  I  blame  you,  that  my  heart  does  not  bleed  while  I 
write  thus ;  but  I  implore  you  on  my  knees  to  pause  at 
least — to  suspend  this  intercourse— till  I  myself  can  reach 
England.    And  what  then  ?    Why,  then,  Percival,  I  prom- 
ise, on  my  part,  that  I  will  see  your  Helen  with  unpreju- 
diced eyes — that  I  will  put  away  from  me,  as  far  as  possible, 
all  visions  of  disappointed  pride — the  remembrance  of  faults 
not  her  own;^  and  if  she  be,  as  you  say  and  think,  I  will 
take  her  to  my  heart  and  call  her  'Daughter.'    Are  you 
satisfied?     If  so,  come  to  me— come  at  once,  and  take 
comfort  from  your  mother's  lips.     How  I  long  to  be  with 
you  while  you  read  this — how  I  tremble  at  the  pain  I  so 
radely  give  you  I    But  my  poor  sister  still  chains  me  here ; 
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I  dare  not  leave  her,  lest  I  should  lose  her  last  sigh.  Come 
then,  come,  we  will  console  each  other. 

"  Yonr  fond  (bow  fond  1)  and  sorrowing  mother, 

"  Mart  St.  John. 

"  October  8d,  1831. 

"  S0B.RSHT0. 

"  P.  S. — You  see  by  this  address  that  we  have  left  Pisa 
for  this  place,  recommended  bj  our  physician  ;  hence  an 
unhappy  delay  of  some  days  in  my  reply.  Ah,  Percival, 
how  sleepless  will  be  my  pillow  till  I  hear  from  yoa  I" 

Long,  very  long,  was  it  before  St.  John,  mute  and  over- 
whelmed with  the  sndden  shock  of  his  angaish,  opened  his 
other  letters — the  first  was  from  Captain  Greville : 

"What  trap  have  you  fallen  into,  foolish  boy?    That 
you  would  get  into  some  silly  scrape  or  another  was  natural 
enough.     But  a  scrape  for  life,  sir — ^that  is  serious  I    But, 
God  bless  you  for  your  candor,  my  Percival — you  have 
written  to  us  in  time-^you  are  old-fashioned  enough  to 
think  that  a  mother's  consent  is  necessary  to  a  young  man's 
union.  And  you  have  left  it  in  our  power  to  save  yon  yet ; 
it  is  not  every  boyish  fancy  that  proves  to  be  true  lo?e. 
But  enough  of  this  preaching;    I  shall  do  better  than 
write  scolding  letters,  I  shall  come  and  scold  you  in  per* 
son.     My  servant  is  at  this  very  moment  packing  my  port- 
manteau, the  laquais'de-place  is  gone  to  Naples  for  my 
passport     Almost  as  soon  as  you  receive  this  I  shall  be 
with  you ;  and  if  I  am  a  day  or  two  later  than  the  mail, 
be  patient;  do  not  commit  yourself  further.    Break  your 
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heart  if  joa  please,  but  don't  implicate  your  honor.     I 
shall  come  at  once  to  Curzon  Street.    Adieu  I 

"H.  Geevillb.'' 

Ardworth's  letter  was  shorter  than  the  others;  fortur 
nately  so,  for  otherwise  it  had  been  unread  : 

"  If  I  do  not  come  to  you  myself  the  day  after  you  re- 
ceive this,  dear  Percival,  which,  indeed,  is  most  probable, 
I  shall  send  you  my  proxy,  in  one  whom,  for  my  sake,  I 
know  that  you  will  kindly  welcome.  He  will  undertake 
my  task,  and  clear  up  all  the  mysteries  with  which,  I  trust, 
my  correspondence  has  thoroughly  bewildered  your  lively 
imagination.  "  Yours,  ever, 

"John  Aedworth. 

«*Geat*8  Ikk." 

Little,  indeed,  did  PerciyaPs  imagination  busy  itself 
with  ^he  mysteries  of  Ardworth's  correspondence.  His 
mind  scarcely  took  in  the  sense  of  the  words  over  which 
his  eye  mechanically  wandered. 

And  the  letter  which  narrated  the  visit  of  Madame  Dali- 
bard  to  the  house  thus  solemnly  interdicted  to  her  step, 
was  on  its  way  to  his  mother ;  nay,  by  this  time  would 
almost  have  reached  her.  Qreville  was  on  the  road ;  nay, 
as  his  tutor's  letter  had  been  forwarded  from  London- 
might  perhaps  be  in  Curzon  Street  that  day.  How  de- 
sirable to  see  him  before  he  could  reach  Laughton,  to  pre- 
pare him  for  Madame  Dalibard's  visit;  for  Helen's  ill« 
ness ;  explain  the  position  in  which  he  was  involved,  and 
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conciliate  the  old  soldier's  rough,  kind  heart  to  his  Ioy9 
and  his  distress 

He  did  not  dread  the  meetiDg  with  Greville  ;  he  jeamed 
for  it.     He  needed  an  adviser,  a  confidant,  a  friend.     To 
dismiss  abruptly  his  gaests  from  his  hoase — impossible! 
to  abandon  Helen  because  of  her  father's  crime,  or  her 
aunt's  fault  (whatever  that  last  might  be — and  no  clear 
detail  of  it  was  given),  that  never  entered  his  thonghtsi 
Pure  and  unsullied,  the  starry  face  of  Helen  shone  the 
holier  for  the  cloud  around  it.     An  inexpressible  and  chi- 
valrous compassion  mingled  with  his  love  and  confirmed 
his  faith.  She,  poor  child,  to  suffer  for  the  deeds  of  others  I 
No.    What  availed  his  power  as  man,  and  dignity  as  gen- 
tleman, if  they  could  not  wrap  in  their  own  shelter  the 
one  by  whom  such  shelter  was  now  doubly  needed  t    Thus, 
amid  all  his  emotions — firm  and  resolved,  at  least  on  one 
point — and  beginning  already  to  recover  the  hope  of  his 
sanguine  nature,  from  his  reliance  on  his  mother's  loVe,  on 
the  promises  that  softened  her  disclosures  and  warnings, 
and  on  his  conviction  that  Helen  had  only  to  be  seen  for 
every  scruple  to  give  way,  Percival  wandered  back  toward 
the  house,  and,  coming  abruptly  on  the  terrace,  he  en- 
countered Yarney,  who  was  leaning  motionless  against  the 
balustrades,  with  an  open  letter  in  his  hand.     Yarney  was 
deadly  pale^  and  there  was  the  trace  of  some  recent  and 
gloomy  agitation  in  the  relaxed  muscles  of  his  cheeks, 
usually  so  firmly  rounded.     But  Percival  did  not  heed  his 
appearance  as  he  took  him  gravely  by  the  arm,  and  lead- 
ing him  into  the  garden,  said,  after  a  painful  pause  ; 
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"Yarney,  I  am  aboat  to  ask  you  two  qnestions,  which 
your  close  connection  with  Madame  Dalibard  may  enable 
you  to  answer ;  but  in  which,  from  obvious  motives,  I 
mast  demand  the  strictest  confidence.  You  will  not  hint 
to  her  or  to  Helen  what  I  am  about  to  say  ?" 

Yarney  stared  uneasily  on  PercivaPs  serious  <;ounte- 
nance,  and  gave  the  promise  required. 

"First,  then,  for  what  offense  was  Madame  Dalibard 
expelled  her  uncle's  house — this  house  of  Laughton  ? 

"  Secondly,  what  is  the  crime  with  which  Mr.  Mainwar- 
ing,  Helen's  father,  is  charged  ?" 

**  With  regard  to  the  first,"  said  Yarney,  recovering  his 
composure,  ''  I  thought  I  had  already  told  you  that  Sir 
Miles  was  a  proud  man,  and  that,  in  consequence  of  dis- 
covering a  girlish  flirtation  between  his  niece  Lucretia 
(now  Madame  Dalibard)  and  Mainwaring,  who  afterward 
jilted  her  for  Helen's  mother,  he  altered  his  will — 'ex- 
pelled her  his  house,'  is  too  harsh  a  phrase.     This  is  all  I 
know.     With  regard  to  the  second  question,  no  crime  was 
ever  brought  home  to  William  Mainwaring.     He  was  sus- 
pected of  dealing  improperly  with  the  funds  of  the  bank, 
and  he  repaid  the  alleged  deficit  by  the  sacrifice  of  all  he 
possessed." 
"This  is  the  truth!"  exclaimed  Percival,  joyfully. 
"  The  plain  truth,  I  believe ;  but  why  these  questions  at 
this  moment?    Ah,  you  too,  I  see,  have  had  letters — I 
uuderstand  I    Lady  Mary  gives  these  reasons  for  withhold- 
ing her  consent." 
"  Her  consent  is  not  withheld,"  answered  Percival ;  "  but, 
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Bhall  I  own  it? — remember,  I  have  jonr  promise  not  to 
wonnd  and  offend  Madame  Dalibard  by  the  disclosure: 
mj  mother  does  refer  to  the  subjects  I  have  alluded  to, 
and  Captain  Qreville,  mj  old  friend  and  tutor,  is  on  his 
way  to  England — perhaps  to-morrow  he  may  arrive  at 
Langhton." 

"  Ha  I"  said  Vamey,  startled — "  to-morrow  1 — and  what 
sort  of  a  man  is  this  Captain  Greville  ?" 

''  The  best  man  possible  for  snch  a  case  as  mine — ^kind 
hearted,  yet  cool,  sagacioos,  the  finest  observer,  the  quick- 
est jadge  of  character — nothing  escapes  him.  Oh,  one 
interview  will  suffice  to  show  him  all  Helen's  innocent  and 
matchless  excellence  I*' 

''  To-morrow  I  this  man  comes  to-morrow  ?" 

"All  that  I  fear  is — for  he  is  rather  rough  and  blunt  in 
his  manner — all  that  I  fear  is,  his  first  surprise — and,  dare 
I  say,  displeasure — at  seeing  this  poor  Madame  Dalibard, 
whose  faults,  I  fear,  were  graver  than  you  suppose,  at  the 
house  from  which  her  uncle — to  whom,  indeed,  I  owe  this 
inheritance " 

"  I  see — I  see  I"  interrupted  Varney,  quickly.  "And 
Madame  Dalibard  is  the  most  susceptible  of  women — so 
well  born,  and  so  poor,  so  gifted,  and  so  helpless — ^it  is 
natural  Can  you  not  write,  and  put  off  this  Captain 
Greville  for  a  few  days  ? — until,  indeed,  I  can  find  some 
excuse  for  terminating  our  visit." 

''But  my  letter  may  be  hardly  in  time  to  reach  him ;  he 
may  be  in  town  to-day." 

''Go  then  to  town  at  once^  you  can  be  back  late  at 
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night,  or  at  least  to-morrow.  ADytbiag  better  than  wound- 
ing the  pride  of  a  woman  on  whorfi^  after  all,  you  must 
depend  for  free  and  open  intercoorse  with  Helen^" 

"That  is  ezaetij  what  I  thonght  of;  but  what  ex- 
cuse  V^ 

''Excuse  I — a  thousand  1  Ererj  man  coming  of  age  into 
such  a  property  has  business  with  his  lawyers  |  or  why  not 
say  simply  that  yon  want  to  meet  a  friend  of  yours,  who 
has  just  left  your  mother  in  Italy  7 — ^in  short,  any  excuse 
suffices,  and  none  can  be  offensiTe." 

**I  will  order  my  carriage  instantly." 

"Right!"  exclaimed  Varney;  and  his  eye  followed  the 
receding  form  of  Percival  with  a  mixture  of  fierce  exulta- 
tion and  anxious  fear.  Then  turning  toward  the  window 
of  the  turret-chamber,  in  which  Madame  Dalibard  reposed, 
and  seeing  it  still  closed,  he  muttered  an  impatient  oath ; 
but  even  while  he  did  so,  the  shuttets  were  slowly  opened, 
and  a  footman,  stepping  from  the  porch,  approached  Var- 
ney with  a  message  that  Madame  Dalibard  would  see  him 
in  five  minutes,  if  he  would  then  have  the  goodness  to 
ascend  to  her  room. 

Before  that  time  was  well  expired,  Yarney  was  in  the 
chamber.  Madame  Dalibard  was  up,  and  in  her  ehair : 
and  the  unwonted  joy  which  her  countenance  eTineed  waa 
in  strong  contrast  with  the  somber  shade  upon  her  son-in- 
law's  brow,  and  the  nervous  quiver  of  his  lip." 

"Gabriel,"  she  said,  as  he  drew  near  to  her,  "my  son  if 
found  1" 

"  I  know  it,"  he  answered  petolaatlj.  . 
VOL.  II. — 22 
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'*  Yon  I — ^from  whom  f " 

'^From  Orabman." 

''And  I  from  a  still  better  aathority — ^from  Walter  Aid- 
worth  himself!  He  lives;  he  will  restore  my  child  I"  She 
extended  a  letter  while  she  spoke.  He,  in  retom,  gave 
her,  not  that  still  crumpled  in  his  hand,  bnt  one  which  he 
drew  from  bis  breast.  These  letters  severally  occapied 
both,  began  and  finished  almost  in  the  same  moment. 

That  from  Orabman  ran  thns : 

"Dear  Jason, — Toss  up  yonr  hat,  and  cry  hip-hip  I 
At  last,  from  person  to  person,  I  have  tracked  the  lost 
Yincent  Braddell  He  lives  still  1  We  can  maintain  his 
identity  in  any  court  of  law.  Scarce  in  time  for  the  post, 
I  have  not  a  moment  for  farther  particulars.  I  shall  em- 
ploy the  next  two  days  in  reducing  all  the  evidence  to  a 
regular  digest,  which  I  will  despatch  to  you.  Meanwhile, 
prepare,  as  soon  as  may  be,  to  put  me  in  possession  of  my 
fee, — 50002.,  and  my  expedition  merits  something  more. 

"Yours,  Nicholas  G&abman.' 

The  letter  from  Ardworth  was  no  less  positive : 

"  Madam, — In  obedience  to  the  commands  of  a  dying 
fHend,  I  took  charge  of  his  infant,  and  concealed  its  exist- 
ence from  his  mother — ^yourself.  On  retnrning  to  Eng- 
land, I  need  not  say  that  I  was  not  unmindful  of  my  trust. 
Tour  son  lives;  and,  after  mature  reflection,  I  have  re- 
solved to  restore  him  to  your  arms.  In  this  I  have  been 
decided  by  what  I  have  heard  from  one  whom  I  can  trosti 
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of  joor  altered  habits,  yoar  decorous  life,  joar  melancholy 
infirmities,  and  the  generons  protection  yon  have  gi?en>  to 
the  orphan  of  my  poor  cousin  Susan,  my  old  friend  Main* 
waring.  Alfred  Braddell  himself,  if  it  be  permitted  to  him 
to  look  down  and  read  mj  motives,  will  pardon  me,  I 
venture  to  feel  assured,  this  departure  from  his  injunctions. 
Whatever  the  faults  which  displeased  him,  they  have  been 
amply  chastised.  And  your  son,  grown  to  man,  can  no 
longer  be  endangered  by  example,  in  tending  the  couch, 
or  soothing  the  repentance,  of  his  mother. 

''  These  words  are  severe ;  but  you  will  pardon  them  in 
him  who  gives  you  back  your  child.  I  shall  venture  to 
wait  on  you  in  person,  with  such  proofs  as  may  satisfy  you  as 
to  the  identity  of  your  son.  I  count  on  arriving  at  Laugh* 
ton  to-morrow.  Meanwhile,  I  simply  sign  myself  by  a 
name,  in  which  you  will  recognize  the  kinsman  to  one 
branch  of  your  family,  and  the  friend  of  your  dead  husband, 

"J.  Walter  Abdv^obth. 

"CaAVBif  Hotel,  October,  1881.*' 

'*Well!  and  you  are  not  rejoiced?"  said  Lncretia, 
gazing  surprised  on  Yarney's  sullen  and  unsympathizing 
face. 

''Nol  because  time  presses;  because,  even  while  dis- 
covering  your  son,  you  may  fail  in  securing  his  heritage ; 
because,  in  the  midst  of  your  triumph,  I  see  Newgate 
opening  to  myself !  Look  you,  I,  too,  have  had  my  news 
— less  pleasing  than  yours.  This  Stubmore  (curse  him  I) 
writes  me  word  that  he  shall  certainly  be  in  town  next 
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month  At  forihesty  mud  that  be  meditates^  Immediatelj  ok 
hi»arrifal,  transferring  the  kgacj  from  the  Bank  of  Mag- 
land  to  an  excellent  mortgage  of.  which  he  has  heard. 
Were  it  not  for  this  scheme  of  oors,  nothing  would  be  lelk 
for  me  hot  flight  and  exile." 

"A  month  1—- that  is  a  long  time.  Do  yoa  think,  bow 
that  my  son  is  foond,  and  that  son  one  like  John  Ard- 
worth  (for  these  can  be  no  doubt  that  mj  surmise  was 
right),  with  genius  to  make  station  the  pedestal  to  the 
power  I  dreamed  of  in  my  youth,  but  which  my  sex  fo^ 
bade  me  to  attain— •do  you  think  I  will  keep  him  a  month 
from  his  inheritance  1  Before  the  month  is  out,  you  ahall  re- 
place what  you  hare  taken,  and  buy  your  trustee's  silence, 
if  need  be — either  from  the  snms  you  hare  insured,  orirom 
the  rents  of  Laaghton." 

"  Lucretia  P'  said  Yarney,  whose  fresh  colors  had  grown 
lifid.^"  what  is  to  be  done  must  be  done  at  once  I  Per- 
cival  St,  John  has  heard  from  his  mother.  Attend  I'^ 
And  Yarney  rapidly  related  the  questions  St.  John  had 
put  to  him,  the  dreaded  arrival  of  Captain  Greville,  the 
danger  of  so  keen  an  Observer^^the  necessity,  at  ail  events, 
of  abridging  their  visit -^  the  urgency  of  hsfit^siBg  the 
catastrophe  to  its  close. 

Lucretia  listened  in  ominous  and  steadfost  sUedce, 

**  But,"  she  sud,  at  last,  "  you  have  persuaded  St  John 
to  give  this  man  the  meeting  in  London-^to  put  off  bis 
visit  for  the  time  I  St  John  wiU  return  to  us  to-morrow. 
Well ;  and  if  he  finds  his  Helen  is  no  more  I  Two  nights 
ago  I,  for  the  Erst  Ume,  mingled  in  the  morning  draoght 
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that  which  has  do  antidote  and  no  core.  This  night  two 
drops  more,  and  St.  John  will  return  to  find  that  Peath  ia 
ia  the  hoase  before  him.  And  then  for  himBelf*— the  sole 
remaining  barrier  between  mj  son  and  this  inheritance^ 
for  himself — whj  grief  sometimes  kills  jmddenly;  and 
there  be  drags  whose  effect  simulates  the  death-stroke  of 
grief." 

**  Yet,  yet,  this  rapidity,  if  necessary,  is  perilofis.  No^ 
thing  in  Helen's  state  forebodes  sudden  death  by  natural 
means*  Th0  strangeness  of  two  deaths — both  so  yonng---^ 
QreviUe  in  England,  if  not  bene— hastening  down  to  ex- 
amine, to  inquire,  with  snch  prepossessions  against  yoo : — 
there  mast  be  an  Inqnest  I" 

"Well,  and  what  can  be  discovered f  It  was  I  who 
shrunk  before -^it  is  I  who  now  urge  dispatch.  I  feel, 
as  in  my  proper  home  in  these  hells.  I  would  not  leave 
thena  again  but  to  my  gravel  I  stand  on  the  hearth  of 
my  youth.  I  fight  for  my  rights  and  my  son's.  Perish 
those  who  oppose  me  I" 

A  fell  energy  and  power  wer^  in  the  aspect  of  the  mur- 
deress as  she  thus  spoke;  and  while  her  determination 
awed  the  inferior  villainy  of  Yarney,  it  serred  somewhat 
to  mitigate  his  fears. 

As  in  more  detail  they  began  to  arrange  their  execrable 
plans,  Percival,  while  the  horses  were  being  harnessed  to 
take  him  to  the  nearest  post-town,  sought  Helen,  and 
found  her  in  the  little  chamber  which  he  had  described  and 
appropria.ted  as  her  own,  when  bis  fond  fancy  had  skotcbi^d 
the  fair  outlines  of  the  future. 

22*  2o 
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This  room  had  been  originally  fitted  np  for  the  prirate 
devotions  of  the  Roman  Catholic  wife  of  an  ancestor,  in 
the  reign  of  Oharles  II.;  and  in  a  recess,  half  Teiled  by  a 
enrtain,  there  still  stood  that  holy  symbol,  whfch,  whether 
Protestant  or  Roman  Catholic,  no  one  sincerely  penetrated 
with  the  solemn  pathos  of  sacred  historj  can  behold  dd- 
moved — ^the  Cross  of  the  Divine  Agony.  Before  this  holj 
symbol,  Helen  stood  in  earnest  reverence.  She  did  not 
kneel  (for  the  forms  of  the  religion  in  which  she  had  been 
reared  were  opposed  to  that  posture  of  worship  before  the 
graven  image),  bnt  yon  conld  see  in  that  conntenaoce, 
eloquent  at  once  with  the  enthusiasm  and  the  meekness 
of  piety,  that  the  soul  was  filled  with  the  memories  and 
the  hopes,  which,  age  after  age,  have  consoled  the  suf- 
ferer and  inspired  the  martyr.  The  soul  knelt  to  the  idea, 
if  the  knee  bowed  not  to  the  image,  embracing  the  teoder 
grandeur  of  the  sacrifice,  and  the  vast  inheritance  opened 
to  faith  in  the  redemption. 

The  young  man  held  his  breath  while  he  gazed.  He 
was  moved,  and  he  was  awed.  Slowly  Helen  turned  to- 
ward him,  and,  smiling  sweetly,  held  out  to  him  her  hand. 
They  seated  themselves  in  silence  in  the  depth  of  the  over- 
hanging casement ;  and  the  mournful  character  of  the  sceoe 
without,  where,  dimly  through  the  misty  rains,  gloomed 
the  dark  foliage  of  the  cedars,  made  them  insensibly  draw 
closer  to  each  other,  in  the  instinct  of  Jove  when  the  world 
frowns  around  it.  Percival  wanted  the  courage  to  say 
that  he  had  come  to  take  farewell,  though  but  for  a  d»/, 
and  Helen  spoke  first 
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"  I  cannot  gaess  why  it  is,  Percival/  bat  I  am  startled 
at  the  change  I  feel  in  myself — ^no,  not  in  health,  dear  Per- 
cival,  I  mean  in  mind, — daring  the  last  few  months; — 
since,  indeed,  we  have  known  each  other.  I  remember  so 
well  the  morning  in  which  mj  aant*s  letter  arrired  at 
the  dear  vicarage.  We  were  returning  from  the  village 
fair,  and  my  good  gnardian  was  smiling  at  my  notions  of 
the  world.  I  was  then  so  giddy,  and  light,  and  thought- 
less— everything  presented  itself  to  me  in  snch  gay  colors, 
—I  scarcely  believed  in  sorrow.  And  now  I  feel  as  if  I 
were  awakened  to  a  truer  sense  of  nature — of  the  ends  of 
our  being  here;  I  seem  to  know  that  life  is  a  grave  and 
solemn  thing.  Yet  I  am  not  less  happy,  Percival.  No,  I 
think,  rather,  that  I  knew  not  true  happiness  till  I  knew 
yon.  I  have  read  somewhere  that  the  slave  is  gay  in  his 
holiday  from  toil ;  if  you  free  him,  if  you  educate  him,  the 
gayety  vanishes,  and  he  cares  no  more  for  the  dance  under 
the  palm-tree.     Bot  is  he  less  happy  ?    So  it  is  with  me  I" 

*'  My  sweet  Helen,  I  would  rather  have  one  gay  smile  of 
old — ^the  arch,  careless  laugh  which  came  so  naturally  from 
those  rosy  lips,  than  hear  you  talk  of  happiness  with  that 
quiver  in  your  voice — those  tears  in  your  eyes." 

''Yet,  gayety,''  said  Helen,  thoughtfully,  and  in  the 
strain  of  her  pure,  truthful  poetry  of  soul,  "is  only  the 
light  impression  of  the  present  moment — the  play  of  the 
mere  spirits ;  and  happiness  seems  a  forethought  of  the 
future,  spreading  on,  far  and  broad,  over  all  time  and 
sj^ace." 

"And  you  live,  then,  in  the  future,  at  last — ^you  have  no 
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if  turned  to  ttooe,  on  the  floor ;  suddenly  the  touch  of 
something  warm  on  her  hand — a  plaining  whine,  awoke 
her  attention ; — Percival's  favorite  dog  missed  his  master, 
and  had  slnnk  for  refnge  to  her.  The  dread  sentiment  of 
loneliness  vanished  in  that  hamble  eompanionship ;  and, 
seating  herself  on  the  ground,  she  took  the  dog  in  her 
arms,  and  bending  over  it^  wept  in  silenee^ 


CHAPTER    XXiy. 

inmBXB,  TOWARD  ms  DESIGN,  MOVES  LIKE  A  GHOST. 

The  reader  will,  donbtless,  have  obseryed  the  consam- 
mate  art  with  which  the  poisoner  had  hitherto  adyaneed 
upon  her  prey.  The  design  conceived  from  afar,  and  ex- 
ecQted  with  elaborate  stealth,  defied  every  chance  of  detec- 
tion against  which  the  ingenuity  of  practiced  villainy  coald 
gaard.  Grant  even  that  the  deadly  drugs  should  betray 
the  nature  of  the  death  they  inflicted,  };hat  by  some  uncon^' 
jectured  secret  in  the  science  of  chemistry,  the  presence  of 
those  vegetable  compounds  which  had  hitherto  baffled 
cTery  known  and  positive  test,  in  the  posthumous  exam- 
ination of  the  most  experienced  surgeons,  should  be  clearly 
ascertained,  not  one  suspicion  seemed  likely  to  fall  upon 
the  ministrant  of  death.  The  medicines  were  never  brought 
to  Madame  Dalibard,  were  never  given  by  her  hand ;  no- 
thing ever  tasted  by  the  victim  could  be  tracked  to  her 
aunt.  The  helpless  condition  of  the  cripple,  which  Lucre- 
tia  had  assumed,  forbade  all  notion  even  of  her  power  of 
movement.  Only  in  the  dead  of  night,  when,  as  she  be- 
lieved, every  human  eye  that  could  watch  her  was  sealed 
in  sleep,  and  then  in  those  dark  habiliments,  which  (even, 
as  might  sometimes  happen,  if  the  victim  herself  were 
awake),  a  chance  ray  of  light  struggling  through  chink  or 
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sbutter  could  scarcely  distingaiBh  from  the  general  gloom, 
~-did  she  steal  to  the  chamber,  and  iofase  the  colorless 
and  tasteless  liquid*  in  the  mornings  draaght,  meaot  to 
bring  strength  and  healing.  Gr^pt  tbAt^  the  draaght  was 
untouched — ^that  it  was  examined  by  the  sargeon— that 
the  fell  admiztnre  could  be  detected,  —  aMpicion  would 
wander  anywhere  rather  than  to  that  crippled  and  helpless 
kinswoman,  who  could  not  rise  from  her  bed  without  aid. 

But  now  this  patience  was  to  be  abandoned,  the  foldf 
of  the  serpent  were  to  coil  in  one  fell  clasp  npoD  its  prey. 

Fiend  as  Lncreiia  had  beeome,  aad  hardened  as  wen 
all  her  resolves  bj  the  discoTery  of  her  «oo,  and  her  im- 
patience  to  endow  him  with  her  forfeited  inheritance,  8h« 
yet  shrank  from  the  face  of  Helen  that  day ;  on  the  excuse 
of  illness,  she  kept  her  room,  esd  admitted  only  Yarsey, 
who  stole  in  from  time  to  time,  with  creeping  step  sad 
haggard  countenance,  to  ^uatain  her  eonrage  or  his  owo. 
And  every  time  he  entered,  he  found  Loeretia  sittiog  with 
Walter  Ardworth^s  open  letter  in  her  hand,  and  turoiag 
with  a  preternatural  excitement,  that  seemed  almost  like 
aberration  of  niind,  from  the  grim  and  horrid  topic  whioh  he 
invited,  to  thoughts  of  wealth,  and  power,  and  triumph,  and 
exulting  prophecies  of  the  fame  her  son  should  achieve' 
He  looked  but  on  the  blackness  of  the  g«lf,  and  shod* 
dered ;  her  vision  overleapt  it,  and  smiled  on  the  mistt 
palaces  her  fancy  built  beyond. 


*  The  celebrated  acqua  di  Tufania  (Tufania  water)  was  whoUj 
without  taste  or  color 
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Late  In  the  eyeDiiig,  before  she  retired  to  rest,  Helen 

Jknocked  geotly  at  her  aunt's  door,-— a  voice  quick  and 

ptartled,  bade  her  enter ;   she  came  in,  with  ber  sweet 

caressing  look,  and  took  Lucretia'a  hand,  which  struggled 

from  the  clasp.     Bending  over  that  haggard  brow,  she 

said,  8inipl7,.r-jet  to  Lucretia's  ear  the  voice  seemed  that 

of  command,— r'' Let  me  kiss  yqu  this  night!"  apd  her  lip9 

pressed  that  brow.    The  marderese  shnddered,  and  closed 

ber  eyes;   when  ehe  opened  them,  the  aDgel:  risitor  ^a4 

gone. 

Night  deepened  and  deepiened  into  those  bouvs  Irom  (the 

first  of  which  we  number  the  morn,  though  night  still  is  at 

her  fnlL    Moonbeam  and  8tarbeam  came  through  the  case* 

ments,  shyl]^,  and  fairy -like,  as  on  that  night  when  tb^ 

mnrderess  was  young  and  crimeless--- in  deed,  .if  not  i9 

thoagbt-— that  night  when,  in  the  book  of  Lee<:hairaft,  ^^» 

meted  out  the  hoora  in.  whioli  the  life  of  hef  h^iefa^tof 

might  still  interpose  between  ber  pomon  and  to  ^nd; 

Along  the  stairs,  through  the  hall,  marched  the  armies  of 

light-^noiseless,  and  still  and  clear,  as  the  judgments  of 

God  amid  the  darkness  and  shadow  of  mortal  destinies. 

In  one  chamber  alone,  the  folds,  curtained  close,  forbade 

all  but  a  single  ray — that  ray  came  direct,  as  the  stream 

from  a  lantern,  as  the  beam  reflected  back  from  an  eye : — 

as  an  eye  it  «eemed  watchful  and  steadfast,  through  the 

dark ;  it  shot  along  the  floor — ^it  fell  at  the  foot  of  the  bed. 

Suddenly,  in  the  exceeding  hush,  there  was  a  strange 

and  ghastly  sound  —  it  was  the  howl  of  a  dog  I    Helen 

started  from  her  sleep.     PercivaPs  dog  had  followed  her 
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into  her  room,  it  had  coiled  itself,  grateful  for  the  khd- 
ness,  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  Now  it  was  on  the  pillow, 
she  felt  its  heart  beat  against  her  hand ;  it  was  trembUng; 
its  hairs  bristled  up,  and  the  howl  changed  into  a  shrill 
bark  of  terror  and  wrath.  Alarmed,  she  loolced  roond: 
quickly  between  her  and  that  ray  from  the  crevice,  t 
shapeless  Darkness  passed,  and  was  gone  1  So  nndistio- 
gnishable,  so  without  outlme,  that  it  had  no  likeness  of  any 
living  form :— like  a  clond,  like  a  thought,  like  an  omen, 
it  came  in  gloom,  and  it  vanished. 

Helen  was  seised  with  a  superstitions  terror — ^tbe  dog 
continued  to  tremble  and  growl  low.  All  once  more  was 
still — ^the  dog  sighed  itsdf  to  rest.  The  stiDness,  the  soli- 
tude— ^ihe  glimmer  of  the  mooup— all  contributed  yet  more 
to  appall  the  enfeebled  nenres,  of  the  listening,  shrinking 
girl.  At  length  she  buried  her  iSsee  under  the  elotiies, 
and  toward  daybreak  fell  into  a  lm>ken  feverish  sleeps 
haunted  with  threatenuig  dreaouk 


CHAPTER   XXV. 

THI    HBSSENQEB    SPEEDS. 

TowABD  the  afternoon  of  the  follpwing  day,  an  elderly 
gentleman  was  seated  in  the  coffiBe-room  of  a  hotel  at 
Southampton,  engaged  in  writing  a  letter,  while  the  waiter 
in  attendance  was  employed  on  the  wires  that  fettered  the 
petulant  spirit  contained  in  a  bottle  of  Schweppe's  soda- 
water.  There  was  something  in  the  aspect  of  the  old  gen- 
tleman, and  in  the  rery  tone  of  his  voice,  that  inspired 

• 

respect,  and  the  waiter  had  cleared  the  other  tables  of 
their  latest  newspapers  to  place  before  him.  He  had  only 
jnst  arrived  by  the  packet  from  Havre,  and  even  the  news- 
papers had  not  been  to  him  that  primary  attraction  they 
generally  constitute  to  the  Englishman  returning  to  his 
bustling  native  land,  which,  somewhat  to  his  surprise,  has 
contrived  to  go  on  tolerably  well. during  his  absence. 

We  nse  our  privilege  of  looking  over  his  shoulder  while 
he  writes : 

"  Here  I  am,  then,  dear  Lady  Mary,  at  Southampton, 
and  within  an  easy  drive  of  the  old  hall  I  A  file  of  Galig- 
nani's  Journals,  which  I  found  on  the  road  between  Mar- 
seilles and  Paris,  informed  me,  under  the. head  of  'fashion- 
able movements,'  that  '  Percival  St  John,  Esq.,  was  gone 

(267) 
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to  his  seat  at  Laugh  ton.'  AccordiDg  to  my  costomaij 
tactics  of  marching  at  once  to  the  seat  of  action,  I  there- 
fore made  direct  for  Havre,  instead  of  crossing  from  Calais, 
and  I  suppose  I  shall  find  our  yoang  gentleman  engaged 
in  the  slaaghter  of  hares  and  partridges.  Yon  see,  it  is 
a  good  sign  that  he  can  leave  London.  Keep  np  joar 
spirits,  my  dear  friend.     If  Perce  has  been  really  doped 

and  tak<w  iQ»^^-a8  all  yoo  mothers  are  so  aj^  to  fancy, — 
n\j  ap(|n  fLU  pld  soldier  to  defeat  the  eoemy  and  expose 
the  ruse^  9at  i(  aftf  r  all^  the  girF  is  sncb  .as.  he  describes 
and  belie?esr^iiiuoc^t|  lurtie^s,  and  woi^thy  bis  affection, — 
ob|  then  I  rapge  my^el^  witb  your  own  gpod  b?art,  qpoq 
his  side,  Ne?er  will  I  rnp  the  risk  of  ui^^ettling  a  man's 
whole  <;hairii^ter  for  life  by  wantonly  interfering  with  his 

•  

flections.    Bi^t  tbere  we  are  agre^ 

"  In  a  few  honrp  I  shall  bi^  witb  onr  dear  boy,  and  his 
wbol^  heart  will  opma  ootc^ear  and  candid  af  when  it  beat 
under  his  midshipmapi'f  true  blu^.  Jn  a  df^y  of  two,  I  shall 
make  him  tal^e  pe  to  town  0  ii^troduce  me  to  the  whole 
nept  of  them.  Then  I  shall  report  progress.  Adieu,  till 
then  i  Ji^ind  r^^rd^  to  ypujc  poor  sister.  I  tbink  we  shall 
have  ^  niild  win^.  Not  pnn  warning  twinge*  as  yet»  of 
the  old  rheumatism. 

"Ever  your  devoted  old  friend  and  preux  chevalier, 

« 

The  captain  had  completed  his  letter,  sipped  hts  sodsr 
water,  and  was  affixing  to  his  communication  his  seal, 
when  he  heard  the  rattle  of  a  pest-ohaise  without     Fa»- 
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eying  it  wa«  the  one  he  had  ordersed,  he  went  to  the  open 
window  which  looked  on  the  street ;  bnt  the  cbaise  coa« 
tained  travelers,  only  halting  to  change  horses.  Somewhat 
to  his  sorprise,  and  a  little  to  his  chagrin — for  the  eaptain 
did  not  connt  on  finding  company  at  the  hall,-^he  heard 
one  of  the  travelers  in  the  diaise  ask  the  distance  to  Langh- 
ton.  The  countenance  of  the  questioner  was  not  familiar 
to  htm.  Bnt,  leaving  the  worthy  captain  to  question  the 
landlord,  withont  any  satisfactory  information,  and  to 
hasten  the  chaise  for  himself,  we  accompany  the  travelers 
on  their  way  to  Langhton.  They  were  bnt  two — the 
proper  complement  of  a  post-chaise — and  they  were  both 
of  the  rnder  sex.  The  elder  of  the  two  was  a  man  of 
middle  age,  bnt  whom  the  wear  and  tear  of  active  life  had 
evidently  advanced  toward  the  state  called  elderly.  But 
there  was  still  abundant  life  in  his  qaick,  dark  eye ;  and 
that  mercarial  yonthfoiness  of  character,  which  in  some 
happy  constitaiions  seems  to  defy  yeaiis  and  sorrows^ 
evinced  itself  in  a  rapid  play  of  countenance,  and  as  much 
gesticulation  as  the  narrow  confines  of  the  vehicle  aud 
the  position  of  a  traveler  will  permit.  The  younger  man^ 
far  more  grave  in  aspect  and  quiet  in  manner,  leaned  back 
in  the  comer  with  folded  arms,  udd  listened  with  respect- 
ful attention  to  his  companion. 

**  Certainly,  Dr.  Johnson  is  right — great  happiness  in 
an  English  post-chaise  properly  driven  I — more  exhilara- 
ting than  a  palanquin  :  'Post  equitem  eedet  cUra  cura '— * 
true  only  of  such  scrubby  hacks  as  old  Horace  could  have 

known.    Black  Care  does  not  sit  behind  English  posters 

28* 
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—eh,  mj  boyi"  As  he  spoke  this,  the  gentleman  had 
twice  let  down  the  glass  of  the  yehiele,  and  twice  pnt  it 
Qp  again. 

"Yet,''  he  resnmed,  without  noticing  the  brief,  good* 
humored  reply  of  his  companion — "  yet  this  is  an  anzioai 
bosiness  enough  that  we  ate  about  I  dont  feel  quite 
easy  in  my  conscience.  Poor  Braddell's  injunctions  were 
▼ery  strict,  and  I  disobey  them.  It  is  on  your  responsi- 
bility, John  1" 

"  I  take  it  without  hesitation.  All  the  motiYes  for  so 
stern  a  severance  must  haye  ceased,  and  is  it  not  a  suffi- 
cient punishment  to  find,  in  that  hoped-for  son,  a  " 

"  Poor  woman  1"  interrupted  the  elder  gentleman,  in 
whom  we  begin  to  recognize  the  soi-disani  Mr.  Tomkins 
-—''true,  indeed-^too  true.  How  well  I  remember  the 
impression  Lucretia  ClaTering  first  produced  on  me;  — 
and  to  think  of  her  now  as  a  miserable  cripple !  By  Jove, 
yon  are  right,  sir !    Drive  on,  postboy,  quick,  quick  1" 

There  was  a  short  silence. 

The  elder  gentleman,  abruptly,  put  his  hand  upon  his 
companion's  arm. 

"What  consummate  acuteness — ^what  patient  research 
you  have  shown !  What  could  I  have  done  in  this  busi- 
ness without  you?  How  often  had  that  garrulous  Mrs. 
Mirers  bored  me  with  Becky  Oarruthers,  and  the  coral, 
and  St.  Paul's,  and  not  a  suspicion  came  across  me : — a 
word  was  sufficient  for  you ; — and  then  to  track  this  un- 
feeling old  Joplin  from  place  to  place,  till  you  find  her 
absolutely  a  servant  under  the  very  roof  of  Mrs.  Braddell 
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herself  i  Wonderful  f  Ah,  boy,  you  will  be  an  honor  to 
the  law,  and  to  your  country.  And  what  a  bard-hearted 
rascal  you  must  think  me,  to  have  deserted  you  so  long  I" 

"  My  dear  father,"  said  John  Ardworth,  tenderly — "  your 
love  now  recompenses  me  for  all.  And  ought  I  not  rather 
to  rejoice  not  to  have  known  the  tale  of  a  mother's  shame, 
until  I  could  half  foiget  it  on  a  father's  breast  ?" 

''  John,"  said  the  elder  Ardworth,  with  a  choking  voice, 
**  I  ought  to  wear  sackcloth  all  my  life,  for  having  given 
you  such  e  mother.  When  I  thin\  what  I  have  suffered 
from  the  habit  of  carelessness  in  those  confounded  money 
matters — (*  irritamenia  malorumf*  indeed  !),  I  have  only 
one  consolation,  that  my  patient,  noble  son  is  free  from 
my  vice.  Ton  would  not  believe  what  a  well-principled, 
honorable  fellow  I  was  at  your  age,  and  yet,  how  truly  I 
said  to  my  poor  friend,  William  Mainwaring,  one  day  at 
Langhton  (I  remember  it  now) — *  Trust  me  with  anything 
else  but  half  a  guinea  I'  Why,  sir,  it  was  that  fault  that 
threw  me  into  low  company — ^that  brought  me  in  contact 
with  my  innkeeper's  daughter  at  Limerick.  I  fell  in  love, 
and  I  married  (for,  with  all  my  faults,  I  was  never  a 
seducer,  John).  I  did  not  own  my  marriage ;  why  should 
I  ?  my  relatives  had  cut  me  already.  You  were  bom,  and 
bunted  poor  devil  as  I  was,  I  forgot  all  by  your  cradle. 
Then,  in  the  midst  of  my  troubles,  that  ungrateful  woman 
deserted  me — ^then,  I  was  led  to  believe  that  it  was  not  my 
own  son  whom  I  had  kissed  and  blessed.  Ah,  but  for 
that  thought  should  I  have  left  you  as  I  did  I  And  even 
in  infancy,  you  had  the  features  only  of  yj^ur  mother. 


fits  I.UORBTIA. 

Then,  when  the  death  of  the  adolteress  set  me  free,  and 
years  afterward,  in  India,  I  married  again,  and  had  new 
ties — my  heart  grew  still  harder  to  yon.     I  excused  my- 
self by  knowing  that  at  least  yon  were  cared  for,  and 
trained  to  good  by  a  better  gnide  than  I.     Bnt  when,  by 
80  strange  a  hazard,  the  fery  priest  who  had  confessed 
yonr  mother  on  her  death- bed  (she  was  a  Catholic)  came 
to  India,  and  (for  he  had  known  me  at  Limerick)  recog- 
nized my  altered  person,  and  obeying  his  penftentls  last 
injunctions,  assured  me  that  yon  were  my  son, — oh,  John, 
then,  belieye  me,  I  hastened  back  to  England  on  the  wings 
of  remorse  t    Love  yon,  my  boy  1    I  have  left  at  Madras 
three  children,  young  and  fair,  by  a  woman  now  in  heaven, 
who  never  wronged  me,  and,  by  my  sonl,  Joho  A rd worth, 
yon  are  dearer  to  me  than  all  1" 

The  father's  head  drooped  on  his  son's  breast  as  he 
spoke ;  then,  dashing  away  his  tears,  he  resumed : 

''Ah,  why  would  not  Braddell  permit  me,  as  I  proposed, 
to  find  for  his  son  the  same  guardianship  as  that  to  which 
I  intrasted  my  own;  bnt  his  bigotry  besotted  him; — a 
clergyman  of  the  high  churcb,^^tbat  was  worse  than  an 
atheist !  I  had  no  choice  left  to  me  bat  the  roof  of  that 
she-hypocrite.  Yet  I  ought  to  have  come  to  England 
when  I  heard  of  the  child's  loss,  brayed  duns  and  all ;  but 
I  was  money-making,  mbney-making—r retribution  for 
money-wasting; — and-^well,  it's  no  ase  repenting  I— ^nd 
— and — ^there  is  the  lodge,  the  park,  the' old  trees  I  Poor 
Sir  Miles  I" 


CHAPTER   XXTl. 

THB  SFT  FLIS& 

MsANWHiiiB,  at  LanghtOD,  there  was  confusion  and 
alarm.  Helen  bad  found  herself  more  than  usually  un- 
well in  the  morning;  toward  noon,  the  maid  who  at- 
tended her  informed  Madame  Dalibard  that  she  was  afraid 
the  poor  young  ladj  had  much  fever,  and  inquired  if  the 
doctor  should  be  sent  for.  Madame  Dalibard  seemed  sur- 
prised at  the  intelligence,  and  directed  her  chair  to  be 
wheeled  into  her  niece's  room,  in  order  herself  to  judge  of 
Helen's  state.  The  maid,  sure  that  the  doctor  would  be 
summoned,  hastened  to  the  stables,  and  seeing  Beck,  in- 
structed him  to  saddle  one  of  the  horses  and  to  await 
further  orders.  Beck  kept  her  a  few  moments  talking^ 
while  he  saddled  his  horse,  and  then  followed  her  into  the 
house,  observing  that  it  would  save  time  if  he  were  close 
at  hand. 

''  That  is  quite  true,"  said  the  maid,  ''  and  you  may  as 
well  wait  in  the  corridor.  Madame  may  wish  to  speak  to 
you  herself,  aad  give  you  her  own  message  or  note  to  the 
doctor." 

Beck,  full  of  gloomy  suspicions,  gladly  obeyed ;  and 
while  the  maid  entered  the  sick  chamber,  stood  anxiously 
without.  Presently  Yarney  passed  him,  and  knocked  at 
Helen's  door ;  the  maid  half  opened  it. 
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"  How  IB  Miss  MainwariDg  f '  said  he  eagerly. 

"  I  fear  she  is  worse,  sir, — bat  Madame  Dalibard  does 
not  think  there  is  any  danger." 

"  No  danger  I  I  am  glad ;  but  pray  ask  Madame  Dali- 
bard to  let  me  see  her  for  a  few  moments,  in  her  own 
room.  If  she  come  oat  I  will  wheel  her  chair  to  it 
Whether  there  is  danger  or  not,  we  had  better  send  for 
other  advice  than  this  country  doctor,  who  has  perhaps 
mistaken  the  case;  tell  her  I  am  very  aneasy,  and  b^ 
her  to  join  me  immediately." 

**  I  think  yon  are  qnite  right,  sir,"  said  the  maid,  closing 
the  door. 

Yamey  then,  turning  round  for  the  first  time,  noticed 
Beck,  and  said,  roughly : 

"  What  do  yon  do  here  f  Wait  below  till  you  are  sent 
for." 

Beck  palled  his  forelock,  and  retreated  back,  not  in  the 
direction  of  the  principal  staircase,  bat  toward  that  ased 
by  the  servants,  and  which  his  researches  into  the  topog- 
raphy of  the  mansion  had  now  made  known  to  him.  To 
gain  these  back  stairs  he  had  to  pass  Lncretia's  room; 
the  door  stood  ajar ;  Yarney's  face  was  tamed  from  him. 
Beck  breathed  hard,  looked  round,  then  crept  within,  and 
in  a  moment  was  behind  the  folds  of  the  tapestry. 

Soon  the  chair  in  which  sate  Madame  Dalibard  was 
drawn  by  Yamey  himself  into  the  room. 

Shotting  the  door  with  care,  and  torning  the  key, 
Gabriel  said,  with  low,  suppressed  passion : 

"  Well ;  your  mind  seems  wandering — speak  I" 
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**  It  is  straDge,"  said  Lacretia,  in  hollow  tones ;  "  can 
Nature  tarn  accomplice  and  befriend  as  here  ?" 

"  Natare  I  did  joa  not  last  night  administer  the '' 

"  No,"  interrupted  Lncretia.  "  No ;  she  came  into  the 
room — she  kissed  me  here,  on  the  brow  that  even  then 
was  meditating  murder.  The  kiss  burned ;  it  burns  still 
— it  «at  into  the  brain,  like  remorse.  But  I  did  not  yield 
— I  read  again  her  false  father's  protestation  of  love — I 
read  again  the  letter  announcing  the  discovery  of  my  son, 
and  remorse  lay  still — I  went  forth  as  before — I  stole  into 

her  chamber — I  had  the  fatal  crystal  in  my  hand " 

'•Weill  well  I" 

''  And  suddenly  there  came  the  fearful  howl  of  a  dog ! 
and  the  dog's  fierce  eyes  glared  on  me — I  paused — I 
trembled — Helen  started,  woke,  called  aloud — I  turned 
and  fled.     The  poison  was  not  given." 

Yamey  ground  his  teeth.  "  But  this  illness  I  Hal  the 
effect,  perhaps,  of  the  drops  administered  two  nights  ago." 
**  No  1  this  illness  has  no  symptoms  like  those  the  poison 
should  bequeath ;  it  is  but  natural  fever,  a  shock  on  the 
nerves ;  she  told  me  she  had  been  wakened  by  the  dog's 
howl,  and  seen  a  dark  form,  like  a  thing  from  the  grave, 
creeping  along  the  floor.  But  she  is  really  ill — send  for 
the  physician ;  there  is  nothing  in  her  illness  to  betray  the 
hand  of  man.  Be  it  as  it  may — ^that  kiss  still  burns — I 
will  stir  in  this  no  more.     Do  what  yon  will  yourself!" 

**  Fool,  fool  I"  exclaimed  Yarnef ,  almost  rudely  grasp- 
ing her  arm.  ^"Remember  how  much  we  have  yet  to 
prepare  for — ^how  much  to  do — and  the  time  so  short! 
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Perci?al'8  retoni — perhaps  this  Qreville's  arrival.  Give 
me  the  drogi,  I  will  mix  them  for  her  ia  the  potioo  the 
physician  seods.  And  wheo  Percival  relarDs-->his  Helen 
dead  or  dying — /  will  attend  on  himi  Silent  still  ?  Re- 
call your  son  1  Soon  yon  will  clasp  him  in  yonr  arms  as 
a  beggar  or  as  the  lord  of  Langhton  I" 

Lncretia  shuddered,  but  did  not  rise ;  she  drew  forth  a 
ring  of  keys  from  her  bosom,  and  pointed  toward  a  secre- 
tary. Yarney  snatched  the  keys,  unlocked  the  secretary, 
seized  the  fatal  casket,  and  sate  down  quietly  before  it. 

When  the  dire  selections  were  made,  and  secreted  about 
his  person,  Yarney  rose,  approached  the  fire,  and  blew  the 
wood  embers  to  a  blase. 

''And  now,"  he  said,  with  his  icy  irony  of  smile,  "  we 
may  dismiss  these  useful  instruments,  perhaps  forever. 
Though  Walter  Ardworth,  in  restoring  your  son,  leaves 
us  dependent  on  that  son's  filial  affection,  and  I  may  have, 
therefore,  little  to  hope  for  from  the  succession,  to  secure 
which  I  have  risked,  and  am  again  to  risk  my  life,  I  yet 
trust  to  that  influence  which  you  never  fail  to  obtain  over 
others.  I  take  it  for  granted  that,  when  these  halls  are 
Yincent  Braddell's,  we  shall  have  no  need  of  gold,  nor  of 
these  pale  alchemies.  Perish,  then,  the  mute  witnesses  of 
our  acts  I^-the  elements  we  have  bowed  to  our  will  1  No 
poisons  shall  be  found  in  our  hoards  I  Fire,  consume  your 
consuming  children  I" 

*  As  he  spoke,  he  thr^w  upon  the  hearth  the  contents  of 
the  casket,  and  set  his  heel  upon  the  logs.  A  bluish  flame 
shot  up,  breaking  into  countless  sparks,  and  then  died. 
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Lucretia  watched  him,  without  speaking. 

In  coming  back  toward  the  table,  Yarney  felt  something 
h^d  beneath  his  tread ;  be  stooped,  and  picked  up  the 
ring  which  has  before  been  described  as  among  the  ghastly 
treasures  of  the  calfeket,  and  which  had  rolled  on  the  floor, 
almost  to  Lncretia's  feet,  as  he  had  emptied  the  contents 
on  the  hearth. 

"  This,  at  least,  necfd  tell  no  tales, '^  said  he — **  a  pity  to 
destroy  so  rare  a  piece  of  workmanship-r-one,  too,  which 
we  never  can  replace  I" 

"Ay,"  said  Lucretia,  abstractedly, — "and,  if  detection 
comes,  it  may  secure  a  refuge  from  the  gibbet — give  me 
the  ring  1" 

"A  refuge  more  terrible  than  the  detection,"  said  Varney 
^-''beware  of  such  a  thought ;"  as  Lucretia,  taking  it  from 
his  hand,  placed  the  ring  on  her  finger. 

"And  now,  I  leave  you  for  awhile,  to  recollect  yourself 
— ^to  compose  your  countenance,  and  your  thoughts.  I 
will  send  for  the  physician." 

Lucretia,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  floor,  did  not  heed 
him,  and  he  withdrew. 

So  motionless  was  her  attitude — so  still  her  very  breath- 
ing— ^that.  the  unseen .  witness  behind  the  tapestry,  who, 
while  struck  with  horror  at  what  he  had  ovei^eard  (the 
general  purport  of  which  it  was  impossible  that  he  could 
misunderstand),  was  parched  with  impatience  to  es6lkpe-»t* 
to  rescue  bis  beloved  master  from  his  impending  fate,  and 
warn  him  of  the  fate  hovering  nearer  still  oter  Helen,*-^ 

ventured  to  creep  along  the  wall  to  the  threshold—to  peer 
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forth  from  the  arras,  and  seeing  her  ejes  still  dovrncast,  xo 
emerge,  and  place  his  hand  on  the  door. 

At  that  ?erj  moment  Lncretia  looked  np  and  saw  him 
gliding  from  the  tapestrj — their  eyes  met — his  were  fasci- 
Bated  as  the  bird's  by  the  snaked.  At  the  sight,  all  her 
craft — her  intellect  returned.  With  a  glance,  she  compre- 
hended the  terrible  danger  that  awaited  her.  Before  he 
was  aware  of  her' movement,  she  was  at  his  side — her  hand 
on  his  own< — her  toiee  in  his  ear. 

"  Stir  not  a  step — utter  not  a  sound — or  you  are " 

Beck  did  not  suffer  her  to  proceed.     With  the  violence 
rather  of  fear  than  of  courage,  he  struck  her  to  the  ground; 
but  she  clung  to  him  still ;  and,  though  rendered  for  the 
-moment  speechless  by  the  suddenness  of  the  blow,  her  eyes 
took  an  expression  of  unspeakable  cruelty  and  fierceness. 
He  straggled  with  all  his  might  to  shake  her  off;  as  he 
did  so,  she  placed  feebly  her  other  band  upon  the  wrist  of 
Ihe  lifted  arm  that  had  smitten  her,  and  he  felt  a  sharp 
pain,  as  if  the  nails  had  fastened  into  the  flesh.     This  but 
exasperated  him  into  new  efforts.     He  extricated  himself 
from  her  grasp,  which  relaxed,  as  her  lips  writhed  into  a 
smile  of  scorn  and  triumph,  and,  spurning  her  while  she 
lay  before  the  threshold,  he  opened  the  door,  sprang  for- 
ward, and  escaped.     No  thought  had  he  of  tarrying  in 
that  House  of  Pelops,  those  human  shambles,  of  denounc- 
ing Murder  in  its  lair ; — ^to  fly,  to  reach  his  master,  warn 
and  shield  him — that  was  the  sole  thought  which  crossed 
-bis  confused,  bewildered  brain. 
.    {t  might  be  from  four  to  fire  minutes,  that  Lueretia, 


balf  fituimedf  half  Benfielera,  laj  opoQ  tboM  floors;  for« 
besides  the  Yioknce  of  her  fall;  the  shock  of  the  stiraggle, 
upon  nerTes  weakened  bj  the  aj^opj  of  apprehension,  oo- 
casiooed  by  the  immineot  and  ouforeseen  chance  of  det^or 
tioQ«  paralysed  her  wondrous  vigor  of  mind  and  frame,'*-^ 
when  Varoey  entered. 

''  They  tell  me  she  sleeps,"  be  said,  in  hoarse  mattered 
accenta,  before  h<^  saw  the  prostrate  form  at  his  very  feet 
Bat  Yarney's  step,  Yarney'B  voice,  had  awakened  Lu- 
cretia^  reason  to  conscioasoess  and  the  seqse  of  peril 
Rising,  thoogb  with  effort,  she  related  hurriedly  what  had 
passed. 

"Ply-p^flyl"  she  gasped,  as  she  concluded.  "Fly — to 
detain,  to  secrete  this  man  somewhere,  for  the  next  few 
hours.  Silence  him  bi^t  till  then — ^I  have  done  the  rest  I" 
^-aad  her.  finger  pointed  to  the  fatal  ring. 

Yarney  waited  for  no  further  words;  he  hurried  out, 
and  made  at  once  to  the  stables;  his  shrewdness  conjec- 
tured that  Beck  would  carry  bis  tale  elsewhere.  The  groom 
was  already  gone  (bis  fellow  said)— without  a  word,  but 
toward,  the  lodge  that  led  to  the  Southampton  road. 
Yarney  ordered  the  swiftest  horse  the  stables  hold  to  be 
saddled,  and  said,  a^  he  sprang  on  it9  back : 

"  I,  too,  must  go  toward  Southampton-**>the  poor  young 
lady! — I  must  {n*epare  your  master-^^he  is  on  bis  road 
back  to  us ;"  and  the  last  word  was  scarce  out  of  his  lips 
aa  the  sparks  flew  from  the  fiipts  under  the  horse's  hoofs, 
and  be  spurred  from  the  yard. 
As  be  rode  at  full  spe^d  through  the  park,  the  villain's 
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mind  sped  more  rapidly  than  the  animal  he  bestrode- 
sped  from  fear  to  hope^— hope  to  assorance.     Grant  thil 
the  spy  lived  to  tell  his  tale-^iDOoherent,  improbable  u 
the  tale  would  be — who  would  beliere  it  f    How  easy  to 
-meet  tale  by  tale  I    The  man  must  own  that  he  was  secreted 
behind  the  tapestry  ; — wherefore  but  to  rob  f    Detected  bj 
Madame  Dalibard,  he  had  coined  this  wretched  fable.  And 
the  spy,  too,  could  not  live  through  {be   day — he  bore 
Death  with  him  as  he  rode — he  fed  its  force  by  his  speed 
—and  the  effects  of  the  venom  itself  woald  be  those  of 
frenzy.     Tush  t   his  tale,  at  best,  would  seem  but  the  rar- 
ings  of  delirium.     Still,  it  was  well  to  track  him  where  he 
went, — delay  him,  if  possible  ;  and  Yamey's  spurs  plaaged 
deep  and  deeper  into  the  bleeding  flanks :  on  desperately 
scoured  the  horse.     He  passed  the  lodge — ^he  was  od  the 
road — a  chaise  and  pair  dashed  by  him — he  heard  not  fl 
voice  exclaim  "Varney  I" — ^he  saw  not  the  wondering  face 
of  John  Ardworth ; — bending  over  the  tossing  mane— lie 
was  deaf,  he  was  blind,  to  all  without  and  around.    A 
milestone  glides  by,  another,  and  a  third.     Ha  I  his  eyes 
can  see  now.     The  object  of  his  chase  is  before  him-~he 
views  distinctly,  on  the  brow  of  yon  hill,  the  horse  and  the 
rider,  spurring  fast,  like  himself.     They  descend  the  bill 
horse  and. horseman,  and  are  snatched  from  bis  sight.  Up 
the  steep  strains  the  pursuer.     He  is  at  the  summit.    He 
sees  the  fugitive  before  him,  almost  within  hearing.    Beck 
has  slackened  his  speed;  he  seems  swaying  to  and  fro  in 
the  saddle.     Ho,  ho  I  the  barbed  ring  begins  to  work  in 
his  veins !    Yarney  looks  round— ^not  another  sonl  is  i>^ 
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8ight*^a  deep  wood  skirtathe  road.  Place  and  time  seem 
to  faTor— -Beck  has  reined  in  his  borse^^-he  bends  low  over 
the  saddle,  as  if  abont  to  fall.  Tartiey  utters  a  half-sap- 
pressed  cry  of  triumph,  shakes  his  reins  and  spurs  on — . 
when,  snddenlj  (by  the  curve  of  the  road,  hid  before),  an- 
other jchabe  comes  in  sight,  close  where  Beck  had  wearily 
halted. 

The  chaise  stopfi-^Yariiey  pulls  in  and  draws  aside  to 
the  hedge-row  I    Some  one  within  the  rehicle  is  speaking 
to  the  fugitive  I    May  it  not  be  St.  John  himself?    To  his 
rage  and  his  terror,  he  sees  Beck  painfully  dismount  from 
his  horse — sees  him  totter  to  the  door  of  the  chaise — sees 
a  servant  leap  from  the  box  and  help  him  up  the  step — 
sees  him  enter.     It  must  be  Percival  on  his  return  I    Per- 
cival,  to  whom  he  tells  that  story  of  horror  I    Varney's 
brute-like  courage  forsook  him — ^liis  heart  was  appalled. 
In  one  of  those  panics  so  common  with  that  boldness 
which  is  but  animal,  his  sole  thought  became  that  of  es- 
cape.   He  turned  his  horse's  head  to  the  fence — forced  his 
way  desperately  through  the  barrier — made  into  the  wood, 
and  sate  there,  cowering   and  listening,  till  in  another 
minute  he  heard  the  wheels  rattle  on,  and  the  horses  gal- 
lop hard  down  the  hill  toward  the  park. 

The  autumn  wind  swept  through  the  trees — ^it  shook  the 
branches  of  the  lofty  ash  that  overhung  the  Accursed  One. 
What  observer  of  nature  knows  not  that  peculiar  sound 
which  the  ash  gives  forth  in  the  blast — not  the  solemn 
groan  of  the  oak — not  the  hollow  murmur  of  the  beech, 

but  a  shrill  wail — a  shriek,  as  of  a  human  voice  in  sharp 
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ttfignisb.  Varndy  sbaddored,  ad  if  he  had  heard  tlie  death- 
cry  of  his  intended  Tictims  I  Through  briars  and  thickets, 
torn  by  the  thorns,  bruised  by  the  boughs — ^he  planged 
deeper  and  deeper  into  the  wood — gained  at  length  the 
main  path  cot  throngh  it — foond  himself  in  a  lane»  and 
rode  on,  careless  whither,  till  he  had  reached  a  small  town, 
about  ten  miles  from  Laughton,  where  he  resolyed  to  wait 
till  his  nerTes  had  recovered  their  tone  and  he  could  more 
calmly  calculate  the  chances  of  safety. 


CHAPTER    XXVII. 

LUORKTIA  EEQAIKS  HER  SON 

It  seemed  as  if  now,  when  danger  became  most  imtnt- 
nent  and  present — ^tbat  that  very  danger  served  to  restord 
to  Lncretia  Dalibard  all  ber  facultieSi  which  daring  the 
earlier  day  bad  been  steeped  in  a  kind  of  dreary  stapdr. 
The  absolute  necessity  of  playing  ont  her  execrable  part, 
with  all  suitable  and  consistent  hypocrisy,  braced  her  into 
iron.  Bat  the  disguise  she  assumed  was  a  sapernatwral 
effort-^it  stretched  to  cracking  eveiy  fib^  of  the  oralu. 
It  seemed  almost  to  herself  as  if,  her  object  once  gained, 
either  life  or  conscionsness  could  hold  out  no  more  I 

A  chaise  stopped  at  the  porch  ^^t^o  gentlemen  de* 
scended.  The  elder  paused  irresolutely,  and  at  length, 
taking  out  a  card,  inscribed  "Mr.  Walter  Ardwortb," 
said,  **  If  Madame  Dalibard  can  be  spoken  to  for  a  mo- 
ment,  will  you  give  ber  this  card  1 

The  footman  hesitatingly  stared  at  the  card,  and  then 
invited  the  gentlemen  into  the  hall,  while  be  took  up  the 
message.  Not  long  had  the  visitor  to  wait,  pacing  the 
dark  oak  floors  and  gazing  on  the  faded  banners,  before 
the  servant  reappeared«--Madame  Dalibard  would  see  bioL 
He  followed  his  guide  up  the  stairs;  whil6  his  young  com* 
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panion  turned  from  the  hall,  and  seated  himself  mnsinglj 
OD  one  of  the  benches  on  the  deserted  terrace. 

Grasping  the  arms  of  her  chair  with  both  hands,  her 
ejes  fixed  eagerly  on  his  face,  Lncretia  Dalibard  awaited 
the  welcome  visitor.     . 

Prepared  as  he  had  been  for  change,  Walter  was  startled 
by  the  ghastly  alteration  in  Lncretia's  featores,  increased, 
as  it  was  that  moment,  by  all  the  emotions  which  raged 
within.  He  sank  into  the  chair  placed  for  him  opposite 
Lncretia,  and,  clearing  his  throat,  said  falteringly : 

''I  grieve  indeed,  madam,  that  my  yisit,  intended  to 
bring  but  joy,  should  chance  thas  inopportunely.  The 
servant  informed  me,  as  we  came  np  the  stairs,  that  yosr 
niece  was  ill,  and  I  i^mpathize  with  your  natural  aiixtetj 
—Susan's  only  child,  too — poor  Susan  I" 

"Sir,"  said  Lucretia,  impatiently,  ''these  moments  are 
precious.  Sir—-  sir  I  -—  my  son  — *  my  son  1"  and  her  eyes 
glanced  to  the  door.  "  Yon  hare  brought  with  yon  a 
companion,— does  he  wait  without  ?— My  son  I'' 

'*  Madam,  give  me  a  moment's  patience.  I  will  be  brief, 
and  compress  what,  in  other  moments,  might  be  a  Iod^ 
narrative,  into  a  few  sentences." 

Rapidly,  then,  Walter  Ardworth  passed  over  the  detsi^ 
unnecessary  now  to  repeat  to  the  reader ;  the  injunctions 
of  Braddell,  the  delivery  of  the  child  to  the  woman  se- 
lected by  bis  fellow- sectarian  (who,  it  seemed,  by  John 
Ardworth's  recent  inquiries,  was  afterward  expelled  the 
community,  and  who,  there  was  reason  to  believe,  h»d 
been  the  first  seducer  of  the  woman  thus  recommended). 
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Ko  clew  to  the  child's  par^tage  had  been  giren  to  the 
woman,  with  the  snin  intmsted  for  his  maintenance,  which 
som  had  perhaps  been'  the  main  cause  of  her  reckless 
progres8>'to  infamy  and  rain.  The  narrator  passed  lightly 
oyer  the  neglect  and  croelty  of  the  norse,  to  her  abandon- 
ment of  the  ehiid  s^hen  the  money  was  exhausted.  For- 
tnnately,  she  had  overlooked  the  coral  round  its  necik. :  By 
that  coral,  and  by  thd  ihitials,  Y.  B.,  which  Ard  worth  had 
had  the  precaution  to  have  burned  into  !tfae  child's  wrist, 
the  lost  son- had ^  been  dist^^ered;  the  nu^rso  herself  (found 
in  the  person  of  Martha 'Skeggs,  Lucretia's  own  serrant) 
had  been  confronted  with  the  woman  to  whom  she  gave 
the  child,  and  recognized  at'  onciB.  ISor  had  it  been  diffi- 
e«lt  to  obtain  from  her  tbie  confession  which  completed  the 
evidence. 

"In  this  discovery,"  concluded  Ard  worth,  "the  person 
I  emjdoyed  inet  your  own  agent,  asid  the  last  links  in  the 
ihtAn  they  traced  together.  But  to  that  person, — ^to  his 
zeal  and' intelligence, — you'owe  the  happibess  I  trust  to 
give  ybu.  He  sympatbtzed-with  me  the  more  that  he 
knew  yoii  personally,  felt  for  your  sorrows,  and  had  a  lin* 
geriiig  belief  that  you  sup|)osed  him  to  be  the  child  you 
yearned  for.  Madam,  thank  my  son  for  the  restoration  of 
your  own !" 

Withont  sound,  Lncretia  had  listened  to  these  details, 
though  her  countenance  changed  fea^rfolly  as  die  narrator 
proceeded.     But  now  she  groaned  aloud  and  in  agony. 

''Nay,  madam,"  said  ArdWortb>  feelingly  and  in  some 
surprise,  "  sorely  the  discovery  of  your  son  should  create 
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gladder  emotions.  Though,  indeed,  yon  will  be  prepaied 
tc  find  that  the  poor  youth  bo  reared  wants  edacation  tod 
refinement,  I  have  heard  enough  to  conTince  me  that  hii 
dispositions  are  good  and  his  heart  grateful.  Jodge  of 
this  yoorself ;  he  is  in  these  walls**-he  fg.-.  ■  J^ 

"Abandoned  by  a  harlot  •»  reared  by  a  beggar  I  Iff 
son  I"  intermpted  Lncretia,  in  broken  sentencci.  "Well, 
sir,  have  yon  discharged  your  task !  Well  haye  yon  re- 
placed a  mother  I" 

Before  Ardworth  could  reply,  loud  and  rapid  steps  Were 
heard  in  the  corridor,  and  a  Toice,  cracked,  indistinct,  hat 
yehement.  The  door  was  thrown  open,  and,  half  sup 
ported  by  Captain  Oreville,  half  dragging  htm  along— 
his  features  conynlsed,  whether  by  pain  or  passion,^— the 
spy  npon  Lncretia's  secrets,  the  denouncer  of  her  crime, 
tottered  to  the  threshold.  Pointing  to  where  she  sat  witb 
his  long,  lean  arm,  Beck  exclaimed :  "Seiae  her  I  I  'esse 
her,  face  to  face,  of  the  mtirder  of  her  niece  I-^f— <>f  I 
told  you,  sir— I  told  yon " 

"Madam,"  said  Captain  Orerille,  "yon  Stand  charged 
by  this  witness  with  the  most  terrible  of  hnman  crimea  I 
Judge  you  not  Tour  niece,  I  rejoice  to  hear,  yet  lives  1 
Pray  Ood  that  her  death  be  not  traced  to  those  kindiied 
hands  I" 

Turning  her  eyes  from  one  to  the  other  with  a  wander- 
ing stare,  Lucretia  Dalibard  remained  silent  Bnl  there 
was  still  scorn  on  her  lip  and  defiance  on  her  brow.  At 
last  she  said,  slowly,  and  to  ArdWorth  : 

"  Where  is  my  son  ?    Yon  say  he  is  within  these  walli 
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-««Cfdl  him  forth  to  protect  his  mother]    Give  me,  at  least, 
my  son — mj  son  1" 

Her  last  words  were  drowned  by  a  fresh  barat  of  futj 
from  her  denouncer.    In  all  the  coarsest  inyectiye  his  edii-> 
cation  could  sapplj — in  aU  the  hideojos  valgarities  of  his 
uQtntored  dialect— in  that  nncnrbed  licentiousness  of  tonci 
look,  and  manner  which  passiou,  once  aroused,  gives  to 
the  dregs  aad  scum  of  the  populace^  Beck  poured  forth 
bis  frightful  charges — his  frantic  .execrations.     In  vaiik 
Captain  Qreville  strove  to  check  him.     In  <ain  Widter 
Ard worth  sought  to  draw  him  from  the  room.    But  while 
the  poor  wretch^-*4naddening  not  more  with  the  conscious- 
ness of  the  crime,  than  with  the  ezcitemeut  of  the  poisoli 
in  his  blood«*-<-thu8  raved  and.  stormed,  a  terrible  suspicion 
crossed  Walter  Atd worth:   mechanicaU7*^as  his  grasp 
was  on  the  accuser's  arm — he  bared  the  sleeve,  and  on  tbo 
wrist  were  the  dark  blue  letters,  burned  into  the  skin,  and 
bearing  witness  to  his  identity  with  the  lost  Yincent  Brad- 
dell. 

"Hold,  hold!"  he  exclaimed  then — "hold,  unhappy 
man  I — it  is  your  mother  whom  you  denounce  I" 

Lucretia  sprang  up  erect — her  eyes  seemed  starting 
from  her  head ;  she  caught  at  the  arm  pointed  toward  her 
iu  wrath  and  menace — and  there,  amid  those  letters  that 
proclaimed  her  son,  was  the  small  puncture  surrounded  by 
a  livid  circle,  that  announced  her  victim.  In  the  same 
instant  she  discovered  her  child  in  the  man  who  was  calling 
down  upon  her  head  the  hatred  of  Earth  and  the  justic^e  of 
Heaven,  and  knew  herself  his  murderess. 
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.  She  dropped  tiie  arm,  and  sank  back  on  the  chair;  and, 
whether  the  poison  had  now  reached  to  the  ▼itsls,  or 
whether  so  unwonted  a  passion  in  so  frail  a  frame  soflficed 
for  the  death-stroke,  Beck  himself,  with  a  low  suffocated 
cry,  slid  from  the  hand  of  Ardworth,  and,  tottering  a  step 
or  so,  the  blood  gashed  from  his  naoath,  over  Locretia's 
robe; — his  head  drooped  an  instant,  and  falling,  rested 
first  npon  her  lap — then  struck  heavllj  upon  the  floor. 
The  two  men  bent  orer  him  and  raised  him  in  tiieir  arns 
— his  eyes  opened  and  closed — his  throat  rattled,  and,  as  he 
fell  back  into  their  arms  a  corpse,  a  laugh  rose  close  at  band 
— ^it  rang  through  the  walls,  it  was  heard  near  and  a&r— 
above  and  below.  Not  an  ear  in  that  bouae  that  heard  it 
not.  In  that  laugh  fled  foreyer,  till  the  Judgment-daf, 
from  the  blackened  rains  of  her  lost  soul,  the  reason  of  the 
murderess  motiier. 


CHAPTER   XXVIII. 

THE  LOTS  VANISH  WETHIN  THE  ItEN. 

Yabnst's  self-commuDe  restored  to  him  his  eoDstitn- 
tional  aodaoitj.  He  returned  to  Langhton  toward  the 
evefiiDg,  and  held  a  long  conference  with  OreyiUe.  For- 
tunately for  him,  perhaps,  and  happily  for  all,  Helen  had 
lost  M  more  dailgerons  symptoms,  and  the  physician  who 
was  in  the  house  saw  in  her  state  nothing  not  easily  to  be 
accounted  for  by  natnral  canses.  Percival  had  arrived^ 
bad  seen  Qekn — ^no  w<^der  she  was  better.  Both  from 
bim  and  ftom  Helen,  Madame  Dalibfurd's  fearfnl  condition 
was  for  the  present  concealed.  Ardworth'a  story,  and  the 
fact  of  Beck's  identity  with  Yincent  BraddeU,  were  also 
reserved  for  a  later  occasion.  .  .  .  The  tale  which  Beck 
had  poored  into  the  eta  of  Qreville  (when  recognizing 
the  St.  John  livery  the  captain  stopped  his.  chaise  to  in^ 
qnire  if  P^rciral  were  at  the  hall,  and  when,  thrilled  by 
the  hideous  import  of  bis  broken  reply,  that  gentleman 
had  caused  him  to  enter  the  vehicle  to  explain  himself 
further),  Yarney,  with  his  wonted  art  ahd  address,  con- 
trived to  st^ip  of  all  probable  semblance.  Evidently  the 
poor  lad  had  been  already  delirious,  his  story  must  be 
deemed  the  nightmare  of  ms  disordered  reason.  Yarney 
insisted  upon  surgical  examination  as  to  the  cause  of  his 
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death — ^the  membranes  of  the  brain  were  foond  surcharged 
with  blood,  as  io  cases  of  great  mental  excitement — ^Uie 
slight  panctare  in  the  wrist,  ascribed  to  the  prick  of  a 
rastj  nail,  provoked  no  suspicion.     If  some  doabts  re- 
mained still  on  Oreville's  acnte  mind,  he  was  not  eag^er  to 
express,  still  less  to  act^  npon  them.     Helen  was  declared 
to  be  ont  of  danger.     Percival  was  safe — why  aflSx  bj 
minnte  inqniry  into  the  alleged  guilt  of  Madame  Dalib^rd 
(already  $o  awfoUy  affected  by  the  death  of  her  soa  aad  by 
the  loss  of  her  reason)  so  fool  a  stain  on  the  honored  fomily 
of  St  John  7    Bat  Oreville  was  noiUirally  aoxioas  to  free 
the  house,  as  soon  as  possible,  both  oi  Yarney  and  that 
ominous  Lncretia,  whose  scjoura  under  its  roof  seemed 
aocursed.     He  therefore  readily  assented  when  Yarney 
proposed -4- as  his  obTious  and  personal  duty— •'to  take 
charge  of  his  mother*in*law,  aad  remove  her  to  London 
for  immediate  advice. 

At  the  d^Eul  of  the  bladM^londed  night — &0:BiDQn  and 
BO  stars-'^-the  son  of  Olivier  BaMbard  bore  away  ike  form 
of  the  once  formidable  Liioretia:#*«-'the /orm,  for  the  nnnd 
was  gone —« that  teeming,  restless^  and  fbrtjle  intellect, 
which  had  carried  along  the ,  projects^  With  the  preter* 
human  energies  ,of  the .  fiend,  was  hurled  into  night  aod 
chaos..  Manacled  and  boand,  for  at  times. bier  paroxySBi« 
were  terribla,  and  all  partook,  of  the  ddstrnctiir^  and  map- 
derous  character,  which  her  faeultied,  wbeQ  pre8ent>  had 
betrayed,  she  was  placed  in  the  vehicle  by  the  shtinking 
aide  of  her  aeeompliee.  *' 

Long  before  he  arrived  in  London,  Yarney  had  got  rid 
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of  his  fearfal  cotntmnion.  His  chaise  bad  stopped  at  the 
iron  gates  of  a  large  bnildiDg,  somewhat  out  of  the  main 
road,  and  the  doors  of  the  Madhoase  closed  on  Lacretia 
Dalibard. 

Yarney  then  hastened  to  Dorer  with  intention  of  flight 
into  France;  be  was  jnst  afoont  to  step  into  the  vessel 
when  he  was  tapped  mdelj  on  the  shonlder^  and  a  de« 
termined  toice  said  ^^"  Mr*  Gabriel  Yamey,  yoQ  are  my 
prisoner!" 

"  For  what-^-some  paltry  debt  ?''  said  Yamey  haughtily. 

^For  forgery  on  the  Bank  of  England  I'* 

Yarney's  hand  plnnged  into  his  Test.  The  oflKcer  seized 
it  in  time,  and  wrested  the  blade  from  his  grasp.  Once 
arrested  for  an  offense  it  was  impossible  to  disprove,  aU 
though  the  very  smallest  of  which  his  conscience  might 
charge  him,  Yarney  sank  into  the  Uackest  despair.  Tboiigb 
he  had  often  boasted,  not  only  to  others,  but  to  his  own 
vain  breast,  of  the  easy  conrage  with  which,  when  life 
ceased  to  yield  enjoyment,  he  conld  dismiss  it  by  the  act 
of  his  own  will — ^thongh  he  had  possessed  himself  of  La- 
cretia^s  mnrderons  ring,  and  death,  if  fbarfol,  was  therefore 
at  his  command,  self-destrnction  was  the  last  thought  that 
occarred  to  him-^thait  morbid  excitability  of  fancy,  which; 
whether  in  his  art  or  in  his  deeds,  h^d  led  him  to  strange 
delight  in  horror,  now  served  bnt  to  haont  him  with  the 
images  of  death  in  those  ghastliest  shapes  familiar  to  them 
who  look  only  into  the  bottom  of  the  cbarnel,  and  see  bat 
the  rat  and  the  worm,  and  the  loathsome  agencies  of  cor- 
ruption.   It  was  not  the  despair  of  oonscieace  that  seized 
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him,  it  was  (he  abject  clinging  to  life ; — not  the  remone  of 
the  sonl, — that  stUi  slept  within  hioiy  too  noble  an  agencj 
for  one  so  debased — ^but  the  gross  physical  terror.    As 
the  fear  of  the  tiger  once  aroused  is  more  paralyzing  than 
that  of  the  deer,  proportioned  to  the  savageaeas  of  a  dis- 
position to  which  fear  is  a  novelty,  so  the  very  boldness  of 
Yamey,  coming  only  from  the  perfection  of  the  nerToos 
organisation,  and  nnsapported  by. one  moral  sentiment, 
T)nce  struck  down,  was  cormpted  into  the  vilest  cowardice. 
With  his  audacity,  his  shrewdness  forsook  him.     Advised 
by  his  lawyer  to  plead  guilty,  he  obejed,  and  tbe.senteDce 
of  transportation  for  life  gave  him,  at  firsts  a  feeling  of  re- 
prieve ;  but  when  his  imagination  began  to  picture,  in  the 
darkness  of  his  cell,  all  the  true  tortures  of  that  penaltj, 
not  so  much,  perhaps,*  to  the  uneducated  peasant  feloo, 
inured  to  toil,  and  familiarised  with  coarse  companionship, 
as  to  one  pampered  like  himself  by  all  soft  and  half  wo- 
manly indulgences — the  shaven  hair — the  convict's  dresi 
^-tbe  rigorous  privation — the  drudging  toil;-— the  exile 
seemed  as  grim  as  the  grave.     In  the  dotage  of  facolties 
smitten  into  driveling  —  he  wrote  to  the  Home  Office, 
offering  to  disclose  secrets  connected  with. crimes  that  had 
hitherto  escaped,  or  baffled  justice,  on  condition  that  his 
sentence  might  be  repealed,  or  mitigated  into  the  gentler 
forms  of  ordinary  transportation.   No  answer  was  retonzetf 
to  him — but  his  letter  provoked  research-r— circumstances 
connected  with  his  uncle's  deatii,  and  with  various  other 
dark  passages  in  his  life — sealed  against  him  all  hope  of 
more  merciful  sentence,  and  when  some  aequaintapcci 
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whom  his  art  had  made  for  him,  and  who,  while  grieving 

for  his  crime,  saw  in  it  some  excuse  (ignorant  of  his  feller 

deeds),  sought  to  intercede  in  his  behalf,  the  reply  of  the 

Home  Office  was  obvioos,  **  He  is  a  fortunate  man  to  have 

been  tried  and  condemned  for  his  least  offense.^'     Not 

one  indulgence  that  could  distinguish  him  from  the  most 

execrable  ruffian,  condemned  to  the  same  sentence,  was 

conceded. 

The  idea  of  the  gibbet  lost  all  its  horror.     Here  was  a 

gibbet  for  every  hour  I     No  hope — no  escape.     Already 

that  Future  Doom  which  comprehends  the  ^'Forever" 

opened  upon  him,  black  and  fathomless.     The  hour>glass 

was  broken  up-*the  hand  of  the  time-piece  was  arrested. 

The  Beyond  stretched  before  him,  without  limit,  without 

goal— K>n  into  Annihilation  or  into  HelL 

26* 


EPILOGUE  TO  PART  THE  SECOND. 

Stand,  O  Maq  I  upoD  the  bill-top^in  the  stillness  0/ 
the  eveniDg  hoar — and  gaze,  not  with  jojoas,  but  with 
eontented  eyes,  UfM>&  the  beaotiful  world   aroood  thee  I 
See  where  the  misU,  soft  and  dim,  rise  over  the  green 
meadows,  through  which  the  rivulet  steals  its  way  I   See 
where,  broadest  and  stillest,  the  ware  expands  to  the  full 
smile  of  the  setting  sua — and  the  willow  that  trembles  on 
the  breeze-*-and  the  oak  that  staads  firm  in  the  stoMB;  ^ 
reflected  back,  peacefal  both,  from  the  clear  glass  of  the 
tides  I     See  where,  begirt  bj  the  gold  of  the  harvests,  iod 
backed  by  the  pomp  of  a  thoasand  groves,  the  roofs  of 
the  town  bask. noiseless  in  the  calm  glow  of  the  skj  I    Not 
a  sonnd  from  those  abodes  floats  in  discord  to  thine  ears- 
only from  the  church-tower,  soaring  high  above  the  rest, 
perhaps  faintly  heard  through  the  stillness,  swells  the  note 
of  the  holy  bell.     Along  the  mead  low  skims  the  swallow 
— on  the  wave,  the  silver  circlet,  breaking  into  spray,  shows 
the  sport  of  the  fish.     See  the  Earth,  how  serene,  thoagh 
all  eloquent  of  activity  and  life  I     See  the  Heavens,  bow 
benign,  thoagh  dark  clouds,  by  yon  mountain,  blend  the 
purple  with  the  gold  I   Gaze  contented,  for  Good  is  around 
thee — not  joyous,  for  Evil  is  the  shadow  of  Good  I   ^^'^ 
thy  soul  pierce  through  the  veil  of  the  senses,  and  tby 
(294) 
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tight  plttDge  deeper  than  tfae  fiurface  which  gives  delight 

to  thine  eye«    Below  Xht  glass  of  that  river,  the  pike  darts 

on  his  prej ;  the  circle  in  the  wave,  the  soft  plash  among 

the  reeds,  are  hut  signs  of  Destroyer  and  of  Victim.     In 

the  ivy  roQfid  the  oak,  hy  the  margin,  the  owl  hungers  for 

the  night,  which  shall  give  its  beak  and  its  talons  living 

lood  for  its  yoong ;  and  the  spray  of  tbe  willow  trembles 

with  the  wing  of  the  redbreast,  whose  bright  eye  sees  the 

worm  on  the  sod.     Oanst  thoa  count  too,  O  Man !  all  the 

cares — all  the  sins — ^that  those  noiseless  roof-tops  conceal  f 

With  every  curl  of  that  smoke  to  the  sky,  a  human  thought 

soars  as  dark,  a  human  hope  melts  as  briefly.    And  the 

bell  from  the  church-tower,  that  to  thy  ear  gives  but  music, 

perhaps  knolls  for  the  dead.     Tbe  swallow  but  chases  the 

moth,  and  the  cloud,  that  deepens  the  glory  of  the  heaven 

and  the  sweet  shadows  on  the  earth,  nurses  but  the  thunder 

that  shall  rend  the  grove  and  the  storm  that  shall  devastate 

the  harvests.     Not  with  fear,  not  with  doubt,  recognize,  O 

Mortal,  the  presence  of  Evil  in  the  world.*    Hush  thy 

heart  in  the  humbleness  of  awe>  that  its  mirror  may  reflect 

as  serenely  the  shadow  as  the  light.    Vainly,  for  its  moral, 

dost  thou  gaze  on  the  landscape,  if  thy  soul  puts  no  check 

on  the  dull  delight  of  the  senses.     Two  wings  only  raise 

*  Not,  iiHieed,  that  the  evil  here  narrated  is  the  ordinary  evil  of 
the  world.  The  lesson  it  inculcates  would  be  lost,  if  so  construed ; 
but  that  the  mystery  of  evil,  whatever  its  degree;  only  increases 
the  necessity  of  faith  in  the  vindication  of  the  contrivance  which 
requires  infinity  for  its  range,  and  eternity  for  its  consummation. 
It  is  in  the  existence  of  evil  that  man  finds  Ms  duties,  and  his  a^ul 
its  progress. 
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ihee  to  the  smnmit  of  Troth — where  the  Cherob  shall 
comfort  the  sorrow,  where  the  Seraph  shall  enlighten  the 
joj.  Dark  as  ebon  spreads  the  one  wing,  white  as  snow 
gleams  the  other — mo^^nfal  as  thy  reason  when  it  de- 
scends  into  the  deep  —  exolting  as  ihj  faiih  when  it 
springs  to  the  day-star. 

Beck  sleeps  in  the  charch-yard  of  Langhton.     He  had 
lived  to  frustrate  the  monstroas  design  intended  to  benefit 
himself,  and  to  become  Uie  instrument,  while  the  Tictim  of 
the  dread  Eamenides.     That  done,  his  life  passed  with  the 
crimes  that  had.gathered  around,  out  of  the  sight  of  mortals. 
Helen  slowly  regained  her  health  in  the  atmosphere  of  love 
and  happiness ;  and  Lady  Mary  soon  learned  to  forget  the 
fault  of  the  father  in  the  virtues  of  the  child.  -  Married  to 
Percivalf  Helen  fulfilled  the  destinies  of  woman's  genius, 
in  calling  forth  into  action  man's  earnest  duties.     She 
breathed  into  Percival's  warm  beneficent  heart  her  own 
more  steadfast  and  divine  intelligence.    Like  him  she  grew 
ambitious,  by  her  he  became  distinguished.    While  I  write, 
foir  children  play  under  the  cedars  of  Laughton.    And  the 
husband  tells  the  daughters  to  resemble  their  mother ; — 
and  the  wife's  highest  praise  to  the  boys  is — *'  You  have 
spoken  truth  or  done  good  like  your  father." 

John  Ardworth  has  not  paused  in  his  career,  nor  belied 
the  promise  of  his  youth.  Though  the  elder  Ardworth, 
partly  by  his  own  exertions,  partly  by  his  second  marriage 
with  the  daughter  of  the  French  merchant  through  whose 
agency  he  had  corresponded  with  Fielden,  had  realized  a 
moderate  fortune,  it  but  sufficed  for  his  own  wants,  and  for 
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Ihe  children  of  bis*  later  naptials,  upon  whom  the  bulk  of 
it   was  settled.     Hence,  happily  perhaps,  for  himself  and 
others,  the  easy  circamstaiices  of  his  father  allowed  to  John 
Ard worth  no  exemption  from  labor.    His  success  in  the 
aingle  episode  from  active  life  to  literatiire  did  not  intoxi- 
cate or  mislead  him.     He  knew  that  his  real  element  was 
not  in  the  field  of  letters,  but  in  the  world  of  men.     Not 
undervaluing  the  noble  destinies  of  the  Author,  he  felt 
that  those  destinies,  if  realized  to-  the  utmost^  demanded 
pawers  other  than  his  own ;  and  that  man  is  only  true  to 
his  genius  when  the  genius  is  at  home  in  his  career.     He 
would  not  renounce  for  a  brief  celebrity  distant  and  8€jid 
fame.   He  continued  for  a  few  years  in  patience  and  priva- 
tion, and  confident  self-reliance,  to  drudge  on,  till  the  oc- 
cupation fur  the  intellect  fed  by  restraint,  and  the  learning 
accumulated  by  study,  came  and  found  the  whole  man 
developed  and  prepared.    Then,  he  rose  rapidly  from  step 
to  step — then,  still  retaining  his  high  enthusiasm,  he' en- 
larged his  sphere  of  action  from  the  cold  practice  of  law, 
into  those  vast  sociaP  improvements  which  law,  rightly 
regarded,  should  lead,  and  vivify,  and  create.     Then,  and 
long  before  the  twenty  years  he  had  imposed  on  his  proba- 
tion had  expited,  he  gazed  again  upon  the  senate:  and  the 
abbey,  and  saw  the  doors  of  the  one  open  to  his  resolute 
tread,  and  anticipated  the  glorious  sepulcher  which  heart 
Bad  brain  should  win  him. in  the  other. 

John  Ardworth  has  never  married.  When  Percival 
rebukes  him  for  his  celibacy,  his  lip  quivers  slightly,  and 
he  applies  himself  with  more  .dogged  earaestness  to  hia 
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studies  or  hh  career.  But  he  nerer  complains  tb&t  his  lot 
is  lonely  or  his  afifections  void.  For  him  who  aspires,  and 
for  him  who  loves,  life  may  lead  throa^h  the  thomSi  bat 
it  nerer  stops  in  the  desert. 

On  the  minor  personages  iavolired  m  this  history  there 
is  little  need  to  dvelL  Mr.  Pielden,  thanks  to  Si  Joho, 
has  obtained  a  mach  better  IMng  in  the  rectory  of  Laogb- 
ton ;  bat  has  fonad  new  sources  of  pleasant  troable  for 
himself,  in  seeking  to  drill  into  the  mind  of  PerciTsl's 
eldest  son  the  elements  of  Eoclid  and  the  principles  of 
Latin  syntax. 

.We  may  feel  satisfied  that  the  Mirerses  will  go  on  mach 
the  same  while  trade  enriches  without  refining;  and  vfai'ie, 
nevertheless,  right  feelings  in  the  common  paths  of  dotj 
may  unite  charitable  emotions  with  graceless  language. 

We  may  rest  assured  that  the  poor  widow  who  had 
reared  the  lost  son  of  Lacretia,  received  from  the  bounty 
of  Percival  all  that  could  comfort  her  for  his  death. 

We  have  no  need  to  track  the  doll  crimes  of  Martha, 
or  the  quick,  cunning  vices  of  Orabman,  to  their  inevitable 
goals,  in  the  hospital  or  the  prison,  the  dunghill  or  the 
gibbet 

Of  the  elder  Ardworth  our  parting  notice  may  be  less 
brief.  We  first  saw  him  in  sktiguine  and  generous  yoatb, 
with  higher  principles  and  clearer  insight  into  honor  (Aan 
William  Mainwaring.  We  have  seen  him  next  a  spend- 
thrift and  a  fugitive,  his  principles  debased  and  his  honor 
.dimmed.  He  presents  to  us  no  uncommon  example  of 
the  corruptioa  engendc^red  by  that  vulgar  self-indulgence 
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which  mortgages  the  morrow  for  the  pleasares  of^to^af. 
!No  Deity  presides  where  Pradenee  is  absent      Man,  a 
world  in  himself,  requires,  for  the  development  of  his  facal^ 
ties,  patieifce;    and  for  the  balance  of  his  actioDs,  order. 
£2yen  where  he   had  deemed  himfielf  most  oppressively 
made  the  martjr-*^Tiz.,  in  the  profession  of  mere  political 
opinions,  Walter  Ardworth  had  hot  followed  oat  into 
theory  the  restless,  nncalcolating  impatience,  which  had 
brought  adversity  on  bis  manhood,  and,  despite. his  con- 
stitutional cheerfulness,  shadowed  bis  age  with  remorse. 
The  death  of  the  child  committed  to  his  charge,  long 
(perhaps  to  the  last)  jembittered  his  pride  in  the  son  whom, 
without  merit  of  his  own,  Providence  had  spared  to  a 
brighter  fate.     But  for  the  faults  which  had  banished  him 
his  country,  and  the  habits  which  had  seared  his  sense  of 
duty,  could  that  child  have  been  so  abandoned  and  have 
so  perished  ? 

It  remains  only  to  cast  oor  glance  over  the  punishments 
which  befell  the  sensual  villainy  of  Yarney,^--the  intellect- 
ual corruption  of  his  fell  step- mother. 

These  two  persons  had  made  a  very  trade  of  those  crimes 
to  which  man^s  law  awards  death.  They  had  said  in  their 
hearts  that  they  would  dare  the  crime,  but  elude  the 
penalty.  By  wonderful  subtlety,  craft,  and  dexterity, 
which  reduced  guilt  to  a  science,  Providence  seemed,  as 
in  disdain  of  the  vulgar  instruments  of  common  retribu- 
tion, to  concede  to  them  that  which  they  had  schemed  for, 
p^escape  from  the  rope  and  gibbet.  Yarney,  saved-from 
detection  of  his  darker  and  more  inexpiable  crimes,  piuii* 
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tohed  only  for  the  least  one — ^retained  what  bad  seemed  to 
him  the  master  boon — life  I  Safer  still  from  the  law,  bo 
mortal  eje  bad  plambed  the  profound  night  of  Lacreti&'i 
awfal  gailt.  Murderess  of  husband  and  son,  the  blioded 
law  bade  her  go,  unscathed,  onsuspected.  Direct  as  from 
Hearen,  without  a  cloud,  fell  the  thunderbolt.  Is  the  life 
they  have  saved  worth  the  prizing?  Doth  the  chalice, 
unspilt  on  the  ground,  not  return  to  the  hand  t  Is  the 
sudden  pang  of  the  hangman  more  fearful  than  the  doom 
which  thej  breathe  and  bear?    Look,  and  jadge  I 

Behold  ihat  dark  ship  on  the  waters  I    Its  burdens  are 
not  of  Ormus  and  Tyre.    iNo  goodly  merchandise  doth  it 
waft  oyer  the  wave,  no   bles^g  cleaves  to   its  sails: 
freighted  with  terror  and  with  guilt,  with  remorse  and 
despair,  or  more  ghastly  than  either,  the  sullen  apathy  of 
souls  hardened  into  stone,  it  carries  the  dregs  and  offal  of 
the  Old  World  to  populate  the  New.     On  a  bench  in  that 
ship,  sit  side  by  side  two  mep,  companions  assigned  to  each 
other.   Pale,  abject,  cowering,  aU,  the  bravery  rent  from  his 
garb,  all  the  gay  insolence  vanished  from  bis  brow— cao 
that  hollow-eyed,  hag;gard  wretch  be  the  same  man  whose 
senses  opened  on  every  jpy,  whose  nerves  mocked  at  er^ 
peril  ?    Bat  beside  him,  with  a  grin  of  vile  glee  on  his 
features,  all  muscle  and  brawn  in  the  form,  all  malice  at 
once  spiteful  and.  dull  .in  his  heavy  eye,  sits  his  fit  comrade 
-^the  Grave-stealer  I    At  the  first,  glance  each  had  recog- 
nized each,  and  the  prophecy  aJid  the  vision  rushed  back 
upon  the  daintier  convict.     If  he  seek  to  escape  from  hioat 
the  Qrave-stealer  claims  him  as  a  prey,  he  threatens  him 
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with  his  eye  as  a  slave,  he  kicks  him  with  his  hoof  as  the/ 
Bit,  and  laughs  at  the  writhing  of  the  pain.     Garry  on 
yonr  gaze  from  the  ship : — hear  the  cry  from  the  mast- 
head— see  the  land  arise  from  the  waste  I    A  land  without 
hope  I     At  first,  despite  the  rigor  of  the  Home  Office, 
the  education  and  intelligence  of  Varney  have  their  price 
— the  sole  crime  for  which  he  is  convicted  is  not  of  the 
darkest.     He  escapes  from  that  hideous  comrade,  he  can 
teach  as  a  school-master; — let  his  brain  work,  not  his 
hands !    But  the  most  irredeemable  of  convicts  are  ever 
those  of  nurture  and  birth  and  culture  better  than  the 
ruffian-rest.     You  may  enlighten  the  clod,  but  the  meteor 
still  must  feed  on  the  marsh  :  and  the  pride  and  the  vanity 
work  where  the  crime  itself  seems  to  lose  its  occasion. 
Ever  avid,  ever  grasping,  he  falls,  step  by  step,  in  the  foul 
sink,  and  the   colony  sees  in  Gabriel  Yarney  its  most 
pestilent  rogue;  arch-convict  amid  convicts,  doubly  lost 
among  the  damned;  they  banish  him  to  the  sternest  of  the 
penal  settlements — they  send  him  forth  with  the  vilest  to 
break  stones  upon  the  roads.     Shriveled,  and  bowed,  and 
old  prematurely — see  that  sharp  face  peering  forth  among 
that  gang,  scarcely  human, — see  him  cringe  to  the  lash  of 
the  scornful  overseer — ^see  the  pairs  chained  together,  night 
and  day  I    Ho,  ho  I  his  comrade  hath  found  him  again,  the 
Artist  and  the  Qrave-stealer  leashed  together  f    Conceive 
that  fancy,  so  nurtured  by  habit — those  tastes,  so  woman- 
ized by  indulgence — the  one  suggesting  the  very  horrors 
that  are  not,  the  other  revolting  at  all  toil  as  a  torture. 
VOL.  II. — 26 
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Bat  intellect  not  all  gone,  though  hoarlj  dying  hearfly 
down  to  the  le7el  of  the  brute,  yet  schemes  for  deli?ery 
ftnd  escape.     Let  the  plot  ripen,  and  the  heart  bound: 
break  his  chain — set  him  free — send  him  forth  to  the  wil- 
derness I    Hark,  the  whoop  of  the  wild  men  I     See  those 
things  that  ape  onr  species  dance  and  gibber  round  the 
famishing  hnnted  wretch.     Hark  how  he   shrieks  at  the 
torture !    How  they  tear,  and  they  pinch,  and  they  bom, 
and  they  rend   him  I     They,  too,  spare    bis   life — it  is 
charmed  I    A  Caliban  amid  Calibans,  they  heap  him  with 
their  hardens  and  feed  him  on  their  offal.     Let  him  lire; 
he  loved  life  for  himself,  he  has  cheated  the  gibbet^^UT 
HIM  Liyx !    Let  him  watch,  let  him  once  more  escape;  a/I 
naked  and  mangled,  let  him  wander  back  to  the  hats  of 
his  gang.     Lo  1    where  be  kneels,  the  foal  tears  streamisg 
down,  and  cries  alond,^*"  I  have  broken  all  joar  laws,  I 
will  tell  yoa  all  my  crimes ;  I  ask  bat  one  sentence— hang 
me  np — let  me  die!"    And  from  the  gang  groan  m&nj 
Toices— "Hang  us  up — let  us  die  I"    The  overseer  taria 
on  his  heel,  and  Gabriel  Yarney  again  Is  chained  to  the 
laughing  Grave-stealer. 

Yoa  enter  those  gates  so  jealously  guarded — ^you  pass, 
with  a  quick  beat  of  the  heart,  by  those  groups  on  tba 
lawn,  though  they  are  harmless; — ^you  follow  your  guide 
through  those  passages ;  where  the  open  doors  will  per- 
mit, you  see  the  emperor  brandish  his  scepter  of  straw- 
hear  the  speculator  counting  his  millions— sigh,  where  the 
maiden  sits  smiling,  the  return  of  her  shipwrecked  lover— 
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or  gravely  shake  the  head  and  hurry  on,  where  the  fanatie 
rayea  his  Apocalypse,  and  reigns  in  judgment  on  the 
world ;— you  pass  by  strong  grates  into  corridors  gloomier 
ftod  more  remote.  Nearer  and  nearer,  you  hear  the  yell 
and  the  oath  and  blaspheming  curse — ^you  are  in  the  heart 
of  the  Madhouse,  where  they  chain  those  at  once  cureless 
and  dangerous — who  have  but  sense  enough  left  them  to 
smite,  and  to  throttle,  and  to  murder.  Your  guide  opens 
that  door,  massive  as  a  wall,  you  see  (as  we,  who  narrate, 
have  seen  her)  Lucretia  Dalibard : — a  grisly,  squalid,  fe- 
rocious mockery  of  a  human  being — more  appalling  and 
more  fallen  than  Dante  ever  fabled  in  his  specters,  than 
Swift  ever  scoffed  in  his  Yahoos !  —  Only  where  all  other 
feature  seems  to  have  lost  its  stamp  of  humanity,  still 
bums  with  unquenchable  fever -» the  red  devouring  eye. 
That  ey<^  never  seems  to  sleep,  or,  in  sleep,  the  lid  never 
closes  over  it.  As  yon  shrink  from  its  light,  it  seems  to 
you  as  if  the  mind  that  had  lost  coherence  and  harmony, 
still  retained  latent  and  incoo&municable  consciousness  as 
its  curse..  For  days,  for  weeks — ^that  awful  maniac  will 
preserve  obstinate,  unbroken  silence ;  but,  as  the  eye  never 
closes,  so  the  hands  never  rest — they  open  and  grasp,  as  if 
at  some  palpable  object  on  which  they  close,  vice-like,  as 
a  bird's  talons  on  its  prey — sometimes  they  wander  over 
that  brow,  where  the  furrows  seem  torn  as  the  thunder- 
scars,  as  if  to  wipe  from  it  a  stain,  or  charm  from  it  a  pang 
.-sometimes  they  gather  up  the  hem  of  that  sordid  robe, 
and  seem,  for  hours  together,  striving  to  rub  from  it  a  soil. 
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Then,  out  from  prolonged  silence,  witboat  cause  or  warn* 
ing,  will  ring,  peal  after  peal  (till  the  frame,  ezbaosted 
with  the  effort,  sinks  senseless  into  stapor),  the  frightfol 
laugh.  Bat  speech,  intelligible  and  coherent,  those  lipi 
rarely  yield. 

There  are  times,  indeed,  when  the  attendants  are  pe^ 
saaded  that  her  mind  in  part  retnrns  to  her ;  and  those 
times,  experience  has  tanght  them  to  watch  with  pecaliar 
caution.  The  crisis  eyinces  itself  by  a  change  in  the  man- 
ner— by  a  quick  apprehension  of  all  that  is  said— by  a 
straining  anxious  look  at  the  dismal  walls — by  a  soft  fawn- 
ing docility — ^by  mnrmared  complaints  of  the  chains  that 
fetter — and  (though,  as  we  have  said,  bat  very  rare/j)  bj 
prayers,  that  seem  rational,  for  greater  ease  and  freedom. 

In  the  earlier  time  of  her  dread  captivity,  perhaps,  when 
it  was  believed  at  the  asylum  that  she  was  a  |>atieDt  o! 
condition,  with  friends  who  cared  for  her  state,  and  woald 
liberally  reward  her  cure, — they,  in  those  moments,  relaxed 
her  confinement,  and  sought  the  gentler  remedies  their  art 
employs ;  but  then  invariably,  and,  it  was  said,  with  a  can- 
ning that  surpassed  all  the  proverbial  astuteness  of  tbe 
mad,  she  turned  this  indulgence  to  the  most  deadly  nses^ 
she  crept  to  the  pallet  of  some  adjacent  sufferer  weaker  than 
herself,  and  the  shrieks  that  brought  the  attendants  into 
the  cell  scarcely  saved  the  intended  victim  from  her  hands. 
It  seemed,  in  those  imperfectly  lucid  intervals,  as  if  the 
reason  only  returned  to  guide  her  to  destroy — only  to  ani- 
mate the  broken  mechanism  into  the  beast  of  prey. 
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Tears  bave  now  passed  since  her  entrance  within  those 
walls.     He  who  placed  her  there  never  had  returned — he 
had  given  a  false  name — no  clew  to  him  was  obtained — 
the  gold  he  had  left  was  but  the  quarter's  pay.     When 
Vamey  had  been  first  apprehended,  Percivai  requested 
the  younger  Ard worth  to  seek  the  forger  in  prison — and 
to  question  him  as  to  Madame  Dalibard ;  but  Yarney  was 
then  so  apprehensive  that,  even  if  still  insane,  her  very 
ravings  might  betray  his  share  in  her  crimes,  or  still  more, 
if  she  recovered,  that  the  remembrance  of  her  son's  mur- 
der would  awaken  the  repentance  and  the  confession  of 
crushed  despair,  that  the  wretch  had  judged  it  wiser  to  say 
that  his  accomplice  was  no  more — that  her  insanity  had 
already  terminated  in  death.     ^The  place  of  her  confine- 
ment thus  continued  a  secret  locked  in  his  own  breast. 
Egotist  to  the  last,  she  was  henceforth  dead  to  him — why 
not  to  the  world  ?    Thus  the  partner  of  her  crimes  had 
cut  off  her  sole  resource,  in  the  compassion  of  her  uneon- 
scious  kindred ; — ^thus  the  gates  of  the  living  world  were 
shut  to  her  evermore.     Still,  in  a  kind  of  compassion,  or 
as  an  object  of  experiment — as  a  subject  to  be  dealt  with 
unscrupulously  in  that  living  dissection-hall — her  grim 
jailers  did  not  grudge  her  an  asylum.     But,  year  after 
year,  the  attendance  was  more  slovenly  —  the  treatment 
more  harsh ;  and  strange  to  say,  while  the  features  were 
scarcely  recognizable — while  the  form  underwent  all  the 
change  which  the  shape  suffers  when  mind  deserts  it,  that 

prodigious  vitality  which  belonged  to  the  temperament 
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still  survived.  No  signs  of  decay  are  yet  visible.  Death, 
as  if  spurning  the  carcass,  stands  inexorably  afar  off.  Baf- 
fler of  man's  law,  thou,  too,  bast  escaped  with'  life!  'So\ 
for  thee  is  the  sentence,  "  Blood  for  blood  I"  Thou  liYCst 
-^thou  mayst  pass  the  eztremest  boundaries  of  age.  Live 
on,  to  wipe  the  blood  from  thy  robe ! — ^livb  on  I 

Not  for  the  coarse  object  of  creating  an  idle  terror — oot 
for  the  shock  upon  the  nerves  and  the  thrill  9f  the  grosser 
interest  which  the  narrative  of  crime  creates,  has  this  booi: 
been  compiled  from  the  facts  and  materials  afforded  to  the 
author.     When  the  great  German  poet  describes,  fn  not 
the  least  noble  of  his  lyrics,  the  sudden  apparition  of  some 
*"  Monster  Fate  "  in  the  circles  of  careless  Joy,  he  assigns 
to  him  who  teaches  the  world  through  parable  or  song, 
the  right  to  invoke  the  specter.    It  is  well  to  be  awakened 
at  times  from  the  easy  commonplace  that  surrounds  oar 
habitual  life — ^to  cast  broad  and  steady,  and  patient  light 
on  the  darker  secrets  of  the  heart;    on  the  vaults  and 
caverns  of  the  social  state,  over  which  we  build  the  mar- 
ket-place and  the  palace.     We  recover  fi*om  the  dread, 
and  the  awe,  and  the  half  incredulous  wonder,  to  set  closer 
watch  upon  our  inner  and  hidden  selves.    In  him  who  cul- 
tivates only  the  reason,  and  suffers  the  heart  and  the  spirit 
to  lie  waste  and  dead,  who  schemes,  and  constructs,  and 
revolves  round  the  axle  of  self,  unwarmed  by  the  affec- 
tions, nn  poised  by  the  attraction  of  right, — ^lies  the  germ 
Fate  might  ripen  into  the  guilt  of  Olivier  Dalibard.    Let 
him  who  but  lives  through  the  senses,  spread  the  wings  of 
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the  fancy  in  the  gandy  glare  of  enjoyment  corrnpted,  avid 
to  seize,  and  impatient  to  toil,  whose  faculties  are  corbed 
bnt  to  the  range  of  physical  perception,  who>se  very  courage 
is  but  the  strength  of  the  nerves,  who  develops  bnt  the  ani- 
mal as  he  stifles  the  man,-^let  him  gaze  on  the  villainy  of 
Varney,  and  startle  to  see  some  magnified  shadow  of  him- 
self  thrown  dimly  on  the  glass!  Let  those  who,  with 
powers  to  command  and  passions  to  wing  the  powers, 
would  sweep  without  scruple  from  the  aim  to  the  end — 
who,  trampling  beneath  their  footprint  of  iron  the  human- 
ities that  bloom  up  in  their  path— would  march  to  success 
with  the  proud  stride  of  the  destroyer,  hear,  in  the  laugh 
of  yon  maniac  murderess,  the  glee  of  the  fiend  they  have 
wooed  to  their  own  souls  I  Guard  well,  0  Heir  of  Eter- 
nity, the  portal  of  sin — ^the  thought!  From  the  thought 
to  the  deed,  the  subtler  thy  brain,  and  the  bolder  thy 
courage,  the  briefer  and  straighter  is  the  way.  Read  these 
pages  in  disdain  of  self-commune — ^they  shall  revolt  thee, 
liot  instruct;  read  them,  looking  steadfastly  within,  and 
how  humble  soever  the  art  of  the  narrator,  the  facts  he 
narrates,  like  all  history,  shall  teach  by  example.  Every 
human  Act,  good  or  ill,  is  an  Angel  to  guide  or  to  warn  i'^ 
and  the  deeds  of  the  worst  have  messages  from  Heaven  to 
the  listening  hearts  of  the  best.  Amid  the  glens  in  the 
Apennine, — in  the  lone  wastes  of  Calabria,  the  sign  of  the 

♦  Our  Acts  our  Angels  are — or  good  or  ill ; 
The  fatal  shadows  that  walk  by  us  still. 

Fletohes. 
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Cross  marks  the  spot  where  a  deed  of  yiolence  has  been 
done ;  on  all  that  pass  by  the  road,  the  symbol  has  vary- 
ing effect ;  sometimes  it  startles  the  conscience,  sometimes 
it  invokes  the  devotion;  the  robber  drops  the  blade,  the 
priest  counts  the  rosary.  So  is  it  with  the  record  of 
crime :  and  in  the  witness  of  Gailt,  Man  is  thrilled  with 
the  whisper  of  Relic^on. 


NOTE. 


CsBTAiH  critioisms  on  **Luobstia,"  at  its  first  appearance, 
haying  been  made  the  yehicle  for  remarks  of  no  common  Tirolence 
on  the  author's  general  writings,  he  took  the  occasion  thus  af- 
forded to  him  to  put  forth,  in  the  following  pages,  entitled  **A 
Word  to  thb  Public,"  not  only  a  yindication  of  his  own  ethical 
designs,  in  his  yarious  fictions,  but  an  exposition  of  the  preroga- 
tiyes  of  inyentive  art  in  the  selection  of  the  agencies  employed 
toward  moying  the  passions  of  pity  and  terror.     The  *<Wobd  to 
THB  Public  "  is  still  retained  as  an  appendix  to  this  romance :  for 
though  it  may  be  no  longer  needed  as  a  defense  of  the  works  which 
Time  itself  has  sufficed  to  clear  Arom  the  charges  to  which  they 
were  once  subjected,  it  may  still  have  an  interest  to  the  general 
reader  as  a  somewhat  elaborate  analysis  of  the  main  causes  that 
conduce  to  emotions  legitimately  tragic.    If,  therefore,  it  haye  any 
yalue,  it  is  less  as  the  yindication  which  an  author  makes  of  his 
own  works,  than  as  the  result  of  the  study  he  has  devoted  to  the 
master-pieces  of  others; — in  short,  as  a  critical  essay — offering  sug- 
gestions as  to  the  grander  uses  of  imaginatiye  compositions  in  the 
passions  which  they  openly  sway,  and  the  warnings  which  they 
unconsciously  bequeath. 
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OONTAINIVO 

HINTS  TOWAKD  A  CRITICAL  ESSAY  UPON  THB   ARTISTIC 
PRINCIPLES  AND  ETHICAL  DESIGNS  OE  FICTION. 


It  is  not  as  a  retort  to  attacks  that  I  write  these  pages. 
They  are  desigDed,  it  is  true,  to  remove  errors,  whether  of 
willfal  misstatement,  or  honest  misconception,  on  sobjecte 
affecting  myself.  Bat  as  those  sabjects  are  connected  with 
interests  in  literature  Terj  general  and  important,  I  sh&U 
endeavor  to  preserve  the  dispassionate  tone  proper  to  an 
inquiry  addressed  to  the  candor  of  the  public  and  the  con- 
sideration of  educated  men. 

I  pass  by  all  assaults  that  may  appear  to  have  exceeded 
the  due  license  of  criticism  with  the  single  remark, — ^that 
wherever  personal  motives  are  strong  enough  to  violate 
the  ordinary  decorum  of  literary  censure,  the  reader  mast 
be  prepared  to  expect  that  they  will  suffice  to  corrupt  sU 
integrity  of  statement.  Thus  extracts  will  be  garbled  and 
misquoted — ^sentences  stripped  of  the  context  that  expIaiDS 
them, — and  opinions,  which  the  writer  most  earnestly  holds 
up  to  reprobation,  and  places  in  the  lips  of  characters 
whom  he  draws  but  to  condemn,  be  deliberately  cited  as 
the  sentiments  of  the  author  himself.  I  do  not  stop  to 
comment  on  artifices  like  these ;  if,  from  no  broader  prin- 
ciple than  that  of  justice  to  the  author,  they  need  reboke 
or  are  capable  of  discouragement — discouragement  and  re- 
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bake  will  come  more  efficiently  from  others ;  nor  should  I 
have  made  even  this  brief  reference  to  matters  not  immedi- 
ately essential  to  my  argument,  if  some  temporary  injastice 
to  the  author  were  the  only  evil  such  practices  could  pos- 
sibly efifect ;  but  t)iu8,  a  work  the  most  innocent  can  not 
only  be  represented  as  mischievous,  but  in  reality  rendered 
BO.  Let  me  forestall  the  subsequent  inquiry,  and  assume 
for  the  moment  that  the  true  moral,  whether  of  ** Eugene 
Aram,^^  or  the  **  Children  of  Night,"  be  either  salutary  or 
harmless,  and  then  let  me  suppose  it  gravely  asserted  in 
some  two  or  three  of  those  popular  journals  which  penetrate 
every  comer  of  society,  read  alike  by  the  educated  and  the 
ignorantj  the  good  and  the  bad — the  sole  vehicles  of  literary 
information  to  those  whom  it  is  most  facile  and  most  danger- 
ous to  mislead — that  the  author,  a  man  of  some  social  posi- 
tion, and  some  acknowledged  repute  in  letters,  lends  all  the 
weight  of  his  name  and  authority  to  the  defense  and  encour- 
agement of  crime, — ^is  the  author  himself  the  party  most  seri- 
ously aggrieved  ?  The  injury  done  to  him  may  be  wholly 
effaced.by  the  gradual  influence  of  the  judicious,  and  the  tran- 
quil investigation  of  time ;  but  is  it  so  easy  to  efface  the  injury 
effected  by  garbled  extracts,  and  willful  misrepresentation, 
upon  minds  uninstructed  and  perverted,  at  which  the  book 
itself,  with  its  real  lessons,  never  may  arrive,  and  which 
only  too  readily  aoeept  the  sanction  that  the  newspapet 
assures  them  it  affords  ? 

So  far  as  concerns  myself,  I  am  contented  to  appeal, 
from  assailants  of  this  kind,  to  those  cultivators  of  litera- 
ture with  whom  I  may  claim  fellowship,  and  to  that  public, 
who,  I  trust,  have  connected  gentler  associations  with  my 
name. 

With  regard  to  those  purely  literary  faults  and  defects 
which  afford  the  fair  questions  to  critieism,  though,  some 
years  since,  I  might  have  been  tempted  to  enter  into  th^ 
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Tindication  of  a  few,  at  least,  oat  of  the  maoj  with  wbkh 
I  have  been  charged,  I  am  not  now  disposed  to  introde 
upon  the  poblic  a  defease  against  censures  morallj  noim* 
portant  and  legitimatelj  made.  Good  or  bad,  my  woriu 
have  been  written  with  snch  care  as  I  coald  bestoir  oo 
them ;  and  in  all  that  affects  their  literarj  repotation  aioQe, 
I  willingly  leave  them  to  that  calm  and  equitable  decisioo 
between  praise  and  blame  which  time  only  can  pronoance. 

I  confine  myself  to  qnestioos  of  graver  moment  thso 
those  which  relate  to  the  mere  skill  or  ability  displayed  by 
a  living  writer  la  the  treatmeat  of  the  snbjecta  he  selects^ 
and  if  I  would  borrow  somethiag  from  indulgence,  it  Ib 
only  a  certain  leniency,  whenever  an  earnest  wish  to  cor- 
rect misconception  may  render  me  tedious  in  explanation. 
For  the  charges  against  me  are  not  limited  to  a  mgk 
work ;  and  it  is  necessary  that  I  should  iavite  an  inquiry, 
from  the  warrantable  conclusions  of  which,  I  trust,  my 
entire  vindication  will  proceed,  via.,  into  tho  recognized 
principles  of  fiction,  and  the  fair  liberty  in  the  choice  o! 
materials,  which  it  is  the  interest,  both  of  art  and  the 
public,  to  permit  to  imaginative  writers. 

In  this  discussion,  I  ask,  then,  but  for  that  patience 
with  which  we  listen  to  the  most  ordinary  mechanic,  wbeo 
at  home  in  the  subject  of  a  craft  to  which  his  toil  and  life 
have  been  applied.  For  several  years,  I  have  studied  tba 
art  of  which  I  treat ;  and  it  is  but  reasonable  to  suppose 
that  I  should  speak  with  some  knowledge  of  the  principles 
which,  applied  to  practice,  have  gained  me  whatever  repa- 
tation  I  possess.  I  will  presume  that  the  reader  enters  on 
the  consideration  of  the  matters  which  he  is  called  upon  to 
adjudicate,  not  with  a  mind  steeled  against  conviction,  and 
determined  to  resist,  but  rather  with  a  juryman's  sincere 
desire  to  judge  for  himself,  and  exclude  from  the  trial  all 
that  he  has  heard  out  of  court  ;-^regretting  generously  i( 
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at  the  close,  be  is  obliged  to  condemn,  rejoicing  bonestly  if 
bis  reason  and  bis  conscience  allow  bim  to  acqnit.     And 
if  tbere  be  many  wbo  come  to  tbis  inqnirj  with  minds  so 
prepared,  among  tbem  tbere  may  be  tbose  wbo  nnthink- 
ingly  bave  done  me  wrong,  and  who,  after  hearing  the 
evidence  I  shall  addace,  and  more  carefallj  considering 
the  laws  by  which  I  should  be  judged,  may  depart  from 
the  hearing  with  aAianly  desire  to  repair  an  injury .*^smal], 
indeed,  if  it  were  as  lightly  felt  as  it  is  heedlessly  inflicted  I 
It  is  not  so  easy,  as  at  first  it  may  appear,  to  decide 
upon  the  moral  tendencies  and  designs  of  a  writer.    Upon 
no  conceivably  subject  have  more  signal  mistakes  been 
made ;  and  none  affords  us  a  more  memorable  warning  to 
judge  of  others  with  modest  charity  and  cautious  delibera- 
tion.   It  would  take  a  large  catalogue  to  contain  the  titles 
of  those  books  which  have  been  denounced  as  immoral  and 
mischievous,  and  which  are  now  universally  acknowledged 
as  the  sources  of  harmless  pleasure  or  ethical  instruction. 
From  the  father  of  poetry,  from  Homer  himself, — who  has 
been  charged  ''  with  degrading  the  gods,  and  demoralizing 
man" — ''sanctioning  perjury  and  avarice'' — ''holding  up 
even  parricides  to  reverence  " — '*  teaching  what  is  wicked, 
and  debasing  what  is  good," —  through  the  long  order  of 
his  illustrious  children, — we  caii  find  few  whom  we  now 
recognize  among  our  most  genial  civilizers,  and  our  gen- 
tlest teachers,  who  have  not,  at  one  time  or  another,  been 
subjected  to  the  common  charge  of  immoral  tendency  and 
pernicious  effect. 

Since  the  good  Bishop  Heliodorus  saw  his  tale  of  Thea^ 
genes  and  Chariclea  condemned  by  a  synod,  as  preju- 
dicial to  the  young ;  since  Mohammed  denounced  in  the 
Koran  those  harmless  tales,  of  which  the  Arabian  Nights 
are  a  sample,  novelists  have  been  treated,  if  possible,  more 

harshly  than  their  elder  brothers  the  poets.     There  is  no 
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DO?el  we  more  willipglj  give  to  the  ecboolboj  than  Don 
Quixote,  yet  Cervantes  has  been  'driyen  to  find  in  Sis* 
mondi  a  defense  **  against  those  who  consider  Don  Quixote 
the  most  melancholy  book  ever  written,"  and  C&<^<^s  Mr. 
Hallam)  *'  who  no  doubt  consider  it  also  as  one  of  the  most 
immoral,  as  chilling  and  pemicions  in  its  influence  on  the 
social  converse  of  mankind,  as  '  The  Frince*  of  Machiavel 
is  in  their  political  intercourse."*  There  is  no  tale  that 
with  safer  conscience  we  submit  to  the  simplest  under- 
standing, than  the  BasaeloH  of  Dr.  Johnson,  and  yet  it 
has  been  charged  with  instilling  the  same,  more  thso 
doubtful,  moral,  that  freeees  men's  hopes  in  the  mockery 
of  Candide.f  Philosophers  the  most  earnest,  moralists 
the  most  rigid,  have  been  as  liable  to  this  erring  accasa- 
tion  as  the  wildest  of  poets  and  the  most  careless  of  ro- 
mancers. Locke  presides  over  our  academies,  yet  he  has 
been  denounced  as  the  founder  of  a  sect  of  materfalista 
Oudworth  is  received  among  the  holiest  champions  of  re- 
ligion, yet  Warburton  informs  us  that  he  never  published 
the  second  part  of  his  work,  because  of  the  malignity  that 
had  visited  the  first  In  the  same  painful  and  warning 
mistake  of  shallow  judgments,  our  divines  themselves  have 
been  assailed,  and  the  twin  lights  of  our  religious  litera- 
ture, Tillotson  and  Taylor,  calumniated — the  one  as  a 
Socinian  in  disguise,  the  other  as  a  schismatic  in  design. 

Time  brings  justice  at  the  end,  and  vindicates  the  name 
if  it  preserves  the  work.  Happy  he,  whose  justification 
comes  before  the  hand  has  forgot  its  cunning,  and  the 


*  Hallam^s  History  of  Literature,  vol.  iii.  p.  156.  / 

f  Voltaire  congratulated  himself,  indeed,  that  «*Candide"  had 

appeared  before  **  Rasselas,"  so  that  the  scoffing  wit  might  not  be 

aooused  of  plagiarising  his  moral  flrom  our  serioas  and  sturdy 

Doctor. 
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tomb  shot  oat  the  sweets  of  the  atonement  from  the  bit- 
terness of  the  wrong!  Happy  he,  too,  wlio,  early  inured 
to  ealamny,  grows  indifferent  to  its  sting  1  He  will  not, 
at  least,  die  a  Innatic,  like  Ritson,  "stabbed  by  assassins 
in  the  dark," — nor  like  Oammyns,  waste  away  "in  the 
slow  fever  produced  by  an  anonymoas  assault."'*' 

Do  not  let  me  be  saspected  of  so  egregious  a  conceit,  as 
implying  a  claim  to  association  with  the  lofty  names  that  I 
have  cited.  I  but  use  the  argument  the  citations  suggest, 
to  establish  the  simple  truth  which  literary  history  affords 
to  a  more  intelligent,  and,  I  trust,  a  more  liberal  age,  viz., 
that  the  public  should  receive  with  great  caution  rash  ao* 
cnsations  against  the  motives  of  authors  and  the  latent  im- 
morality of  works.  For,  easy  to  the  lowest  understanding 
is  this  general  charge  of  immoral  tendency  and  object — 
and  tempting  it  is  to  malice,  when  it  cannot  deny  the  liter* 
ary  reputation  which  it  envies — to  assail  the  moral  design, 
because  thai  (always  more  or  less  complicated)  ne^ds  some 
effort  beyond  the  commonplace  indifference  of  the  public  to 
perceive  and  to  defend.  Of  whatever  is  plainly  obscene 
and  licentious,  of  whatever  openly  assails  the  acknowledged 
principles  of  religion,  or  saps  the  moral  foundations  of  so* 
ciety,  all  men  may  judge ;  and  on  these,  at  least  in  our 
own  age,  no  differences  of  opinion  are  likely  to  exist  But 
the  wise  and  the  honest  will  be  wary  of  ascribing  to  writers 
secret  tendencies  and  objects  at  variance,  not  only  wUh  the 
designs  they  announce,,  but  the  reputation  accorded  to  them 
by  judges,  whether  at  home  or  abroad,  uninfluenced  by  per* 
sonal  predilections  or  political  bias.  And  I  fear  that  the 
writer,  the  most  really  dangerous  to  society  is  to  be  found 
in  the  critic,  who  bids  the  young  and  unthinking  search, 
amid  the  most  popular  forms  of  literature,  for  excuses  to 

^  IHsraeli,  "Curiosities  of  XiUerature.'' 
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▼ice  and  sanctions  to  crime,  which  the  aathor  hiniself  nerer 
intended,  and  which,  without  such  directions,  no  reader 
would  have  sospected.  It  is  critics  like  these  who  woald 
pervert  to  poison  the  most  innocent  intellectaal  natriment; 
who  wonld  interpret  the  exhortations  of  St  Angustine  ioto 
an  appeal  to  the  passions,  or  the  "whole  Duty  of  Man'' 
into  a  libel  on  one's  neighbor.  Shortly  after  Addison-g 
*'Cato^^  had  appeared  npon  the  stage,  an  unhappy  person 
destroyed  himself,  leaving  upon  his  table  a  paper  with 
these  words : 

*^  That  must  be  good 
Which  Cato  did  and  Addison  approved." 

One  must  mournfully  regret  this  poor  man's  perverse  mis- 
construction of  "  Oato  ;^  yet  who  can  say,  for  that  reason, 
that  "Caio"  is  dangerous,  or  that  Addison  sanctioned  sui- 
cide ?  But,  suppose  that  Addison  had  lived,  and  **Cato^^ 
been  produced,  in  our  day,  and  suppose  that  some  writer 
in  one  of  our  popular  journals  had,  after  some  prelude 
upon  ''morbid  idiosyncrasies  and  the  frequency  of  sui- 
cides," instead  of  removing  from  such  "  morbid  idiosyn- 
crasies ''  the  dangerous  impression  that  Addison  approved 
self-slaughter — preferred  rather  to  gratify  a  spleen  against 
the  poet,  in  asserting  that  the  design  of  the  tragedy  and 
the  purpose  of  the  author  toere  devoted  to  the  mischievous 
vindiiation  of  suicide — would  not  that  writer  have  incurred 
the  gravest  responsibilities,  afforded  to  "morbid  idiosyn- 
crasies "  the  very  stimulus  it  was  his  duty  to  withhold,  and 
encouraged  the  very  error  it  was  his  duty  to  expose?  Let 
the  editor  of  every  influential  journal  weigh  well  the  con- 
siderations this  reflection  should  suggest,  and  perhaps  he 
may  confess  that  the  more  readily  an  author's  intention 
may  be  misconceived  by  sickly  or  ignorant  minds,  the  more 
the  popular  reviewer,  whose  opportunities  give  him  the 
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c^nickest  and  readiest  facility  toward  correcting  such  mis- 
takes, should  seek  not  to  confirm  but  dispel  the  dangerous 
misconception. 

It  is  not  given  to  all  to  have  genius — it  is  given  to  all 

to  have  honesty  of  purpose ;  an  ordinary  writer  may  have 

this  in  common  with  the  greatest — that  he  may  compose 

his  works  with  sincere  and  distinct  views  of  promoting 

truth  and  administering  to  knowledge.     I  claim  this  in* 

tentioD  fearlessly  for  myself.     And  if,  contrary  to  my  most 

solemn  wishes,  and  my  most  thoughtful  designs,  any  one  of 

my  writings  can  be  shown,  by  dispassionate  argument,  to 

convey  lessons  tending  to  pervert  the  understanding  and 

confound  the  eternal  distinction  between  right  and  wrong, 

I  will  do  my  best  to  correct  the  error,  by  stamping  on  it 

my  own  condemnation,  and  omitting  it  from  the  list  of 

those  it  does  not  shame  me  to  acknowledge. 

Every  reader,  who  has  honored  my  books  with  some  at- 
tention, must  long  since  have  recognized  in  their  very  io]- 
perfections  as  works  of  art  —  the  favorite  and  peculiar 
studies  of  their  author ;  some,  especially,  of  the  compan- 
ions of  my  youth,  must  often  have  traced  to  those  inquiries, 
which  we  pursued  together  through  the  labyrinth  of  meta- 
physics, and  amid  the  ingenious  speculations  of  writers 
who  have  sought  by  the  analysis  of  our  ideas  to  arrive  at 
the  springs  of  our  manifold  varieties  in  conduct,  that  over- 
indulgence of  moralizing  deductions,  and  those  often  tedi- 
ous attempts  to  explain  the  workings  of  mind,  which  have 
weakened  the  effect  of  my  characters,  and  interrupted  the 
progress  of  my  plots.  But  no  man  caa  have  made  the 
study  of  the  great  investigators  of  human  conduct  his  pas- 
sion and  his  habit,  and  ever  consciously  and  willfully  medi- 
tate a  work  at  variance  with  morality ; — more  likely  is  it 
that  he  will  err  in  the  opposite  extreme,  and  undertake  no 
work,  however  light,  without  a  purpose  too  sharply  defi« 

27* 
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nite.  Even  in  the  object  on  which  he  is  most  inteot,  it  k 
tnie  that  he  maj  err, — the  grayest  moralists,  the  wisest 
dirines,  hare  bo  erred;  hamao  judgment  canDot  be  in- 
fallible : 

''Taeere 
ToUuB  semper  eriL" — 

''If  one  wonld  be  safe,  one  has  no  resonrce  but  to  be 
silenf  Bnt  an  error  of  this  kind  is  one  onlj  of  mistaken, 
jet  honest  intention,  and  maj  snrelj  be  exposed,  withont 
heated  inreeti?es  and  calnmnions  personalities. 

What  is  the  charge  that  has  been  brought  against  me~ 
urged  and  renrged,  in  words  which  I  will  not  trust  myself 
to  repeat,  and  in  a  spirit  which  I  will  not  pause  to  expose? 
I  state  its  broad  substance,  I  belieye  fairlj,  in  this,  "  That 
I  ha?e  had  a  morbid  and  mischievous  passion  for  treatinv 
of  crime  and  guilt — ^that  it  is  the  prevailing  character  of 
mj  books  to  make  heroes  of  criminals  and  felons. '^ 

Now  it  is  the  interest  of  all  writers,  from  the  greatest 
poet  to  the  meanest  novelist,  that  the  due  license  of  fictioD 
in  the  materials  it  selects  should  be  clearlj  laid  down  and 
generally  admitted.     And  it  is  no  less  to  the  interest  of 
the  public,  that  writers  should  not  be  scared,  by  tacit  ac- 
quiescence in  charges  most  painful  to  honorable  men,  from 
wha^ver  exposition  of  evil  as  it  exists — whatever  investi- 
gation of  the  human  mind,  in  its  sublimity  or  its  baseness, 
its  virtues  or  its  guilt,  the  uniform  example  of  received 
authorities  in  literature  has  proved  it  to  be  salutary  or 
safe  to  permit  to  the  scope  of  the  poet  and  the  purpose  of 
the  teacher. 

I  shall  proceed  to  show  that,  if  the  delineation  of  crime 
did  afford  the  ordinary  and  favorite  subject  of  my  works — 
if  criminals  or  felons  were  made  what  is  called  heroes 
(that  is,  the  leading  characters)  in  all  or  most  of  them, — 
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Boch  a  charge  wonld  only  prove  the  ignorance  of  those 
who  advance  it,  whether  of  the  most  acknowledged  privi- 
leges of  fiction,  or  the  scope  of  the  moral  which  writers 
the  most  blameless  have  been  left  at  liberty  to  develop  and 
enforce.  Bat  the  charge  Itself  is  so  utterly  untrue,  that  a 
single  glance  over  the  list  of  my  publications  will  suffice 
to  refute  it.     I  annex  that  list  as  my  r6ply : 

Pelham. 

The  Disowned. 

Dbvebeux. 

godolphin. 

♦Paul  Oliffobd. 

The  Pilgrims  of  the  Khinb. 

♦Eugene  Aram. 

The  Last  Days  of  Pompbh. 

ElENZI. 

The  Conquest  of  Granada. 

Ernest  Maltravers,  1st  Part. 

Ernest  Maltravers,  2d  P.art  (first  printed  as  Alios) 

Night  and  Morning 

Zanonl 

The  Last  of  ^he  Barons. 

♦luoretia. 

So  that  out  of  a  list  of  sixteen  works  of  fiction  (faikides 
five  Plays),  the  essays  called  "  England  and  the  English/' 
and  '*  The  Student,"  a  History  of  Athens  (and  a  volume 
or  two  of  poems*),  the  three  to  which  I  have  prefixed  an 

*  Including  a  translation  of  Schiller,  to  which  I  could  have  had 
no  reasonable  inducement  to  devote  the  labor  of  more  than  two 
years,  except  that  of  rendering  more  familiar  to  my  countrymen  a 
l)ollection  of  Poems,  nniversally  considered  to  create,  upon  the 
whole,  moral  impressions  peculiarly  pure  and  elevating. 
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asterisk  are  tbe  onli/  books  in  which  felons  or  crimlDik 
have  been  made  the  heroes.  In  works  professing  to  treat 
of  human  life  in  all  its  complexities,  this  is  surely  bat  i 
small  proportion  assigned  to  the  express  delineation  of 
human  crimes.  And  this  list  alone,  to  those  who  have 
read  the  works,  is  a  sufficient  answer  to  the  charge— that 
it  has  been  my  hahU  as  an  anthor  to  select  criminals  and 
felons  as  my  heroes.  Five  of  the  fictions  I  ha?e  cited  are 
devoted  to  the  historical  illustration  of  former  times,  with 
whatever  images,  fair  or  noble,  the  ag^  might  afford,  or 
the  progress  of  the  narrative  present ;  six  to  those  circln 
of  modern  society,  in  which  it  was  difficult  to  avoid  tbe  op- 
posite reproach  of  dealing  exclusively  with  the  more  polished 
or  more  frivolous  classes,  and  forgetting  that,  beneatb  tbe 
surface  of  manners,  grave  and  stem  lessons  are  to  be  foand- 
yes,  even  in  the  guilt  and  the  woe  which  are  at  work  witbio 
the  deeps;  and  two  out  of  the  number  ("Zanoni"  and 
''The  Pilgrims  of  the  Rhine")  are  dedicated  to  fancies 
which  may  be  called,  if  yon  please,  too  visionary  and  qd- 
real,  but  are  wholly  remote  from  that  grosser  and  more 
actual  world  of  evil  and  sin,  to  which  I  am  accused  of 
having  morbidly  confined  my  invention,  or  monotonoaBl; 
directed  my  research. 

In  each  and  all  of  these,  no  donbt,  there  are  (conld  the; 
paint  life  without,  or  has  any  novelist  attempted  to  dose?) 
characters  good  and  bad.  But  in  none  of  my  books  (save 
the  three  before  mentioned)  has  crime  been  made  tbe  lead- 
ing agency,  or  a  criminal  the  predominant  character.  Iq 
most  of  them,  indeed,  the  fairer  and  gentler  side  of  baman 
nature  has  been  not  unfavorably  exhibited ;  in  most  of 
them,  I  believe,  the  characters  that  remain  the  more  vividly 
clear  in  the  remembrance  of  an  impartial  reader,  will  be 
associated  with  such  qualities  as  dignify  or  eodear  oai 
species. 
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To  only  three  fictions  ont  of  sixteen,  then,  does  the  charge 
BO  indiscriminately  made  against  all,  shrink  in  its  appli- 
cation ;  VIZ.,  that  ''I  have  sought  materials  in  crime,  and 
heroes  in  criminals."  We  come,  then,  at  once  to  a  qaes- 
tion,  which  common  sense  and  universal  authority  ought 
long  since  to  have  decided ;  viz.,  "  How  far  the  delineation 
of  crime  is  a  legitimate  object  of  fictitious  composition." 

It  would  seem  from  the  hackneyed  repetition  of  the  same 
accasation  against  me,  and  the  vehemence  with  which  it  is 
accompanied,  that  I  had  had  the  discredit  to  introduce  into 
fiction  some  hideous  innovation,  opposed  by  the  greatest 
writers  or  at  variance  with  the  usual  privileges  of  my  call- 
ing.    Bat  what  is  the  fact  ?    Has  not  the  delineation  of 
crime,  in  every  age,  been  the  more  especial  and  chosen 
thesis  of  the  greatest  masters  of  art  quoted  to  us  as  an- 
tb  on  ties  and  held  up  to  us  as  models  ?    The  parricide  of 
(Edipus  furnishes  inspiration  to  the  all-perfect  and  all- 
poli&hed  genius  of  Sophocles;  ^edea  murders  her  chil- 
dren ;    Clytemnestra  her  husband ;    Orestes  his  mother ; 
Phsedra  woos  her  step-son.     I  grant  all  that  may  be  said 
as  to  differences  of  ancient  manners  and  habits  of  thought ; 
but  these  very  same  subjects  have  been  readapted  to  the 
modern  stage,  adorned  by  the  greatest  geniuses  of  France, 
in  an  age  when  she  especially  prided  herself  on  the  purity 
of  her  drama  and  the  humanity  of  her  audiences.     They 
are  enrolled  among  the  master-pieces  of  Racine,  CorSeille, 
and  Voltaire.     They  are  incorporated  with  the  drama  of 
Italy.     In  England  they  furnish  plots  to  the  authors  who 
were  listened  to  as  Reformers  of  the  Stage  from  its  ruder 
barbarities  and  grosser  license. 

Turn  to  the  titles  in  the  earlier  editions  of  Shakspeare's 
plays,  and  they  even  seem  to  invite  attention  by  the  prom- 
ise of  the  crimes  they  are  to  depict     What  are  we  to  say 

of  the — 
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"Trigedie  of  Kjsge  Riehaxd,  eoBtejuBge  In  tiesdio* 
ous  plota  agaiiist  kis  brotber  Clmmee.  and  the  Biiiitlier  of 
his  iBBoeeiit  nephewct  u  tbe  Tower;  wjth  tbe  wiiab 
co«ne<tf  bis  detested  fife;"  or  of 

^  Hamlet^  Priooe  of  DeDnarke,  wytb  bis  just  reTcage  m 
tbe  edslteioas  Kynge  dadtoa.  aad  tbe  poyaommg  ai  the 
Qoeea  Gertrode.'' 

Or  "The  Tragedie  of  Maebetb,  thowiii^  hov,  bj  tpead- 
ery  and  maa jfold  miivdef%  be  obtained  the  crown  of  Scot- 
land." 

Or  **  Othello,  the  Moore  of  Yeaiee,  his  deathe  tod 
atraogling  the  (air  Deadeiaona  "♦ 

I  attach  no  weight  to  these  titles  themselves,  of  wbkh 
Shakspeare  is  doabtless  innocent ;  but  thej  ocrtaiDlj  do 
not  exaggerate  the  crimes  which  the  plajs  depiet.  Crime, 
in  ikcty  is  the  essential  material  of  .the  Tragic  Drama 
Take  crime  from  tragedy,  aad  yon  annihilate  tragedy  it- 
selt     Whatever  aims  at  the  tragic  effect,  whether  on  th« 

M 

stage  or  in  more  sober  narratiTe,  cannot  dispense  with  the 
evil  which  works  to  mischief — excites  to  terror — ^inTolves 

*  To  My  nothing  of  <*  Titos  Androniens,"  which  is,  probably, 
Boi  Shalupeftre's,  or  his  only  in  psrt,  but  which  we  admit  into  our 
oollections  with  no  fear  of  demoralizing  weak  minds,  or  poisoning 
the  purity  of  youth  by  the  successions  of  crimes  and  atrocities, 
murders,  rapes — amputating  hands,  plucking  forth  tongues,  hew- 
ing off  heads — stabbing  with  a  joke  of  **Weke,  weke,  so  cries  s 
pig"— cutting  throats  on  the  stage,  while  LaTinia  between  h«r 
stumps  holds  a  basin  for  the  blood,  serving  np  to  a  mother  her 
children  baked  in  a  pie,  etc.     Whj  is  not  this  play  (no  matter 
whose  it  be)  to  be  banished  from  our  collections?    Because,  here^ 
time  has  brought  healthful  discernment;   because,  whatever  the 
defective  art  which  introduces  such  gratuitous  horrors  in  "Titus 
Andronious,"  every  one  knows  that  they  do  not  eontammaie  the 
moral  sense;  the  image  of  crime,  made  execrable,  may  pain  and 
revolt  uf,  but /or  that  very  reason  it  does  not  allure  or  oomipt 
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the  innoceDt  in  its  own  rnioy  and  conduces  to  the  tragic 
passions  of  oar  pitj  and  oar  awe."*"  Yoa  may  say  at  once, 
and  literally  of  nearly  all  tragic  writers,  '*  that  they  have 
soaght  in  crimes  their  materials,  and  in  criminals  their 
heroes." 

Mr.  Barke  has  probably  in  much  accoaoted  for  this 
somber  selection  of  character  and  sabject,  in  those  re* 
marks,  not  the  least  sabtle  and  profound,  in  his  memorable 
treatise,  wherein  he  demonstrates  that,  as  power  is  a  soorce 
of  the  sablime,  so  power,  to  be  sablime,  must  be  saggestive 
of  terror,  and  associated  with  attributes  of  destruction. 

"Whatever,"  he  says,  '^is  fitted  in  any  sort  to  excite 
the  ideas  of  pain  or  danger — ^that  is  to  say,  whatever  is  in 
any  sort  terrible,  or  is  conversant  about  terrible  objects,  or 
operates  in  a  manner  analogous  to  terror,  is  a  source  of 
the  sublime. "f 

Again,  "  that  power  derives  all  its  sublimity  from  the 
terror  with  which  it  is  generally  accompanied,  will  appear 

*  Nothing  can  be  more  onsatiefaotory  than  all  definitions  which 
have  sought  to  limit  the  author's  liberty  of  seleetion  from  criminal 
agencies  and  instroments.  **The  only  circumstance,"  says  one 
critic,  **  which  eleyates  the  crime  into  a  subject  for  the  poet  or  the 
dramatist,  is  the  influence  under  which  it  is  committed,  the  object 
which  it  is  to  attain,  the  nature  of  the  impelling  necessities  which 
lead  to  it, — when  these  spring  from  causes  not  base  or  jgnoble  in 
ihemeelyes,  when  they  come,  for  instance,  from  a  oombinaCion  of 
wrong  not  otherwise  to  be  redressed,  murder  becomes  a  poetio 
subject;  it  is  that  which  is  dignified  as  a  *  tragedy'  aod  distin- 
guished from  mere  felony."  Words,  signifying  nothing!  The 
crimes  of  lago  are  base  and  ignoble  in  themselves — they  come 
from  **no  combination  of  wrong  not  otherwise  to  be  redressed;" 
neither  do  those  of  Richard  III.,  nor  those  of  Phsedra,  of  Clytem- 
nestra,  of  the  daughters  of  Lear,  and  the  mother  of  Hamlet,  and 
the  wife  of  Macbeth. 

f  Burke  on  the  '*  Sublime  and  Beautiful,"  Part  I.  sect  tU. 
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evidentlj,  from  its  cflfect  in  the  very  few  cases  in  which  k 
may  be  possible  to  strip  a  considerable  degree  of  strengtli 
of  its  power  to  hurt, — when  you  do  this,  yon  spoil  it  o( 
everyttiing  snblime,  and  it  immediatelj  becomes  contemptr 
ible."  He  proceeds  to  compare  the  ox,  strong  batioDo- 
cent,  and  therefore  the  idea  of  which  is  not  grand,  with  the 
bnll,  which,  precisely  because  its  strength  is  often  destruc- 
tive, has  frequently  a  place  in  sublime  description.  "  We 
have  continually  about  us  animals  of  a  strength  that  is 
considerable,  but  not  pernicious;  among  these  we  ne?er 
look  for  the  sublime.  It  comes  upon  ns  in  the  gloomy 
forest  and  in  the  howling  wilderness — in  the  forms  of  the 
lion,  the  tiger,  the  panther,  or  rhinoceros.''* 

Without  absolutely  going  to  the  extreme  of  the  princi- 
ple this  eminent  thinker  has  enforced,  or    aaaerting  that 
strength,  to  be  sublime,  must  be  necessarily  pemiciouB, 
it  is  undeniable  at  least,  that  the  association  of  power  with 
destruction   is  one  of  the  most  obyious   sources  of  the 
sublime.     And,  as  guilt  in  Man,  when  accompafl/ecf  with 
intellect  or  daring,  contains  a  power  infinitely  exceeding 
the  brute  force  of  the  mere  animal,  so  crime  is  the  cus- 
tomary material  for  tragic  art,  and  furnishes  the  tremeo- 
dous  instrument  for  moving  the  human  heart  by  the  agency 
of  terror. 

Other  reasons  might  be  adduced  to  show  why  crime 
been  made  an  essential  element  on  the  stage ; — how  it 
afforded  to  the  master  of  human  natnre  his  amplest 
for  investigating  the  most  subtle  and  hidden  recesses  of 
character  and  passion,  unraveling  the  skein  of  intelleetaal 
error,  and  holding  up  to  a  thoughtless  world  those  strik- 
ing and  solemn  warnings  in  which  the  more  direct  Taonli^f 
of  tragic  composition  may  be  said  to  consist.    Perhaps  the 

*  Burke  on  the  «*  Sublime  and  Beautiful,"  Part  II.  seotv. 
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old  Greek  Platonist  who  eloquently  defended  Homer  from 
the  accusations  of  his  master,  has  made  some  remarks  on 
this  part  of  our  subject  not  unworthy  of  attention. 

''  It  appears  to  me,"  he  says,  'Hhat  whatever  is  tragical, 
monstrous,  and  out  of  the  common  course  of  nature  in 
poetical  fictions,  excites  the  hearers  in  all  imaginable  ways 
to  the  investigation  of  the  truth,  attracts  us  to  recondite 
knowledge,  and  does  not  suffer  us  through  apparent  prob- 
ability to  rest  satisfied  with  superficial  conceptions,  but 
compels  us  to  penetrate  into  the  interior  parts  of  fables,  to 
explore  the  obscure  intention  of  their  authors,"*  etc. 

Enough,  then,  has  been  said  to  show  that  crime  is  an 
admitted  and  necessary  element  of  tragic  fiction,  an  agency 
employed  by  the  greatest  poets,  and  to  be  vindicated  by 
the  plainest  principles  of  their  art ;  and  so  popularly  is 
this  understood,  that  the  very  staiue  of  the  Tragic  Muse 
in  represented  with  the  dagger  in  one  hand,  the  poison 
bowl  in  the  other. 

But  then  it  is  implied,  if  not  openly  contended,  that, 
though  the  presentation  of  crime  is  allowable  on  the  stage, 
it  is  to  be  condemned  in  a  novel.  Much  is  said  about  the 
"weak  minds  of  circulating  library  readers" — "the  young" 
and  "  impressionable,"  etc.  As  if  there  were  no  weak  minds 
in  the  pit  and  the  gallery  of  Drury  Lane — as  if  only  sages 
and  stoics  were  to  be  found  in  the  boxes — as  if  a  dramatic 
audience  were  not,  upon  the  whole,  a  far  more  miscellane- 
ous class  than  that  of  subscribers  to  a  circulating  library, 


*  Taylor's  translation  of  Proclus  in  the  "Apology  for  the  Fables 
of  Homer."  1  prefer  adopting  hts  translation,  though  not  so  forci- 
ble as  I  could  wish,  to  any  attempt  of  my  own.  I  haye  taken, 
however,  the  liberty  of  substituting  for  the  word  "unnatural,"  the 
paraphrase  "out  of  the  common  course  of  nature,"  which  isoer^ 
tainly  the  true  meaning  of  Proolug. 

_  VOL.  II. — 28 
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comprehending  far  lower  degrees  of  instrnction,  and  m 
more  general  admlztare,  both  of  rank  and  of  age,* — as 
if,  too,  after  all,  literature  were  a  kind  of  medicated  farina, 
to  be  adapted  with  the  daintiest  nicetj  to  the  digestion  of 
the  weakly  and  diseased — as  if  any  man  of  education  and 
Tigor,  no  matter  whether  he  write  a  novel  or  a  history, 
must  not  take  it  for  granted  that  he  addresses  readers  of 
ordinary  understanding  and  healthful  comprehension  I  Is 
there,  in  fact,  a  book  in  the  world  that  could  ever  have 
established  a  fame,  if  it  had  not  mainly  addressed  itself  to 
strong  heads  and  clear  intellects  f 

Much,  too,  is  said  of  the  example  of  former  novelists, 
who  were  contented  with  exhibiting  manners,  and  ridicnl- 
ing  folly — as  if  all  prose  fiction  were  to  be  narrowed  into 
a  single  classification,  or  as  if  all  grave  purpose  and  tragic 
end  were  forbidden  to  the  compositions  of  fiction,  because 
they  are  divided  into  chapters,  not  compressed  into  acts ! 
What  is  the  fair  source  of  terror  in  one  composition  may 
be  as  readily  resorted  to  in  another.  What  is  free  to  the 
imagination,  if  put  into  five  acts,  does  not  become  repre- 
hensible, if  employed  in  three  volumes.  Each,  the  narra- 
tive or  the  drama,  is  bound  but  by  its  own  peculiar  modes 
of  relation  or  expression.  And  since,  whatever  onr  varie- 
ties of  appeal  to  the  passions,  all  are  traceable  to  springs 
in  the  human  mind,  to  which  all  who  treat  of  the  passions 
must  apply — the  narrator  is  not  only  privileged,  but  abso- 
lutely constrained  to  come  to  the  same  sources  as   the 


*  These  poor  circulating  library  readers  are  a  little  too  super- 
ciliously treated.  Say  what  we  like  about  them,  they  still  form 
the  ordinary  mass  of  the  reading  public,  and  comprehend  all  its 
varieties  of  intellect  and  instruction.  They  certainly  cannot  ba 
said  to  exclude  the  refined  and  scholastic  few,  while  they  as 
tainly  do  not  embrace  the  lowest  orders  in  mental  onltiyation. 
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writer  for  the  stage.   Panse  to  consider  how  moral  terror  in 
tragic  composition  is  obtained.   The  more  yon  examine,  the 
more  yon  will  find  that  moral*  terror  is  never  excited  except 
by  images  of  eril  or  panishment — by  some  destroying  or 
dangeroQfl  agency.     Look  a  little  deeper,  and  you  will 
fiod  that  there  are  only  two  kinds  of  this  agency — the  first, 
sapemataral,  sach  as  Fate,  a  ghost,  a  witch,  a  fiend,  an 
oracle,  etc.,  in  which  the  images  from  another  world  are 
sammoned  to  exercise  evil  influence  over  this ;  the  second 
agency  is  human  crime.     Search,  I  say,  all  tragedies,  all 
fictions,  and  yoa  will  find  that  moral  terror  is  never  pro- 
duced, but  by  some  evil  or  destroying  power,  and  that 
that  power  is  never  to  be  found,  except  in  the  two  agencies 
I  have  named,  viz.,  the  supernatural  or  the  criminal.   Grants 
then,  what  you  cannot  deny,  that  the  narrator  is  in  the  ex* 
ercise  of  his  undoubted  right,  to  attempt,  if  ht  can,  to  create 
the  passion  of  terror,  and  yon  are  compelled  to  grant  him 
the  only  means  by  which  he  can  effect  his  object,  viz.,  the 
supernatural  or  the  criminal.     This  is  so  evident  a  truth, 
that  it  would  be  unnecessary  to  say  a  word  further  on  the 
subject,  if  it  were  not  that  the  public  are  less  familiarized 
to  representations  of  guilt  in  the  narrative  fiction,  than 
they  are  in  the  dramatic;  and  hence  the  comparative  un- 
familiarity  has  given  a  readier  reception  to  shallow  criti- 
cism of  the  romance,  than  common  sense  and  daily  custom 
would  permit  to  be  applied  to  the  drama.     But  this  only 
proves  what  is  undeniable,  viz.,  that  the  tragic  prose  ro- 
mance is  of  very  recent  date  in  literature,  and  has  hitherto 
been  sparingly  cultivated.     I  believe  that  Richardson's 


*  I  say  moral  terror,  though  even  the  physical  terror  caused  by 
representations  of  bodily  pain  and  danger  can  scarcely  be  artisti- 
eally  produced,  without  tracing  it  to  moral  evil,  either  in  thoM 
who  endure,  or  those  who  inflict  it. 
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** Clarissa  ffarlowe"  was  the  fint  prose  fiction,  attainiog 
permaDent  celebritj,  that  resorted  for  interest  to  the  ele- 
ments of  tragedy.     I  need  not* say,  that  the  plot  of  that 
work  is  fonnded  on  the  progress  and   perpetration  of  a 
crime  eqaally  odions  and  base,  condocted  through  sceDes, 
abetted  by  character,  and  consammated  by  means  which 
the  public  would  probably  not  permit  to  a  writer  in  the 
present  day.   Yet,  of  Richardson,  our  g-reat  moralist  coald 
say  with  truth  "  that  he  taught  the  passions  to  move  at 
the  command  of  Virtue."    The  next  tragic  fiction  that 
won  fame  from  the  public  was  the  "Julia  de  Boubignt^ 
of  the  gentle-hearted  Mackenzie.     It  closes  in  murder  sod 
suicide ;  and  those  who  would  fly  at  higher  gatne  than  the 
living,  may  find,  perhaps,  something  to  say  against  the 
dead  great  author,  who  holds  up  as  the  ideal  of  chivalrous 
honor — high,*  though  erring — the  jealous  assassin,  who 
poisons  his  wife,  And  escapes  by  self-slaughter  the  penal- 
ties and  shame  of  his  deed.     Yet  who,  among  the  true 
judges  of  literature,  would  deny  to  Mackenzie  the  praise 
he  deserves  as  a  writer  of  the  purest  intentions  and  the 
mildest  humanity  ?     Not  long  after  this,  with  some  tragic 
purpose  (though  I  do  not  include  it  among  the  fictioos 
that  we  recognize  as  critically  tragic),  came  the  *'Zeluco^^ 
of  Moore — the  gloomy  portrait  of  a  hero  whom  no  mora] 
sentiment  ennobles,  no  genial  impulse  ever  wanD8--bat 
justifying  the  author  by  his  aim  to  show  in  the  matorer 
life  of  his  hero  the  errors  of  early  education,  and  the  ab- 
sorbing debasement  of  cnltivated  egotism.     Nor  has  ao; 
man  ventured  to  deny,  that  Dr.  Moore  in  his  writings  has 
deserved  the  reputation  for  virtuous  purpose,  which,  more 
than  his  genius,  obtained  him  the  favor  of  the  poblic. 

To  these  sncceeded  the  truly  tragic  fiction  of  Godwin^s 
*' Caleb  Williams f^^  in  which,  as  in  *' Julia  de  Boubigni,^^^ 
murderer  is  made  the  hero,  with  false  honor  for  his  tefflpt^^; 
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while  his  remorse  aad  bis  terror  supply  both  analysis  and 
incident  Yet,  whatever  may  be  said  of  Mr.  Godwin's 
specnlative  opinions,  on  political  and  other  subjects,  all 
will  admit  that  his  aims  were  those  of  a  philosopher,  who 
soQght,  in  his  own  way,  the  inculcation  of  morals.  And 
while  his  more  erroneous  expositions  of  doctrine  have 
sank  into  oblivion,  ''Caleb  Williams"  lives  yet,  and  will, 
perhaps,  live  while  onr  language  lasts,  as  a  monument  of 
genius  on  which  are  graven  admonitions  to  error. 

Thus  it  will  be  perceived  that  in  all  the  classic  tragic 

prose  fictions  preceding  onr  own  age,  criminals  have  afforded 

the  prominent  characters,  and  crime  the  essentia)  material. 

Since  the  production  of  those  works,  prose  fiction  has 

yet  more  extended  its  ancient  limits.*   It  has  entered  with 

Goethe  the  domains  of  speculative  thought ;  it  has  been 

enlarged  to  almost  boundless  extent  by  the  energies  of 

Scott.     But  while  that  last  named  and  illustrious  writer 

enriched  the  realms  he  had  won  with  the  stores  of  the 

historian,  and  from  the  mines  of  the  poet — while,  in  mere 

form,  more  than  any  one,  he  relieved  and  animated  the 

progress  of  narrative,  and  the  delineation  of  character  with 

the  dialogue  and  action  of  the  stage,  of  tragic  fiction, 

rigidly  so  called,  he  has  left  but  one  signal  master-piece, 

"The  Bride  of  Lammermoor.^^f     In  this,  to  create  his 

*  Thus,  indeed,  a  class  of  composition  has  arisen,  for  which  as 
yet  we  have  no  definite  name ;  it  corresponds  not  with  our  associa- 
tions of  the  novel,  nor  yet  with  those  of  the  romance.  It  does  not 
belong  precisely  to  either.  We  cannot  justly  call  **  Wilhelm  Meister'* 
or  "Anastasius,""  Undine"  or  "Picciola,"  "Atala"  or  "Ren^," 
"Caleb  Williams  *'  and  "Julia  de  Roubign^,"  either  novels  or  ro- 
mances. In  England  the  word  fiction  has  thus  crept  into  use,  for 
want  of  one  less  general  and  vague. 

f  Unless  we  admit,  as  perhaps  we  ought,  the  more  mixed  and 
less  gloomy  romance  of  **Eenil worth,"  in  which  I  need  not  B%y, 
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effects  ol  awe,  though  haman  evil  is  miqiiestionablj  in* 
trodaced,  he  rather  resorted  to  the  old  Greek  iDStminen- 
talitj  of  fate — a  means  which  (for  an  obrions  reason  that 
I  shall  state  hereafter)  he  could  not  have  continaed  to  em- 
ploy if  be  had  more  generally  directed  his  genias  to  tragic 
compositions.  BuC,  thoogh  the  ** Bride  of  Lammermoar^' 
safi^es  to  show  that  Scott's  power  in  the  sterner  narrative 
surpassed  all  before  him  and  since,  the  more  habitual  tend- 
encies of  his  mind  did  not  lead  his  choice  to  the  regions 
over  which  awe  and  terror  preside, 

'*  Di  quibus  imperium  est  animarum  umbraqae  sUonteB 
£t  Chaos  et  Phlegethon,  loca  nocte  silentia  late;" 

Still  to  the  adventurer  whom  those  regions  invite,  it  is 
permitted  to  add — 

**  Sit  mihi  fas  audita  loqui :  sit,  namine  vestro, 
Pandere  res  aUA  terr&  et  oaliglne  mersas." 

The  tragic  fiction  is  conceived — it  has  taken  growth — ^it 
may  be  destined,  amid  the  comparative  neglect  of  the  stage, 
to  supply  the  lessons  which  the  tragic  drama  has,  foi 
awhile,  abandoned.  Do  not  fetter  its  wanderings  from 
free  search  after  truth  through  the  mazes  of  society,  and 
amid  all  the  contrasts  of  nature.  If  it  is  to  be  a  voice  to 
the  heart,  an  interpreter  of  the  secrets  of  life, — you  cannot 
withhold  from  it  the  broadest  experience  of  the  struggle 
between  good  and  evil,  happiness  and  woe. 

<*Huno  igiiur  terrorem  animi,  teuebrasque  neoesse  est.*' 

that  all  which  isv  effected  of  terror  .is  produced  by  the  agency  of 
guilt ;  in  fact,  whereyer  Walter  Scott  has  produced  terror  without 
employing  tupematural  means,  it  will  always  and  unavoidably,  from 
the  causes  stated  in  the  text,  be  found  in  connectioa  with  crime. 
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But  I  am  told,  somewhat  more  definitely  and  precisely, 
that  though  crimes  of  a  lofty  order,  rendered  high  and 
solemn  by  ancient  tradition,  and  clad  in  the  pomp  of  history, 
are  fitting  subjects  for  fiction,  the  crimes  which  occur  in 
our  own  day  and  finish  their  career  at  the  gallows  or  the 
huIkSy  are  wholly  to  be  banished  from  recital.  ''Such' 
things  may  be :  leave  them  to  their  own  ignominy.  Why 
elevate  vulgar  felons  into  heroes,  and  take  us  for  interest 
to  the  Old  Bailey  ?" 

This,  I  believe,  is  a  correct  quotation  from  the  kind  of 
censure  with  which  (stripped  of  its  grosser  personalities)  I 
have  had  to  contend.  Once  for  all^  I  will  seek  to  answer  it  as 
seriously  as  if  it  were  an  argument,  not  a  declamation ;  a 
friendly  remonstrance,  not  a  hostile  and  heated  assault 
And  while  replying  to  my  assailants  in  the  Press,  I  ad- 
dress calmly  and  respectfully  my  argument  to  those  on 
whom  attacks  so  frequently  and  passionately  urged  may 
have  produced  an  impression  which  it  pains  me  most  deeply 
to  think  any  work  of  mine  should  create  on  one  honorable 
and  impartial  mind. 

I  have  already,  I  trust,  shown  that  the  charge  of  kahitU' 
ally  selecting  criminals  for  my  themes  is  in  itself  untrue. 
I  proceed  now  to  the  question,  how  far  the  crimes  of  our 
own  days,  the  crimes  of  Tyburn  and  the  Old  Bailey,  may 
be  admissible  to  the  license  of  art  in  fiction,  and  conducive 
to  the  moral  it  should  inculcate. 

I  will  grant  at  once  that,  for  the  purposes  of  poetry, 
high  tragic  eflfect  may  be  more  readily  produced,  and  may 
usually  create  a  grander  or  less  distressful  sentiment  of 
awe,  when  it  is  sought  in  the  ancient  treasure-house  of 
history  or  fable;  and  in  some  of  my  works  I  have  rever- 
ently drawn  from*such  elder  and  remoter  sources.  But 
one  region  of  art  does  not  exclude  the  other.  The  past 
cannot  monopolize  the  sorrows  and  crimes  of  ages.   While 
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we  live,  we  onrselves  become  a  past.  And  we  are  ud 
qnestioDably  warranted  to  consult  the  Hook  of  Time,  in 
the  page  which  is  spread  before  our  eves.  Can  we  do  so 
faithfallj  if  we  strike  oot  all  passages  that  pain  or  perplex 
us  f  Can  we  give  any  fair  idea  of  the  record,  if  we  con- 
fine all  oar  extracts  to  what  we  instinctively  approve  and 
readily  comprehend?  No,  every  one  concedes  to  me  at 
once,  that  a  writer  is  at  liberty  to  search  amid  the  ma- 
terials afforded  to  him  in  modern  life  for  the  subjects  and 
characters  of  fiction.  The  comic  writer  takes  fearlessly 
whatever  in  the  errors  and  vices  of  mankind  adapts  itself 
to  the  comic  result  of  exciting  our  ridieale  and  moving 
onr  contempt : 

**  Licet,  semperque  licebit 
dicere  de  vitiis."* 

"It  ever  has  been,  and  ever  will  be,  lawful  to  speak  of  the 
vices,"  which  it  is  the  province  of  Comedy  as  of  Satire  to 
expose.     The  Tartuffe  of  Moli^re,  the  Blifil  of  Fielding, 
the  Squire  Thornhill  of  Goldsmith  (a  scoandrel,  perhaps 
the  vilest  and  the  most  sparingly  punished  in  comic  fctipoj, 
the  whole  spirit  in  Le  Sage,  the  whole  object  in  Swift,  are 
uniformly  directed  to  the  exposure  of  the  meaner  and  more 
vicious  propensities  of  men.     Folly  and  error,  vice  pun- 
ished by  ridicule,  constitute  the  main  materials  of  the  comic 
writer,  whether  he  employ  them  in  a  drama  or  a  novel. 
Must  we  not  grant  to  the  writer  who  seeks  for  the  elements 
of  tragedy  that  exist  in  his  own  time,  the  equal  license  to 
seek  for  the  materials  to  which  tragedy  must  apply  f  What 
are  those  materials  but  the  passions  ^nd  the  crimes  of  men, 
• — as,  for  comedy,  the  materials  are  drawn  from  the  humors 
mod  the  vices  ?    Terror  and  compassion*  are  the  sources  of 

*  Hor.  Sat.  4,  Ub.  L 


J 
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the  tragic  writer's  effects;  tlie  destructive  or  pernicious 
power  of  intellect  corrupted  into  guilt,  affords  him  the 
natural  means  of  creating  terror  for  the  evil,  and  compas- 
sion for  its  victims.     To  say  that  the  criminals  he  is  thus 
eonapelled  to  employ  as  the  agents  of  his  plot  are  unfit 
for  his  purpose  because  they  may  be  classed  among  the 
prey  of  Newgate  and  the  Old  Bailey,  is  but  to  lay  down 
the  preposterous  principle,  that  we  must  not  extract  trag- 
edy from  times  in  which  laws  are  carried  into  effect ;  it  is 
eimply  to  say,  that,  because  men  in  our  day  are  trans- 
ported and  hanged  for  guilt,  the  guilt  of  our  day  it  is  im- 
proper to  analyze  and  depict.    All  crimes  now,  if  detected, 
mast  obtain  the  notoriety  of  the  Old  Bailey,  or  reap  their 
desert  in  Newgate ;  and  to  contend  that  Newgate  and  the 
Old  Bailey  unfit  them  for  the  uses  of  the  writer  of  fiction, 
is  virtually  to  deprive  him  of  the  use  of  all  crimes  punished 
by  modern  law  and  enacted  in  the  modern  day :  as  if  there 
were  no  warning  to  be  drawn  from^ins  that  are  not  en- 
nobled by  ermine  and  purple ;  as  if  there  were  no  terror 
in  the  condemned  cell,  no  tragedy  at  the  foot  of  the  gal- 
lows !    And  yet  how  hackneyed  is  the  aphorism,  that  the 
human  heart,  and  the  tragedy  to  be  drawn  from  it,  remain 
the  same  in  every  age  1    Unless,  then,  we  deny  altogether 
that  we  are  to  seek  for  the  sources  of  tragedy  amid  the 
times  which  we  must  necessarily  know  the  best,  among  the 
characters  on  which  the  broadest  and  steadiest  light  can 
be  cast,  amid  the  warnings  the  most  immediately  useful  to 
us,  we  cannot  reject  to  the  writer  of  modern  fiction  the 
materials  of  modern  tragedy,  even  though  they  are  drawn 
•  from  the  records  of  the  prison-house  and  the  judgments 
of  the  law.     The  materials  must  be  open  to  choice,  with 
certain  stipulations  as  to  the  treatment,  into  which  we  shall 
enter  later. 
It  has  long,  indeed,  been  the  opinion  of  many  minds  the 

28* 
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mobi;  thonghtfallj  bent  npon  the  alliance  between  homanity 
and  art,  that  we  hare  too  mnch  neglected  tbe  deeper  and 
grayer  characteristics  of  our  own  age ;  too  much  contented 
oorselyee  with  snrvejs  of  the  snrface,  delineations  of  man- 
ners, fashions,  and  foibles,  and  turned  to  tbe  past  for  that 
sterner  poetry  which  is  not  less  sensibly  to  be  foimd  in  tbe 
sorrows  and  the  gnilt  of  the  life  aroand  ns.     Thns,  toward 
the  close  of  his  life,  Schiller,  whom,  at  that  time,  no  man 
ean  accuse  of  rash  aird  unconsidered  tamperfngs  wftb  the 
legitimate  end  of  genius,  meditated  a  drama  that  would 
seem  least  poetical  to  the  shallow,  but  was  intended  to 
extract  poetry  from  the  very  sources  which  it  seems  we  are 
now  forbidden  to  explore.  Hid  proposed  subject  was  "  The 
French  Police;^'  and  I  need  not  say  that  the  conception 
could  not  fail  to  comprehend  the  evils,  the  abuses,  and  the 
crimes  of  modern  civiHsation. 

Good  men  there  are,  no  doubt,  who  would  interdict 
altogether  the  presentation  of  actual  crime,  as  painful  and 
revolting — as  administering  to  a  passion  for  diseased  ex- 
citement;   I  respect  their  sernples.     But,  without  here 
pausing  to  examine  what  weight  can  be  attached  to  them, 
is  the  prohibition  even  possible  J    Crime  meets  us  as  a  fact 
everywhere;    you  cannot  open  a  newspaper,  yon  cannot 
refer  to  statistics,  you  cannot  mix  in  the  ordinary  world — 
but  crime  is  forced  daily  and  hourly  on  your  notice.     Yon 
roust  close  up  for  purity  and  youth  all  history,  saered  and 
profane ;  you  must  shut  out  from  the  calendar  of  life  the 
tyrant  and  tbe  martyr ;  you  must  seal  up  the  fountains  of 
literature,  and  silence  the  long  succession  of  poets  from 
Sophocles  to  Dante,  from   Dante  to   Shakspeare,  from   * 
Shakspeare  to  the  last  song  that  has  thrilled  through  the 
world — if  yon  seek  to  exclude  from  the  mind  the  dark 
certainties  of  guilt.     Even  then  you  will  fail.     Man  bat 
but  to  live,  to  know  that  crime  is  the  foe  man  must  brave. 
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Coald  joa  instract  him  what  he  shonld  resist  and  abhor,  if 
yon  could  leave  him  ignorant  of  its  existence  and  its  chas- 
tisement?   Yon  cannot,  like  the  Emperor  of  China,  live  in 
a  fancied  succession  of  triumphs  and  security,  and  receive 
congratulations  on  the  felieitj  of  your  reign  and  the  impreg- 
nability of  your  dominion,  while  the  enemy  are  blockading 
your  ports  and  sailing  up  yonr  rivers.    The  essential  char* 
acteristic  of  this  age  and  land  is  publicity.     There  exists 
a  Press,  which  bares  at  once  to  the  universal  eye  every  ex- 
ample of  guilt  that  comes  before  a  legal  tribunal.     In 
these  very  newspapers  which   would  forbid  a  romance 
writer  to  depict  crime  with  all  that  he  can  suggest  to 
demonstrate  its  causes,  portray  its  hideousness,  insist  on 
its  inevitable  doom, — are  everywhere  to  be  found  the  mi- 
nutest details  of  guilt, — the  meanest  secrets  of  the  prison- 
house  are  explored,  turnkeys  interrogated,  and  pages  filled 
with  descriptions  of  the  personal  appearance  of  the  felon, 
his  dress  at  the  bar,  his  courage  at  the  gallows.     To  find 
the  true  literature  of  Newgate  and  Tyburn,  you  have  only 
to  open  the  newspaper  on  your  table.     That  reports  thus 
sent  abrpad  to  all  quarters  of  a  motley  civilization,  read 
aloud  in  the  lowest  alehouse  and  in  the  vilest  resorts  of 
outcasts  and  thieves — the  only  literary  food  .(a*  newspa- 
pers are)  of  the  most  uneducated  classes; — that  such  may 
do  harm,  I  am  ready  to  confess,  and  this  from  the  careless 
tOQ«  and  the  base  detail — the  obtrusion  of  a  criminal  noto- 
riety unaccompanied  by  a  single  lesson — gorging  the  curi- 
osity and  familiarizing  away  the  solemnity  of  guilt.*    But 


*  This  is  the  necessity  of  the  newspaper  press,  rather  than  a  re- 
proach  to  it.  That  press  but  obeys  the  imperious  demands  for 
publicity  which  the  age  enforces  Its  business  is  to  deal  with 
fiots;  and  it  can  only  partially  and  briefly  oonyey  the  deductione 
which  the  author  of  a  fiction  writes  voluxnea  to  explain. 
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bow  different  this  from  the  narrative  of  a  writer  of  fiction, 
who  presents  no  single  portraiture  of  crime  to  monopoliie 
the  morbid  fancy — who  contrasts  it  with  images  of  pnritj 
and  innocence — ^who  analyzes  the  workings  of  the  heart, 
and  thus  checks  its  progress  to  cormptioo — who  accom- 
panies the  crime,  as  by  its  shadow,  with  the  darkness  of 
its  own  deformity — who  exerts  all  the  power  he  possesses 
to  accamulate  terrors  round  its  consequences  and  chastise- 
ments— whose  work  by  its  literary  treatment  (if  the  aotbor 
possess  hot  ordinary  scholarship),  to  say  nothing  of  Its 
mode  of  publication,  is  not  destined  to  penetrate,  like  the 
newspaper,  among  the  most  ignorant  and  perverted — ^the 
accomplices  and  imitators  of  the  guilty  —  bat  is  almost 
necessarily  confined  to  classes  of  a  certain  education,  which 
would  render  the  imitation  as  untempting  as  the  guilt  itself 
is  abhorrent.      The  fiction  supplies  the  very  lessons  the 
newspaper  cannot  give.     If  the  reader  doubt  this,  let  him 
only  compare  the  impressions  made  upon  his  mind  bj  a 
crime  brought  before  the  courts  of  law  with  those  pro- 
duced by  a  crime  which  some  imaginative  writer  has  de* 
picted ; — I  am  greatly  mistaken  if  he  does  not  own  at  oDce 
that  the  last  are  infinitely  more  grave,  more  forcible,  and 
more  enduring. 

Analysis  of  the  darker  or  coarser  crimes  of  society  is 
not  intended  to  reform  the  criminals — them  it  does  oot 
reach.     It  is  not  as  a  curb  to  tyrants  that  **  William 
Tell"  is  effective.     It  is  not  to  reform  an  Appins  that  we 
express  our  sympathy  with  Yirginius.    It  is  not  to  breathe 
virtue  into  burglars  that  '*  Jonathan  Wild"  was  composed, 
or  to  prevent  men  from  poisoning  their  wives,  that  Mac- 
kenzie wrote  his  ''Julia  de  Boubigne."     Limited,  indeed, 
would  be  the  moral  uses  of  fiction,  if  confined  to  the  pecu- 
liar idiosyncrasies  of  character  it  selects.    Nor  is  it  only  bj 
the  catastrophe  itself  that  fiction  reaches  the  heart,  but  yet 
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more  by  the  mental  dissection  which  it  admits,  that  it  cor« 
rects  our  errors  in  developing  their  caases.  It  is  by  the 
tendencies  to  which  terror  or  compassion  in  the  tragic 
form,  ridicnle  and  contempt  in  the  comic,  are  the  agents 
that  we  confirm  social  enthusiasm  for  virtue,  and  unite  the 
reason  with  the  passions  in  detestation  of  crime.  And  all 
this  can  be  equally  efifected,  whether  we  resort  for  materials 
to  the  past  or  to  the  present,  to  the  vices^of  the  great  or 
to  those  of  the  mean.  It  is  the  treatment  that  ennobles, 
not  the  subject.  Grant  that  the  characters  are  what  con- 
vention calls  low — in  birth,  station,  instruction ;  bom  in  a 
cellar,  dying  on  the  gibbet,  they  are  not  one  jot,  for  those 
reasons,  made  necessarily  low  to  art  Art  can,  with  Field- 
ing, weave  an  epic  from  adventures  with  gamekeepers  and 
barbers.  Art  can,  with  Goethe,  convert  into  poetry  the 
most  lofty,  the  homely  image  of  the  girl  condemned  for 
infanticide,  and  confine  the  vast  war  between  spirits  and 
men  to  the  floors  of  her  felon  cell.  Rightly  has  the  nrost 
majestic  of  poets  placed  at  the  Portals  of  Dread,  not  those 
fends  which  are  tempters  of  the  great  and  deluders  of  the 
wise,  but  rather  the  demons  of  the  ruder  multitude,  ''Fear, 
and  ill-advising  Hunger,  Labor,  and  shameful  Want " — 

.  <*£t  Metus,  eg  malesuuda  Fames,  et  turpis  Eg^stas; 
Terribiles  visu  formae— Letumque,  ^aborque."* 

To  sum  up,  I  think,  then,  we  must  allow : 
1st.  That  crime,  however  great  and  heinous,  is  an  ad- 
mitted and  necessary  agency  in  tragic  fiction,  warranted 
by  the  employment  of  thei  greatest  masters,  and  the  sanc- 
tion of  all  ages. 

2dly.  That  it  is  equally  admissible  in  the  narrative  fic- 
tion as  the  dramatic. 

*  Virg.  -flan.  Ti.  276,  277. 
VOL.  H.--29  2t 
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Sdly.  That  we  may  seek  for  the  materials  of  terror  ia 
crime,  or  destrticiive  power,  amid  the  present  as  the  past 
—  that  we  are  limited  neither  to  particalar  periods  nor 
coDventional  gradations  of  rank — ^that  wherever  we  find 
the  facts  that  famish  the  passion  of  terror,"^  aod  the  ehu- 
acters  that  permit  the  analysis  of  motive  to  condaet  (the 
cause  to  the  effect) — we  are  at  fall  liberty  to  use  them, 

I  said  that  we  have  a  right  to  demand  certain  stipnW 
tions  as  to  treatment  and  selection. 

Istly.  We  have  a  right  to  demand  that,  whatever  iDterest 
the  aathor  bids  as  take  in  the  criminal,  we  shoald  nem, 
by  any  metaphysical  sophistry,  be  sedoced  into  admiraUon 
of  the  crime — -that  even  where,  as  osoallj  in  the  drama, 
the  criminal  is  iDvested  with  attributes  that  enforee  re- 
spect, or  is  indaeed  to  an  offense  at  war  with  his  geseral 
character  by  circumstance  and  temptation — still  the  crime 
itself  shoald  be  shown  clearly  as  a  violation  of  eternal  laws, 
and  be  condemned,  not  only  by  the  result  in  the  fiction,  but 
the  reason  of  the  beholder.    We  are  not  forbidden  to  sym- 
pathize with  Othello  in  his  jealousy,  nor  to  admire  tb« 
nobleness  which  contrasts  an  infirmity  ordinarily  mean  aud 
egotistical;  for  we  see  that  the  crime  to  which  it  argei 
him  entails  its  owo  direful  punishment,  and  no  compassion 
for  the  murderer  lessens  our  horror  of  the  murder. 

2d1y.  The  crimeir  depicted  should  not  be  of  a  natare  to 
lead  us  through  licentious  scenes,  nor  accompanied  with 
descriptions  that  appeal  dangerously  to  the  senses.  There 
is  one  class  of  evil  which  shocks  and  revolts  us— *there  is 
another  class  of  evil  to  which  the  most  perilous  ally  is  iQ 


*  I  should  apologize  for  (he  fatiguing  repetition  of  the  word 

terror  throughout  this  inquiry.  But  I  could  not  avoid  it  without 

olMOurity  and  oircumlocution.  I  must  make  the  same  excuse  foi 
the  repetition  of  the  word  art. 
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our  nature.  There  is  nothing  to  corropt  us  in  the  delinea^ 
tion  of  murder  and  violent  wrong ;  our  instincts  recoil  at 
once  from  the  idea  of  imitation.  There  may  be  much  to 
corrupt  us  in  the  delineation  of  an  adulterous  love,  though 
the  moral  it  is  meant  to  convey  may,  in  itself,  be  excellent. 
And,  therefore,  it  is  safest  iK>t  to  make  prominent  or  mi* 
nutely  to  detail  crimes  of  a  nature  which  less  openly  revolts 
us  than  insidiously  allures.* 

3dly.  In  dealing  especially  with  the  coarser  and  more 
▼iolent  crimes  least  idealized  by  remote  tradition,  least 
dignified  by  history  above  vulgar  associations,  the  author 
is  bound  to  have  some  object  in  view  belonging  to  the 
purer  and  more  thoughtful  principles  of  art,  to  which  the 
means  he  employs  are  subordinate  and  conducive.  If  in 
*^ Jonathan  Wild^^  Fielding  takes  us  almost  solely  among 
thieves  and  pickpockets,  it  is  not  merely,  and  objectively, 
as  it  were,  to  familiarize  us  with  their  principles  and  habits. 
In  describing  the  4u^ual  meanness,  he  is  aiming  his  satire 
at  false  greatness.  It  is  not  because  a  man  is  a  felon  and 
a  criminal  that  therefore  he  furnishes  a  fitting  theme  for 
the  drama  or  the  narrative.  I  guard  myself  especially 
against  appearing  to  sanction  so  preposterous  a  conclusion. 
But  if  there  be  anything  so  peculiar  in  his  guilt,  or  the 
circumstances  attending  it,  as  to  afford  fair  scope  for  artistic 
purpose,  suggest  useful  reflections,  or  inculcate  a  salutary 
lesson, — then  it  is,  not  because  he  is  a  crimibal  or  felon^ 

*  And  this  principle  of  treatment,  be  it  observed,  holds  as  good 
in  the  delineation  of  virine  as  in  the  exhibition  of  guilt.  **  Pamela,'* 
for  instance,  is  intended  to  celebrate  the  triumph  of  virtue  in  a 
woman, — "  Caleb  Williams"  depicts  the  guilty  fall  of  a  man.  Yet 
which  of  the  two  fictions  would  a  father  prefer  to  trust  to  his 
children!  The  design  of  Richardson  is  eminently  virtuous,  but, 
by  an  error  in  art,  the  treatment  obtrudes  scenes  and  suggests 
ideas  of  very  questionable  safety. 
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that  he  becomes  an  nafit  instrament  for  those  ends  to 
which,  indeed  (as  we  have  seen),  the  agencj  of  crime  13 
essential.  If,  therefore,  the  author  make  use  of  the  actaal 
and  more  violent  guilt  that  forms  one  element  of  the  so* 
cietj  around  us — we  have  a  right  to  expect  that  it  will  be 
introduced,  not  in  wanton  levity,  bnt  for  some  thongbtful 
purpose — tending  (to  the  best  of  his  judgment)  to  illustrate 
some  serviceable  truth. 

These,  I  believe,  are  the  main  restrictions  which  we  mQ.«;t 
impose  upon  the  liberty  of  the  author,  in  granting  him  all 
the  privileged  resources  of  his  art 

I  venture  to  assert,  that  by  these  restrictions  I  have 
been  bound.  Throwing  myself  on  the  indulgence  of  the 
candid  for  an  egotism  rendered  necessary  by  the  direct 
personality  of  the  attacks,  and  without  which  the  reader 
roust  be  sensible  that  these  remarks  would  be  desultory 
and  incomplete ;  and  assuming  merely,  that  the  three 
works  I  am  called  upon  to  defend  have>been  read  by  those 
to  whom  I  address  myself,  I  proceed  to  challenge  for  them 
the  severest  application  the  impartial  can  bestow,  of  the 
rules  I  have  laid  down  for  the  proprieties  of  treatment. 

And  first,  as  to  ''Paul  Clifford.''*  The  object  of  "Paul 
Clifford"  ought  to  be  sufficiently  apparent.  It  was  written 
at  a  time  when  capital  punishment  was  still  in  this  country 
indiscriminately  impolitic  and  severe — when  society  was 
not  employed,  as  it  is  virtuously  now,  in  seeking  to  reform 
the  circumstances  which  engender  crime  in  the  masses ;  but 
was  content  with  punishing  by  severity  the  offenses  it  had 
in  much  caused  by  neglect  To  quote  from  the  short  pre- 
face to  the  edition  of  1840,  it  was  my  design,  therefore, 

*  The  real  hero  of  this  book  is  perhaps  rather  William  Brandon 
than  his  eon;  bat  I  take  the  responsibility  created  by  the  titk 
•eleoted. 
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**  to  draw  atteDtion  to  two  errors  in  our  penal  institutions, 
viz.,  a  yieioas  prison  discipline,  and  a  sanguinary  criminal 
code — the  habit  of  first  corrupting  the  boy  by  the  very 
panishment  that  ought  to  redeem  him,  and  then  hano:ing 
the  man  on  the  first  occasion,  as  the  easiest  way  of  getting 
rid  of  our  own  blunders;''  it  was  "a  satire  on  the  short 
cat  established  between  the  house  of  correction  and  the 
condemned  cell." 

Paul  Clifford  himself  is  thus  represented  as  one  of  the 
▼ery  numerous  class  to  which  all  practical  philanthropists 
are  now  inviting  our  attention ;  exposed  in  boyhood  to 
the  contagion  of  evil  companionship — sent  to  prison  for 
an  offense  he  does  not  commit — escaping  from  it  by  the 
dexterity  of  one  of  those  confirmed  rogues  with  whom  a 
prison  brings  bim  into  familiar  association — and  after- 
ward, almost  necessarily  driven  for  a  livelihood  into  de- 
fiance of  the  Law,  which  had  already  expelled  him  from 
its  pale.  Paul  Clifford  offends,  and  he  is  punished— ]ie  is 
an  exile  forever  from  his  country ;  but  as  his  offense  is  ex* 
tenuated  by  circumstances — as  society  in  itself  is  in  some 
measure  a  partaker  of  it — as  some  good  qualities,  that 
show  him  capable  of  reform,  belong  to  his  character,  and 
as  he  has  been  led  into  none  of  the  darker  crimes  of  cruelty, 
revenge,  and  bloodshed — so  he  is  not  punished  to  the  ex- 
tent of  the  gallows.  He  is  allowed  to  work  out  his  re- 
demption by  repentance  and  atonement.  In  all  this,  the 
novelist  does  but  second  the  improved  disposition  of  society 
itself.  He  does  but  advocate  in  a  fiction  the  principles 
which  are  now  enlightening  our  journals  and  ameliorating 
oar  laws. 

To  guard  against  danger  of  imitation  by  the  modern 
invaders  of  property  (if  such  a  book  could  ever  reach 
them),  Paul  Clifford  is  not  represented — ^as  certain  parties 
ihoose  unblushingly  to  assert — as  a  mere  pickpocket  and 

29* 
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thief — be  Is  takeo  oot  of  the  range  of  existing'  sabjects  for 
the  Old  Bailey.     His  offense  is  that  of  the  obsolete,  and 
DOW  impossible  natore,  whieh  eharacterized  what  was  n- 
tiricailj  called  the  ''Gentleman  Uighwajman  ;"  and  b« 
passed  away  from  our  weli-regalated  roads  and  inelosed 
commons  as  entirely  as  the  band  of  Robin  Hood  has  passed 
from  the  glades  of  Sherwood.    It  can  now  be  imitated  no 
more  than  adventaroos  yoath  can  imitate   the  Locksley 
and  the  Bob  Boy  of  Walter  Scott     And  with  qaite  as 
mach  JDstiee  in  the  last  cited  novel  may  its  g^reat  and 
healthful  author  be  aconsed  of  exalting  a  robber  into  a 
hero,  and  weaving  round  him  a  dangerons  and  immoral 
interest,  as  the  humbler  writer,  now  put  upon  his  defense, 
of  such  a  design  in  the  moonlight 'rides  of  Paul  Clifford 
the  Highwayman.*     If  exception  be  taken  to  the  mere 
lowness  of  scenes  and  characters  occasionally  introduced 
in  the  book,  but  by  no  means  farming  the  principal  part 
of  it;  I  may  observe,  that  as  tbey  contain  nothing  obscene 
or  licentious,  nothing  to  incite  or  inflame,  and  are  not  in- 
troduced for  themselves,  but  for  satire  upon  the  real  val- 
garity  often  found  beneath  the  mere  conventional  polish 
tbey  travesty  or   burlesque, — so  whatever   may  be  said 
against  such  an  introduction  on  tbe  score  of  art,  it  is  free, 
at  least,  from  all  tendency  to  corrupt.     And  ni  this,  since 
I  cannot  claim  the  merit  of  originality,  I  have  at  least  the 
sanction  of  authorities  the  most  respected — ^not  only  in  the 

*  Bob  Roy  defies  the  law,  plunders  the  traveler,  ravages  (he 
border,  .spares  not  life,  if  in  his  way,  and  is  represented  on  the 
whole  as  an  amiable  and  gallant  character,  and  dismissed  without 
punishment,  to  the  doubtful  approbation  of  the  reader.  In  all  this 
the  aeisailers  of  **Paul  Clifford'*  see  nothing  to  call  for  the  charge 
of  raising  robbers  into  heroes,  or  bestowing  interest  upon  criminals. 
And  they  are  right.  Let  them  be  but  consistent.  If  this  miserable 
Jargon  is  io  be  employed  at  all,  let  them  ose  it  impartially. 
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disputed  morality  of  the  "Beggars^  Opera,^^  or  the  noblef 
precedent  of  "Jonathan  IFtW,"— *but  in  the  ** Beggar's 
JBush^  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  which  does  not  disdain 
to  put  slang  into  verse — ^in  the ^"G^uzman  D'Alfarache^ 
of  Lie  Sage — ^in  the  **^ Sharper'*  of  Qaevedo — and  in  the 
iDnamerable  scenes  in  what  is  called  ''  low  life/'  which  are 
never  ciled  in  reproach  of  onr  greatest  novelists. 

I  think,  therefore,  that  I  may  fairly  dismiss  *'Paul  Glif- 
ford''  to  the  acquittal  of  any  impartial  jury  upon  the 
capital  charges  that,  without  evidence  and  against  pre- 
cedent, have  been  laid  to  its  charge. 

In  **£iigene  Aram "  the  case  was  wholly  different,  de- 
manding graver  treatment  and  more  awful  chastisement; 
here,  at  least,  there  was  no  vulgar  offender,  nor  here  was 
there  any  victim  to  the  errors  and  neglect  of  society.    Here 
was  one  of  those  startling  phenomena  in  human  conduct 
which  had  arrested  the  attention  of  the  historian,  claimed 
the  muse  of  the  poet,  which  had  been  more  than  the  nine 
days'  wonder  in  the  age  in  which  it  had  occurred,  and  re- 
mained in  the  record  and  memories  of  men,  as  containing 
the  problems,  and  exciting  the  terror,  of  a  completed 
tragedy  in  itself     The  picture  of  a  laborious  and  self* 
tanght  student,  apparently  of  a  life  the  most  blameless, 
a  character  the  most  humane,  locking  within  his  con- 
science the  secret  of  a  dark  and  inexplicable  crime,  not 
to  be  explained  by  intelligible  motives — attributed  to  what 
seemed  essentially  opposite  to  his  nature  and  pursuits  (vis. 
the  mean  desire  of  gain) — brought  to  light  after  many 
years,  by  a  series  of  circumstances  regular  and  coherent 
as  the  links  in  a  drama,  is  surely  not  to  be  classed  amid 
the  vulgar  and  commonplace  offenses  of  Newgate  records; 
and  if  ever  crime  be  admissible  in  fiction,  I  confess  that  I 
know  of  few  within  that  wide  history  in  which  it  finds  its 
place  more  set  apart  and  marked  out  for  tragic  analysis 
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and  delineation.     Not  in  the  ▼arioos  subjects  it  has  been 
mj  fortnce  to  select,  though  thej  hare  dealt  with  lai^r 
and  more  complicated  interests  of  mankind ;  not  in  Piioj  s 
fearful  account  of  the  flaming  mountain  and  buried  citj: 
not  in  the  failing  attempt  of  Rienzi  to  resuscitate  the  corpse 
of  Roman  grandeur,  recorded  in  the  annals  of  Italy ;  nut 
In  the  wild  and  gloomy  struggle  in  which  our  own  chroni- 
clers have  tracked,  amid  the  Wars  of  the  Roses,  the  bsd- 
guinarj  transition  from  the  feudal  to  the  social  age,  can  I 
recognise  a  theme  more  adapted  to  Tragic  purposes  than 
the  image  of  that  solitary  mind,  silent  and  bowed  down 
beneath  the  weight  of  its  solitary  crime.   I  was  not  singular 
in  my  belief  that  this  subject  was  appropriate  to  the  por- 
poses  to  which  I  presumed   to  apply  it.      Mr.  Godwin 
assured  me  that  he  bad  often  meditated  a  fiction,  of  which 
Eugene  Aram  was  to  be  the  hero ;  and  I  am  informed  bj 
a  high  and  indisputable  authority^*  that  Sir  Walter  Scott 
expressed  his  surprise  that  a  crime  so  peculiarly  adapted 
to  tragedy  or  romance,  had  been  so  long  untreated  bj 
either. 

I  Tenture,  then,  to  assume  that  the  choice  of  my  subject 
was  snfficieDtly  legitimate.     And  I  addressed  mjself  to  its 
execution  with  an  earnest  study  neither  to  palliate  the  of> 
fense  nor  diminish  the  terror  of  the  chastisement.     Here, 
unlike  the  milder  goilt  of  Paul  Cifford,  the  author  was  not 
to  imply  reform  to  society,  nor  open  in  this  world  atone- 
ment and  pardon  to  the  criminal.     As  it  would  have  been 
wholly  in  Tain  to  disguise,  by  mean  tamperings  with  art 
and  truth,  the  ordinary  habits  of  life  and  attributes  of  char- 
acter, which  all  record  and  remembrance  ascribed  to  Eu- 
gene Aram — as  it  would  have  defeated  every  end  of  the 
moral  inculcated  by  his  gnilt,  to  portray  in  the  caricatare 


Oor  distinguished  diplomatist,  Sir  Hamilton  Seymour. 


A    WORD    TO    THE    PUBLIC.  345 

of  the  marderer  of  melodrame,  a  man  immersed  in  study, 
of  whom  it  was  noted  that  he  tamed  aside  from  the  worm 
in  his  path,* — so  I  have  allowed  to  him  whatever  contrasts 
with  his  inexpiable  crime  have  been  recorded  on  sufficient 
authority.  But  I  have  invariably  taken  care  that  the  crime 
itself  should  stand  stripped  of  every  sophistry,  and  be 
hideous  to  the  perpetrator  as  well  as  to  the  world.  Al- 
lowing all  by  which  attention  to  his  biography  may  explain 
the  tremendous  paradox  of  fearful  guilt  in  a  man  aspiring 
after  knowledge  and  not  generally  inhumane — allowing  that 
the  crime  came  upon  him  in  the  partial  insanity  produced 
by  the  combining  circumstances  of  a  brain  overwrought 
by  intense  study,  disturbed  by  an  excited  imagination,  and 
the  fumes  of  a  momentary  disease  of  the  reasoning  faculty, 
consumed  by  the  desire  of  knowledge,  unwholesome  and 
morbid,  because  coveted  as  an  end,  not  a  means,  added  to 
the  other  physical  causes  of  mental  aberration — to  be  found 
in  loneliness,  and  want  verging  upon  famine;  all  these 
which  a  biographer  may  suppose  to  have  conspired  to  his 
crime,  have  never  been  used  by  the  novelist  as  excuses  for 
its  enormity,  nor  indeed,  lest  they  should  seem  as  excuses, 
have  they  ever  been  clearly  presented  to  the  view.  The 
moral  consisted  in  showing  more  than  the  mere  legal  pun- 
ishment at  the  close.  It  was  to  show  how  the  conscious- 
ness of  the  deed  was  to  exclude  whatever  humanity  of 
character  preceded  and  belied  it  from  all  active  exercise — 
all  social  confidence;  how  the  knowledge  of  the  bar  be- 
tween the  minds  of  others  and  his  own,  deprived  the  crim- 
inal of  all  motive  to  ambition,  and  blighted  knowledge  of 
all  fruit:    Miserable  in  his  affections,  barren  in  his  intel- 


*  The  Rey.  Mr.  Hinton  said  **he  used  frequently  to  obserye 
Aram,  when  walking  in  the  garden,  stoop  down  to  remove  a  snail 
or  a  worm  from  the  path.'* 


/ 
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lect — cliDging  to  solitade,  yet  accursed  io  it — dreading  u 
a  danger  the  fame  he  had  once  coveted — obscnre  in  spite 
of  learning,,  hopeless  in  spite  of  love,  froitless  and  joyless 
in  his  life,  ealamitons  and  shamefnl  in  his  end ;  sarely  sach 
is  no  palliative  of  crime,  no  dalliance  and  toying  with  the 
grimness  of  evil  I  And  snrel^,  to  any  ordinary  compre- 
hension, any  candid  mind,  sach  is  the  moral  convejed  by 
the  fiction  of  ''Eagene  Aram  I" 

I  come  now  to  the  last  of  the  three  works  of  which  I 
have  undertaken  the  defense.     But  before  I  speak  of  the 
object  really  intended  in  the  romance  of  "Lncretia,"  L 
most  dear  up  a  very  signal  and  general  mistake  on  the 
part  of  my  critics.     In  the  preface  to  ''  Lncretia,''  it  will 
be  observed  that  I  speak  mnch  of  an  intention  I  bad  long 
entertained  of  depicting  the  influences  of  money  npoa 
modern  civilisation,  and  exposing  what  I  held  as  a  vice  of 
the  day,  in  impatience  or  dislike  to  the  slow  retnras  of 
legitimate  toil,  whether  in  pecnniary  speculation  or  intel- 
lectual ambition.     And  upon  this,  with  the  exception  of 
two  or  three  reviewers,  there  has  been  an  outcry  of  simul- 
taneous discovery  that  the  design  announced  in  the  preface 
was  not  borne  out  in  the  execution  of  the  book ;  and  ac- 
cordingly that  the  book  was  a  failure,  because  the  author 
had  not  accurately  defined  what  the  book  was  intended  to 
convey.     If  these  gentlemen  will  do  me  the  fkvor  to  cor- 
rect in  themselves  that  "impatience"  which  I  took  the 
liberty  to  denounce,  and  look  with  a  little  less  haste  at 
that  unfortunate  preface,  they  will,  perhaps,  convince  them- 
selves that  I  never  professed  "Lucretia"  to  be  the  fulfill- 
ment or  carrying  out  of  the  purpose  which  I  said  I  had 
once  meditated  in  an  earlier  design.     What  I  stated,  I 
thought  with  sufficient  distinctness,  was,  that  when  I  half 
implied  my  farewell  to  the  character  of  a  novelist,  I  had 
imagined  that  an  attempt  to  illustrate  the  inflaeiices  of 
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money  might  be  best  worked  out  upon  the  stage;  that 
that  design,  with  which  I  wished  to  couple  some  exposi- 
tion of  the  popnlfli*  vice  of  impatience,  I  afterward  thought 
I  could 'best  treat  in  a  novel;  but  that  while  meditating 
soch  &  coDC^Bption,  I  became  acquainted  with  the  lives  of 
two  criminals,  so  remarkable  as  to  engage  my  examination 
and  analysis;,  and,  that  this  second  design  had  supplanted 
the  first,  I  thought  I  had  made  abundantly  clear  by  the 
following  remarks : 

''  I  could  not  resist  the  temptation  of  reducing  to  a  tale 

the  materials  (viz.,  the  lives  and  letters  of  the  said  two 

criminals)  which  had  so  engrossed  my  interest  and  tasked 

my  inquiries ;    and,  in  this  attempt,  various  incidental 

opportunities  have  occurred,  if  not  of  completely  carrying 

out,  still  of  incidentally  illustrating  my  earlier  design." 

And,  a  few  lines  farther,  I  expressly  observe,  "that  the 

delineation  of  the  darker  crime  formed  the  staple  of  my 

narrative,"  proceeding  to  remark,  that  in  that  delineation 

"the  less  obvious  moral  must  be  found  in  those  uses  to 

which   poets  have    applied    the    portraiture  of  gigantic 

crime." 

Therefore,  any  impartial  person  will  perceive  at  once, 
that  even  at  the  commencement  of  my  book  its  object  has 
been,  to  say  the  least,  carelessly  misrepresented; — that 
what  made  the  purpose  of  an  earlier  and  suspended  de- 
sign, only  furnished  incidental  illustration  to  the  present 
^aud  that  that  illustration  was  the  less  noticeable  in  the 
agencies  of  the  greater  crime  which  formed  the  staple  of 
the  narrative,  and  in  which  another  moral  must  necessarily 
be  sought. 

"The  incidental  opportunities"  to  which  I  limited  my 
engagement,  occur  chiefly  in  the  minor  agents  of  the  fie« 
tioQ.  William  Mainwaring  with  a  competent  fortune,  and 
abilities  calculated,  with  steady  perseverance,  to  gratiff 
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ambition  by  an  honorable  repate,  finds  his  tempter  in  the 
undue  desire  of  gain,  and  the  rash  impatience  for  distiDc 
tion.     Without  these  enemies  in  his  own  breast,  Lncretit 
had  been  powerless  agaiimt  him.      On   the  other  hand, 
Walter  Ardworth,  represented  as  honest  in  his  impulse 
and  generous  in  his  sympathies,  loses  character  for  want 
of  due  regard  to  the  prudence  in  preserFiog',  which  is  the 
counter  error  to  greed  in  acquiring;  and  too  impatient, 
even  in  the  social  and  generous  tendencies  which  attach 
him  to  liberty  as  the  advancement  of  his  species,  to  study 
the  application  of  theory  to  practice,  sinks  into  a  shallov 
declaimer,  as  useless  to  his  cause,  as  unprofitable  to  him- 
self.    In  contrast  to  both  these,  meant  to  unite  the  taJeots 
of  the  one  with  the  sympathies  of  the  other,  is  sketched 
in  outline  the  character  of  John  Ardworth — energetic,  bat 
not  rash — uncoTetous,  but  self-denying — valuing  money  at 
its  just  standard,  and  looking  to  steadfast  labor  as  the 
surest  means  of  success.    Incidentally  (if  only  incidentally) 
the  secret  an4  sinister  influences  of  money  upon  conduct 
are  also  suggested  in  the  mechanical  avarice  of  Beck-— 
the  habitual  degradation  of  Grabman — incidentally  ihej 
even  apply  to  the  career  of  the  two  arch  criminals  them- 
selves— covetousness  and  impatience  are  twin  elements  Id 
the  grasping,  hollow  character  of  the  scoundrel  Yarnej> 
"  alien!  appetens,  sui  profusus,"  with  the  cold  heart  of  the 
miser — the  rank  lusts  of  the  spendthrift.     Impatience  to 
attain  to  the  end,  which  her  selfish  love  for  ])ilAin waring 
suggests,  is  the  first  cause  of  those  criminal  desires  in  La- 
cretia,  which  are  the  germs  of  her  criminal  deeds,  and  bj 
which  she  first  permits  herself  to  encourage  the  contem- 
plation of  a  human  life  as  an  obstacle  in  her  way.     And 
with  all  her  constitutional  indifference  to  money  in  itself, 
BO  much  is  money  mixed  up  with  men's  fellest,  as  their 
noblest  designs,  that  it  is  for  the  coveted  inheritance  of 
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her  son,  for  the  power  money  can  bestow,  that  her  crown- 
ing and  moat  hideons  gnilt  is  principally  conceived  and 
accomplished.     If  it  be  said  that  these  are  not  the  patent 
and  obvious  influences  of  money,  I  reply  that,  even  in  my 
earlier  design,  such  indirect  influences  were  not  those  which 
I  stated  it  to  be  my  intention  to  depict     The  broad  char- 
acteristics, whether  of  a  Harpagon,  a  Beverley^  or  an  Heir 
of  LynUf  have  been  sufficiently  portrayed.     I  spoke  em- 
phatically of  a  former  design  to  trace  rather  "the  strange 
and  secret  ways  in  which  that  arch  civilizer,  familiarly 
caUed  money,   insinuates  itself  into    our  thoughts  and 
motives,  our  hearts  and  actions."    But  ail  I  professed  in 
this  work,  was  to  take  advantage  of  incidental  oppor- 
tunities of  suggesting  such  lessons— and  I  have  now  shown 
that  I  have  fulfilled  my  intention  to  the  extent  of  my  en- 
gagement. 

The  deeper,  sterner,  and  more  tragical  design  to  be 

found  in  the  crimes  that  form  the  staple  of  the  narrative, 

I  did  not  detail  in  my  preface,  partly  because  I  trusted  it 

might  be  sufficiently  obvious  to  the  more  intelligent  reader, 

partly  because  it  could  not  have  been  explained  without 

impertinently  forestalling  the  plot,  and  could  not  well  have 

been  understood  till  the  volumes  were  closed  and  the  mind 

could  look  back  upon  the  whole.    I  was  mistaken,  it  seems, 

in  my  first  reason  for  silence,  and  I  have  no  longer  the 

motive  for  the  second.     Here  let  me  pause  for  a  moment, 

and  endeavor  to  remove  from  the  mind  of  the  reader  the 

principal  obstacle,  I  apprehend,  in  the  way  of  his  candid 

judgment 

Colley  Gibber  tells  us,  in  his  amusing  autobiography, 
that  in  his  time  actors  did  not  like  to  represent  the  parts 
of  villains,  'Mest  in  some  sort  they  should  be  confounded 
with  the  persons  represented,"  and,  indeed,  that  the  audi- 
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ence  tbemselTes  "were  sbj  of  girfog  applftiue  to  TtLgo 
thej  should  be  looked  on  as  abettors  of  the  wiekedBes  k 
Tiew.**  Nay,  ''the  Master  of  the  Berels,  who  thea  Beeam 
plays  for  the  stage,  woald  strike  oat  whole  aecses,  whttn  % 
▼icioos  and  immoral  character  was  introdiieed, 
risibly  it  were  shown  that  it  was  to  be  afterward 
or  reformed.^    Once,  moch  to  poor  Collej*s  diaauij,  t&k 
wise  Master  of  the  Rerels  stmckoatthe  whole  aitbefsm 
act  of  Richard  IIL,  ''withoot  learing  a  line  of  ft. "    It 
Tain  was  the  prayer,  ''for  a  speech  or  two,  that  the  ofhc? 
fonr  acts  might  limp  on  with  a  little  less  absurditj,"    The 
Master  of  the  Revels  was  obdoralto,  ''and  so  the  plaj  wis 
positively  acted  for  some  years  withont  the  first  met  at  all  T 
Now  something,  perhaps,  of  this  pnjodiee  still  exiats  k 
the  poblic ;  when  the  author  has  presented  some  eharact«r 
of  Tillaioy  to  their  eyes,  perhaps  they  are  still  Aj  of  thor 
applause,  "lest  they  be  looked  upon  as  abetton  of  the 
wickedness  described.''    Nay,  perhaps  the  more  Vi§e-Wkt 
and  truthful  the  rillainy,  the  greater  the  dread  of  beiag 
entrapped  into  owning  the  faithful  colors  c/(  the  aathor, 
and  the  easier,  by  some  artful  foe  in  the  honae,  they  may 
be  led  into  Tenting  on  the  writer  some  part  of  the 
ment  which  he  designedly  raised  against  bis 
This  is  like  beheading  Dr.  Ghiillotine  by  the  Teiy  maehiae 
he  intended,  out  of  the  least  truculent  motiTes,  for  the 
more  artistic  decapitation  of  felons.     I  must  entreat,  how* 
cTer,  the  reader  to  lay  aside  that  pnjudice  which,  howerer 
amiable,  is  certainly  unjust,  and  dissociate  entirely  the  idea 
of  what  is  due  to  the  author  from  the  sense  of  what  is  dae 
to  the  characters  whom  the  author  has  purposely  submitted 
to  abhorrence.     He  does  not  the  less  hate  the  crimes,  be- 
cause he  has  sought,  in  presenting,  to  deduce  from  tbem 
what  warnings  they  may  couTey :   and  he  is  about  now 
more  clearly  to  explain  what  moral,  perhaps  not  unprofit- 
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able,  may  come,  clear  and  fair,  from  the  guilt  it  has  shocked 
the  good  to  behold. 

When  the  chief  materials  for  the  gloomier  part  of  thia 
tale  were  submitted  to  me,  in  the  lives,  writings,  and  cor- 
respondence of  the  two  persons  represented   under  the 
names  of  Lucretia  and  Yarney,  that  which  made  upon  me. 
the  deepest  and  most  startling  impression  was  the  degree 
of  intellectual  cultivation  which  accompanied  and  height- 
ened their  ineffable  guilt.     We  are  so  accustomed  to  con- 
sider crime  the  hideous  offspring  of  ignorance,  that  when 
we  find  it  accompanied  by  much  literary  instruction,  it 
startles  the  wonder  of  the  indifferent,  and  rouses  the  in- 
quiry of  those  who  love  to  explore  the  workings  of  the 
human  mind. 

The  person  whose  guilt  is  certainly  not  exaggerated  in 
Yarney,  was  an  artist,  a  musician,  a  critic,  and  a  writer  of 
liveliness  and  versatility.     In  his  correspondence,  he  ap- 
pears to  have  skimmed  the  surface  of  a  large  and  various 
reading — speaks  familiarly  of  Kant,  and  hints  at  a  trans- 
lation of  Schelling.     In  the  correspondence  of  the  original 
from  whom  is  drawn  the  Lucretia  of  the  fiction,  are  appar- 
ent a  cultivation  more  elaborate,  and  faculties  more  for- 
midable. These  were  facts  not  to  be  got  over.  Some  lesson, 
like  all  facts,  they  roust  convey.     And  I  searched  for  that 
lesson  as  a  physician  may  watch  some  fearful  disease,  so 
rare  indeed  iu  itself,  that  his  deductions  might  never  be 
applied  to  one  precisely  similar,  but  which,  if  comprehended 
and  detailed,  might  add  to  the  general  stores  of  pathology, 
and  nnravel  some  of  the  more  mysterious  complications  of 
the  human  frame.      It  is  ever  painful  to  believe  in  the 
union  of  mental  cultivation   with   cruel   propensities  or 
moral  depravity;    still,  the  fact  of  such  a^ union  rises  out 
from  every  page   in   the   varying   (Jironicles  of  history. 
Sometimes  the  most  ruthless  exterminator  is  found  in  one 
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who  has  armed  himself  against  his  kind  with  all  the  learn- 
ing of  his  age ;  and  the  accomplishments  of  a  woman  hare 
been  interworen  with  the  ferocities  of  a  savage.      The 
most  sanguinary  tyrant  of  ancient  Greece  so  ealtivated 
the  reasoning  facnlties  he  perverted,  as  to  indoce  the  pop- 
ular error  to  class  him  among  the  sages:  Nero  had  stored 
his  cruel  and  sensual  mind  with  the  very  accompHshmeDta 
supposed  most  to  humanize  and  soften ;    everything  that 
his  time  conld  teach  him,  refined  into  system  the  atrocities 
of  Cassar  Borgia ;    Tiptoft,  Earl  of  Worcester,  surpassed 
the  most  ruthless  in  an  age  of  barbarity ;  vet  **  with  his 
bead,"  say  the  chroniclers,  ''fell  half  the  scholarship  of 
England ;"  Richard  III.  brought  to  the  fierce,  unlettered 
struggles  of  his  day  the  arts  of  Italy  and  the  learning  of 
Utrecht.      Happily,  the  moral  to  be  drawn   from  these 
colossal  criminals  is,  the  utter  failure  of  the  very  intellect 
so  perverted  and  misused.     And  as,  whatever  our  inclina* 
tion  to  the  contrary,  we  cannot  deny  that  in  private  indi- 
viduals the  same  discordant  and  dismal  union  of  cultivated 
Intellect  and  corrupted  conscience  does  sometimes,  though 
rarely,  exist,  let  us  deduce  from   biography  and   fiction 
the  same  salutary  truth,  that  consoles  us  in  history.     His- 
tory makes  clear  the  fact  and  loud  the  warning.     Is  it 
wrong  for  fiction,  that  history  of  the  inner  heart,  to  do  the 
same?    To  show  the  nothingness  and  impotence  of  intel- 
lect, even  in  the  attainment  of  its  own  intellectual  aims, 
when  it  once  admits  crime  as  its  agency — ^to  show  how 
useless,  nay,  pernicious,  to  the  guilty  possessor  is  the  very 
mental  power  he  thus  desecrates  and  perverts — to  show 
that  goodness  and  genial  affection  are  essential  to  the 
triumph  and  fruitfuluess  of  all  that  mind  may  plot  for,  and 
force  would  command — for  these  lessons,  it  might  be  as 
permissible  to  dive  into  the  guilt  of  Lucr^tia  as  into  that 
of  the  Prince  of  Valentinois — and  expose  in  the  humbler 
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▼illain  of  our  own  day  the  same  attributes  of  character, 
the  same  alliance  of  the  sensaal  and  the  cruel,  the  effem- 
inate and  unsparing,  which  may  startle  us  in  the  impenal 
poisoner  and  parricide  of  old.  It  is  only  "  the  property- 
man  "  of  the  stage  that  sees  grandeur  but  in  the  crown  or 
the  toga.  Strip  off  the  externals.  We  have  a  right  to 
t;ompare  men  with  men. 

I  wished »  then,  to  show  the  fate  of  intelligence  abused 
t<;  the  ends  of  guilt.  Somewhat  of  this  had  already  been 
shadowed  out,  as  I  have  said,  in  the  tale  of  ''Engene 
Aram."  I  sought  now  to  follow  the  inquiry  it  suggested 
into  wider  tracks,  and  into  yet  more  comprehensive  results. 
With  two  out  of  the  three  great  divisions  of  human  intel- 
ligence, facts  supplied  me ;  I  drew  from  invention  for  the 
third. 

In  Dalibard,  the  intention  was  to  portray  the  wary,  cal- 
culating, and  laborious  intellect,  which,  rightly  directed, 
leads  to  science ;  in  Varney,  the  versatile,  lively,  impres- 
sionable fancy,  which,  purified  and  guided,  may  conduct  to 
art ;  in  Lucretia,  the  energy  and  active  will,  which,  nobly 
stimulated  and  trained,  may  lead  to  eminence  and  success 
in  the  outward  concerns  of  life. 

All  these  intellects  had  but  to  be  honest  to  succeed. 
Each  of  these  intellects  divorces  itself  early  from  all  in- 
terests but  its  own.  Each  works  and  plots  solely  for  objects 
identified  with  itself.  Each  admits  crime  for  its  agency; 
and  from  that  moment  all  three,  so  essentially  distinct,  are 
merged  in  one  common  infamy  and  degradation — from 
that  moment  every  effort  of  the  intellect  itself  becomes  a 
failure;  and  time  and  justice,  and  the  truth  of  things, 
crash  them  beneath  the  Alps  they  themselves  have  created. 
In  the  minutis  of  treatment,  all  ground  for  such  mischief, 
as  the  most  cautious  might  apprehend,  in  instructing  de- 
pravity (if  depravity  such  a  book  should  ever  reach),  as  to 
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the  materials  at  its  command,  has  been  so  stndioasif 
avoided,  that  the  reader  wiH  perceive  the  nnifonn  care 
with  which  the  possible  attainment  of  those  materials 
have  been  placed  out  of  the  reach  of  the  gniltj ;  the  tem- 
porary snccess  that  attends  the  poisons  employed  by  tiie 
murderers  is  made  to  depend  solely  on  their  selectiou  of 
DO  drag  to  be  procured  by  commonplace  villainy — in  the 
secrets  of  chemical  componnds,  which  at  no  shop  coold  be 
purchased,  of  which  no  hint  is  conveyed,  except  that  only 
by  chemistry,  the  most  erudite  and  skillful,  they  can  pos- 
sibly be  combined.  Rather  than  incur,  however  innocently, 
the  possibility  of  supplying  to  one  ''morbid  idiosyncrasy" 
the  agencies  at  the  service  of  these  modem  Borgias,  I 
have  willingly  invited  the  much  more  plausible  accusation 
of  far-fetched  and  impracticable  devices,  if  ever  existing, 
wholly  lost  to  the  invention,  wholly  out  of  the  command, 
of  guilt  in  the  age  in  which  we  live. 

I  said  in  my  preface  that  the  originals  from  whom  I  had 
drawn  had  as  little  as  imagination  can  conceive  to  redeem 
their  guilt.  And  this,  I  trust,  I  have  sternly  kept  in  view. 
I  have  never  once  held  them  up  to  compassion.  I  have 
left  them  that  degree  of  ability  which  was  justified  by 
facts;  not  elevated  into  the  genius,  with  which,  as  in  his- 
tory, we  find  such  criminality  is  not  accompanied.  It  has 
been  even  reproached  to  me,  that  I  have  not  given  them 
genius,  and  that  all  their  cunning,  instruction,  or  audacity 
avails  them  not  for  worldly  success.  Why,  that  was  pre- 
cisely one  truth  that  I  aimed  at !  The  Borgias  and  the 
Richards  fall  short  of  genius,  but  have  ability  sufficient  to 
have  won  them  some  distinction  in  good,  and  powerful 
only  for  destruction  when  applied  to  evil.  I  have  never 
sniTered  ability  so  debased  to  pass  into  the  command  of 
admiration — I  have  shown  how  impotent  it  was  to  lessen 
one  atom  of  our  detestation,  though  sufficient  (if  such  art 
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be  in  the  writer)  to  accompany  detestation  with  terror. 
Pressed  into  the  service  of  Death,  Mind  itself  grows  grim 
and  hateful  as  the  king  that  it  serves. 

<*  Black  it  stands  as  Night, 
Fierce  as  ten  furies,  terrible  as  hell. 
And  shakes  a  deadly  dart !" 

« 

These  Children  of  Night,  bj  the  paths  they  themselyes 
have  chosen,  are  conducted  to  catastrophes,  which,  while 
punishing  them  the  most  in  the  sin  each  had  most  favored, 
was  that  which  each  (could  the  sonl  have  foreseen  it) 
would  have  regarded  as  the  most  fearful  and  appalling. 
Dalibard,  the  coward  and  the  calculator,  shrinking  from 
all  physical  danger,  and  using  his  holiest  relationships  but 
as  tools  to  his  pnrpose,  is  betrayed  at  the  hearth  he  haci 
desecrated,  aud  butchered  by  the  dull  ruffian  he  had  duped. 
Yarney,  who  had  prostituted  the  perfection  of  his  physical 
senses  to  their  vilest  gratifications,  luxurious  amid  his 
infamy,  effeminate  in  despite  of  his  animal  audacity,  is 
sentenced  to  the  coarsest  of  hardships,  the  vilest  of  labor, 
chained  to  the  most  loathsome  of  malefactors,  doomed  to 
all  that  the  senses,  most  pampered,  would  shudder  from 
the  most,  all  that  the  fancy,  so  perverted,  could  body  forth 
of  horror  and  despair.     Lncretia,  who  had  made  on  earth    (Z<^{   (  /c 
no  god   but  the  intellect,  is  cursed   in  the  intellect — A-^^t/^^i^j /,<,,. 
smitten  down  below  the  brutes,  but  with  the  conscious-^  <*w  #i^, 
ness  of  the  mortal — retainiog,  amid  the  ruins  of  all  the      ^  <^  <y. 
past,  only  the  image  of  her  crime,  standing  face  to  face  ^Lc«^  ^^^^ 
with  it  as  a  visible  thing.     Surely  these  punishments  are  ^^  i^  ^*'^^ 
as  appalling  and  as  appropriate  to  the  guilt  as  poetic '*'i  ^^xt.j^t^ 
justice  can  command  I     And  beside  them  the  gibbet  is^^^^^^oc./ 
mercy  and  reprieve.  -i  'c«  c  x^j^ 

The  delineation,  then,  of  these  three  arch  criminals  was    '  ^  ^^-t^^  ^^ 
QOt  the  indulgence  of  any  idle  or  morbid  affection  for  the  "^^'^H.    ^^ 
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contemplation  of  guilt  in  itself,  it  was  bat  ondertakea  for 
an  honest  and  serions  purpose.     And  a  thonghtfal  reader 
will  perceive,  that  even  the  more  sabordiDate  images  of 
evil  introduced  were  in  accordance  with  one  earnest  and 
elaborate  design.     The  dull  and  viHainons  bmtalitj  of  the 
grave-stealer,  for  instance,  forms  no  superflaons  figore  on 
the  gloomy  canvas,  nor,  in  chaining' that  sordid  ruffian  to 
the  more  pampered  miscreant,  is  the  idea  of  befitting  pan- 
ishment  to  the  last  alone  enforced.     Bat  in  coDfonodiog 
in  one  lowest  abyss  of  human  degradation  the  man  in 
whom  no  nobler  faculty  has  ever  been  awakened,  and  the 
man  to  whom  all  faculties  sufficing  for  the  perception  of 
good  have  been  given,  and  by  whom  they  have  been  vol- 
untarily perverted  to  odioas  and  execrable^  ends,  it  was 
sought  to  convey  a  troth,  suggestive  of  no  nnprofitable 
reflections. 

That  wise  man,  Dr.  Slop,  In  discussing  Yorick's  Sermon, 
contends  that  the  Roman  Catholic  Sermons  '*  have  greatly 
the  advantage,  that  they  never  introduce  any  character 
below  a'patriarch,  or  a  patriarch's  wife,  or  a  martyr,  or  a 
saint  '  There  are  some  very  bad  characters  in  this,  how* 
ever,'  said  my  father,  '  and  I  do  not  think  the  sermon  is  a 
jot  the  worse  for  'em.' " 

Perhaps  Mr.  Shandy  in  this  was  a  better  jodge  than  Dr. 
Slop. 

I  contend,  then,  and  I  think  that  I  have  proved,  that 
the  design  of  this  book  of  the  "  Children  of  Night,"  was 
conformable  to  the  laws  of  fiction  and  the  truths  of  history; 
that  the  moral  it  enforces  is  serious  and  impressive,  not 
the  less  for  the  pain  it  bequeaths ;  that  it  can  but  deepen 
the  horror  of  guilt,  and  the  dread  of  its  consequences; 
that  it  can  but  preach  wholesome  lessons  to  the  intellect, 
and  awaken  lively  self-examination  in  the  heart ;  and  that 
there  is  not  a  single  attempt  to  create  for  the  crimioalB 
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any  interest  save  that  of  terror  and  ftaspeme  in  their 
deeds,*  or  to  pervert  for  one  instant  the  channels  of  sym* 
pathy  from  their  le^timate  source. 

I  have  been  told,  indeed,  that,  though  these  dark  social 
phenomena  may  exist,  they  are  too  peeuliar,  too  rare,  for 
moral  or  artistical  treatment.    Perhaps  such  critics  wonld 
never  have  made  the  charge  had  they  been  aware  of  the 
compliment  it  implies.     Every  man  really  a  critic  in  art, 
knows  that  rare  truths  are  more  important  than  frequent 
ones.      "The  teaching  of  Nature,"  says  one  who  has 
thoroughly  mastered  the  subject  he  treats  of,  "is  as  varied 
and  infinite  as  it  is  constant,  and  the  duty  of  the  painter  is 
to  watch  for  every  one  of  her  lessons,  and  to  give  (for 
human  life  can  admit  of  nothing  more)  those  in  which  she 
has  manifested  each  of  her  principles  in  the  most  striking 
and  peculiar  way.     The  rarer  his  phenomena,  the  more 
valuable  his  works  will  be."    Not,  indeed,  that  we  must 
delineate  the  rare  alone.    "  Both  the  frequent  and  the  rare 
are  parts  of  the  same  great  system ;  to  give  either  exclu- 
sively is  imperfect  truth."    If  these  "  Children  of  Night" 
are  happily  rare  deviations  from  the  order  established 
below,  they  do  not  occupy  the  whole  of  my  canvas,  and 
they  are  surrounded  with  images  more  bright,  and  I  be- 
lieve more  frequent.    Is  there  nothing  innocent  in  Helen  1 
nothing  frank  and  pure  in  the  youth  of  Percy?  nothing 
honest  and  upright  in  John  Ardworth  1  nothing  benevolent 
in  Fielden  1  nothing  amiable  and  genial  in  Sir  Miles  St 
John  ?    And  as  the  general  disposition  and  tendencies  of 


*  By  a  strange  inconsisieDcy,  the  very  parties  that  reproached 
me  for  blending  some  redeeming  good  qualities  with  the  offenses  of 
Panl  Clifford  and  the  crime  of  Eugene  Aram,  reproaoh  me  for  the 
<»ppotite  fault  of  leaving  the  wiokednesB  of  Vamey  and  Luereiii 
utteily  unredeemed. 
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an  author  are  not  to  be  jadged  by  one  work  alone,  so  I 
may  venture  to  iovite  those  who  have  really  read  me,  to 
add  to  the  contrast  of  the  gloom  and  guilt  depicted  id 
**Lucreiia,^^  whatever  of  gentler  fancies  they  may  remem- 
ber in  the  "Pilgrims  of  the  Ehine^^^  of  attempts  to  sym- 
bolise the  beauty  of  art  in  the  romance  of  "Zdnoni,"  or  to 
embody  the  steadftist  virtue  of  practical  life  in  the  Mor- 
daont  of  "The  Dutowned.^^  And  if  they  will  permit  their 
thoughts  to  wander  for  a  moment  through  the  whole  range 
of  my  writings,  they  will  own  at  least  that,  whatever  their 
faults,  they  are  not  to  be  accused  of  sameness  in  the  char- 
acters, nor  of  monotony  in  treatment. 

"Liicretia,"  1  confess  to  be  a  painful  book ;  all  delinea- 
tion of  fearful  crime,  and  the  ruin  it  entails,  must  necessarily 
be  so.  If,  in  its  treatment,  I  have  overstepped  the  true 
limits  of  terror,  that  may  be  an  error  io  art,  but  not  one 
(be  it  remembered  and  distinguished)  in  moral  tendency 
and  design.* 

There  is  this  distinction  between  the  old  tragedy  and 
the  new.  With  the  Greek,  Fate  was  the  main  instrument 
of  woe  and  crime; — so  with  the  Greek,  there  was  little 
need  of  mental  analysis — little  need  to  show  from  what 
errors  of  his  own,  man  suffered  and  sinoed.  Fate  stalked 
across  his  way  or  stood  upon  his  hearth — his  fell  and 
irresistible  foe.  An  oracle  declared  he  should  murder,  a 
god  led  his  steps  to  his  doom.  But  with  us,  guilt  or  woe 
has  its  source  in  ourselves.  Our  conscience. is  our  oracle, 
our  deeds  shape  our  fate.  And  though,  in  a  few  rare  in- 
stances, modern  writers  have  still  had  recourse  to  the  iron 
deity  ^f  old,  it  is  obvious  that  unless  the  instrumentality 

*  In  the  present  edition  it  will  be  seen  that  the  Author  has  en 
deftvored,  by  *n  alteration  in  the  catastrophe,  to  lighten  the  paia 
which  the  earlier  cast  of  the  work  had  produced. 
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of  a  power  which  we  cannot  influence  and  control  be  most 
sparingly  and  cantionsly  employed,  we  should  seem  to  sanc- 
tion the  dangerous  principle  that  we  are  the  passive  and 
unconscious  tools,  not  the  active  and  reasoning  contrivers, 
of  the  evil  that  conducts  us  to  the  abyss.     Hence  arises 
the  imperious  necessity^  for  those  who  resort  to  the  sources 
of  tragedy,  and  trace  from  them  the  channels  of  woe  or 
guilt-^to  search  narrowly  and  patiently  (often,  it  may  be, 
with  distaste  to  themselves)  into  all  that  is  dark  and  hidden 
in  the  mechanism  of  the  mind  for  the  causes  of  evil,  and 
the  links  between  the  thought  and  the  sin.     And  thus  in 
proportion  to  the  crime  they  depict,  and  the  destruction  it 
effects,  must  be  the  gloom  of  the  impression  they  create, 
and  the  degree  of  pain  they  inflict.    If,  in  the  narrative  of 
these  ''Children  of  Night," — if,  as  some  assert,  ''its  horror 
is  burlesque,"  and  its  treatment  "excites  rather  ridicule 
than  awe," — if,  as  I  am  assured  by  others,  it  is  "dulbess 
upon  dullness,"  "nothing  graphic  in  the  picture,"  "nothing 
striking  in  the  incidents," — then,  though  its  moral  cannot 
be  pernicious,  I  have  certainly  failed  to  render  it  instruc- 
tive.   But  if  it  bequeaths  (as  the  facts  on  which  it  is  founded 
should  enable  it  to  do)  the  effect  of  tragedy  thoroughly  in 
earnest — a  sensation  of  terror  that  oppresses  the  more  from 
the  conviction  that  reality  lies  beneath  the  fiction — a  relief 
in  the  heartfelt  detestation  of  the  crime  from  which  the 
terror  proceeds — a  dread  of  "the  destructive  power"  which 
is  the  essence  of  the  hateful  combination  between  intellect 
and  guilt,  and  a  desire  to  rush  for  escape  to  the  cheerfnl 
atmosphere  of  good, — then  does  this  book  come,  at  least, 
within  the  allotted  limits  of  the  art  that  is  built  upon  terror, 
and  sanctions  its  connection  with  pain  and  distress,*  and 

*  In  quoting  the  following  passage,  it  is  not  with  the  presump- 
tion of  advancing  any  claim  to  the  high  attainment  of  which  men- 
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then  does  it,  attain  to  those  moral  effects  which  are  pro- 
duced by  the  means  of  the  passions. 

The  moral  conTeyed  in  all  works  of  the  imaginatioo  is 
in  part  distinct  and  immediate,  in  part  also  it  is  antraeea- 
ble,  distant,  and  indirect    And  this  latter  part  is  perhaps 
the  most  really  Talaabie  and  efficient.    Ask  any  thooghtfol 
and  educated  man,  what  works  have  produced  the  most 
marked  and  recognized  influence  on  his  conduct,  aad  I 
belieTC  he  will  never  name  a  fiction  or  a  poem.    Next,  and 
unspeakably  subordinate,  to  the  more  sacred  monitors  whose 
counsel  he  reverently  obeys — ^he  will  tell  ns,  perhaps,  of  some 
homely  treatise,  or  some  artless  biography.     Bat  ask  that 
man  to  dissociate  from  the  general  influences  oq  his  con- 
duct, whatever  he  may  have  learned  from  the  pages  €i 
poetry  and  fiction,  and  he  will  doubtless  tell  yon  it  is  im- 
possible.   He  will  acknowledge  how  much,  yet  how  insensi- 
bly, they  have  strengthened,  bis  moral  impressions — how 
much  they  have  suggested  reflections  that  brighten  his  per- 
ceptions of  truths — ^how  much  they  have  added  to  that  gen- 
eral knowledge  of  the  heart  which  has  set  emotion  on  its 
guard,  and  animated  into  generous  passion  his  love  for  the 


tion  is  made,  but  simply  to  show  that,  in  the  judgment  of  a  Tery 
eminent  critic,  art  finds  in  distress  one  ingredient  of  the  sublime ; 
and  though  of  course  an  effect  is  not  sublime  because  it  is  distress- 
ing, yet  at  least  it  is  not  an  offense  to  art  that  tlie  sensation  of  dis- 
tress is  oooasioned.  Though  a  writer  may  make  no  pretense  to  th« 
sublime,  he  may  still  apply  for  such  effects  as  his  degree  of  power 
permits  him  to  produce  to  whatever  are  suggested  as  its  sources. 
**  Of  feeling,  little  more  can  be  said,  than  that  the  idea  of  bodily 
pain  in  all  the  modes  and  degrees  of  labor,  pain,  anguish,  torment, 
is  produetiTe  of  the  sublime,  and  nothing  else  in  this  sense  can 
produoe  it." — *<  Its  st^rongest  emotion  (that  of  the  sublime)  is  aa 
emotion  of  distress,  and  no  pleasure  from  a  positire  cause  belongs 
to  it." — Bu&KE  On  the  Sublime  and  Beautiful ,  Part  it  sect.  22 
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noble  and  the  gdod — his  scorn  for  the  sordid  and  the  evil. 
And  this  it  is,  1  presume,  that  some  writer  intended  to  ex- 
press when  he  finely  asked,  '*  Who  among  ns  now  living 
can  tell  what  he  would  haye  been  if  Shakspeare  had  never 
existed  ?" 

lHone  of  my  readers  will  ever,  I  know,  have  to  resist  one 
tenaptation  to  a  villainy  a  millionth  part  so  hateful  as  that 
described  in  ''  Lncretia"  as  a  monstrous  phenomenon.    But 
in  the  struggles  of  life,  the  minor  seductions  of  evil  are 
often  repelled  by  the  lively  horror  derived  from  the  doom 
which  poet  or  tale-teller  has  assigned  to  concessions  to  the 
greater.     If  this  were  not  so,  the  gigantic  and  unfamiliar 
crimes  depicted  on  the  herolb  stage  would  be  but  idle 
exaggerations.     Who  among  the  audience  that  listen  to 
"  Macbeth  "  will  have  to  wade  through  blood  to  a  throne, 
yet  who  may  not  have  some  selfish  object  his  ambition 
would  promote,  and  be  tempted  by  the  meaner  "juggles 
of  the  fiend?"     In  the  picture  of  a  crime  dwells  the  warn- 
ing to  an  error.     Divers  and  specious  are  the  allurements 
to  attain  to  ends  coveted  by  the  intellect,  through  means 
more  or  less  disapproved  by  the  conscience :  and  not  nn- 
salntary  may  be  the  true  lesson  to  be  derived  from  '^Ln- 
cretia "  if  the  impressions  it  bequeaths,  though  vague  and 
unanalyzed,  serve  to  quicken  the  instantaneous  conviction 
that  all  which  defiles  the  conscience  defeats  and  defrauds 
the  intellect. 

<*The  first  step  passed,  compels  us  on  to  more, 
And  guilt  proves /a<0,  which  was  but  choice  before.'' 

A  task  reluctantly  undertaken  is  now  fulfilled.  I  hare 
ehowtt  that  it  is  uncharitable  and  rash  to  decide  in  baste 
against  the  moral  purposes  of  writers  who  have  no  object 
to  deprave — I  have  shown  the  laws  and  examples  which 
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render  jastifiable  in  fiction  the  delineations  of  crime— 1 
have  exposed  the  falsity  of  the  charge  so  reiterated  against 
myself,  that  habitually,  and  by  preference,  I  hare  made 
criminals  my  heroes — I  have  shown  that,  ont  of  sixteen 
fictions,  to  three  only  can  this  charge  be  applied.  I  have, 
I  trust,  made  it  manifest,  that  each  of  these  three  will  bear 
the  test  of  the  strictest  reference  to  the  due  restrictions 
to  be  placed  upon  their  treatment  and  design ;  that  no 
sophistry  has  been  employed  to  vindicate  the  crime ;  that 
the  crime  has  not  been  of  that  nature  in  which  the  narra- 
tive needs,  or  has  found,  inflammatory  appeals  to  the  more 
tempting  passions — obtruding  the  presentation  of  licentious 
images,  and  clothing  itself -in  a  garb  which  rather  allures 
than  revolts ;  and,  finally,  I  trust  I  have  made  it  clear  to 
the  reader,  that  such  stern  and  somber  subjects  have  not 
been  undertaken  without  the  befitting  gravity  of  thoughtful 
and  earnest  purpose. 

If  I  have  not  entered  at  length  into  the  subjects  of  my 
other  works,  it  is  because  such  self-criticism  would  have 
been  unpardonable,  unless  for  the  imperative  necessities  of 
self-defense — each  singly  considered,  their  moral  tendencies 
and  objects  have  been  tacitly  admitted,  or  only  vaguely 
assailed  ;  and  the  reader  will  acknowledge,  that  in  mainly 
confining  myself  to  those  works  in  which  criminals  have 
been  made  the  predominant  characters,  I  have  fairly  and 
honestly  met  the  gravamen  of  the  charge  that  has  been 
urged  against  me.  The  rest  of  my  writings,  therefore,  I 
confidently  leave  to  the  recollections  of  the  general  reader; 
and  though,  among  works  so  numerous,  commenced  at  so 
early  an  age,  and  comprehending  delineations  of  life,  with 
its  manners  and  its  passions,  so  widely  various,  there  may 
occur,  unavoidably,  some  errors  of  judgment,  $^me  pas- 
sages too  lightly  considered — (and  what  writer  could  bear 
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a  maligoant  research  throagh  more  than  forty  toinmes, 
made  with  a  design  of  interpreting  every  sentence  to  the 
worst  ?) — ^yet  I  am  convinced  that  the  result  of  any  candid 
snrvey  would  establish  the  fact  that  all  those  works  were 
conceived  with  the  heartfelt  desire  to  minister,  however 
bambly,  to  troth  and  good,  and  executed  with  a  reverent 
care  to  unsettle  no  man's  mind  as  to  the  clear  principles  of 
religion — or  the  broad  distinctions  which  the  conscience 
has  established  between  what  we  should  aspire  to  and 
what  we  should  avoid. 

This  vindication,  which,  I  think,  has  been  conducted  in 
that  fair  spirit  of  dispassionate  argument  which  I  prescribed 
to  myself  at  the  commencement,  shall  be  sent  to  those  whose 
charges,  less  temperately  n^ade,  have  called  it  forth.     It 
is  at  their  option  to  treat  it  with  silence  —  or,  if  it  so 
please  them,  in  the  same  tone,  and  with  recourse  to  the 
same  arts,  by  which  they  have  previously  sought  to  pervert 
my  meaning  and  degrade  my  name ;  or  why  should  I  think 
so  ill,  even  of  enemies,  as  &oi  to  hope  that  some  among 
them,  at  least,  while  retainmg  tairiy  their  opinion  of  the 
literary  demerits  of  my  writings,  may  retract  what  alone  I 
have  the  right  to  complain  or,  viz  ,  heedless  and  uncon- 
sidered misstatements  as  to  their  honest  tendency  and  de- 
sign? Be  this  as  it  may — though  the  wrong  that  has  been 
done  me  may  not,  and  cannot,  be  readily  and  lightly  repaired 
— though  I  am  aware  that  many  who  never  read  my  works 
have  yet  read,  and  may  be  long  impressed  by  the  attacks 
of  their  assailants — that  many  more,  who  have  read  both 
the  works  and  the  attacks,  will  never  read  this  explanation 
of  the  one  and  this  reply  to  the  other — nay,  even  though 
these  pages,  like  the  works  that  preceded  them,  may  be 
garbled  and  distorted  from  their  meaning, — yet  I  am  immov-. 
ably  persuaded  that,  from  few  to  more,  from  the  segment  to 


164  A    WOBD    TO   THS    PUBXiia 

the  circle,  the  main  tniths  I  have  atated  will  gradaallj,  but 

Borely,  penetrate  and  extend ;  and  that,  whatever  litertrf  \ 
faults  and  blemishes  in  mj  writings  may  be  jnstljeoa- 

demned,  soon  or  late,  the  author  will  be  held  to  hare  girea  f 

an  unanswerable  vindication  of  the  legitimate  selection  of  « 

his  materials,  and  his  conscientioas  aenae  of  his  more  ( 

eeriona  responsibilities*  ij 
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